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- s@r¥loth and ashes. Vhy? Well,
Jook at the facts. I promised an issue
on January 10th, and here 1t is over a
month later. I weep. (a la - Tucker)
Especial words of condolence and sympa-
thy are extended to Les Crouteh, for not

only is LIGHT FLASHES somewhat be-

-lated, but @ story of his -~ THE RETURN
OF PETE - was crowded out of this issue.
Look for it in the next, along with a
gensational 7,000 word novelette by John
Hollis Mason, entitled THE MOTHER. Be~
lieve me, this story is plenty good
goough for pro. publication, and it was
only by the grace of god that I was able
to get 1it.

Speaking of space, which I was some
-where back in the middle of the last
paragraph, our regular feature, CUES
FROM SCIENCE, was also evieted. It will
be returned in number six. For those
who haven't seen the first few issues of
OanFan, I hasten to explain that CUES
FROM SCIENCE is an open department.
Jegsie E. Walker supplied
which is - Many fems like to write stor-
ies, but can't seem to get en idea for a
plot, while still others have plots
galore but can't put them down on Dpaper.
This deperiment solves all (iti). The
latter type send in their pet brainwaves
for publication, while the former read
the feature, and immediately start erup-
ting stories by the score. Cet it? Now
we'd like same suggestions.

The first thing that strikes your
eye when you pick up this ish should be
the cover. It usually does, seeing that
it's right on the front. This mural of
monsters represents fandom in Canada,
for better or vworse. Unfortunately, how-
ever, it isn't complete. T aitideailaln
an editor could do. I advertised it in
two ‘issues, sent out pleuding létters to
all concerned, and the above is the re-
sult. To all those who sent fotog, and
to Opoutch for pics of Hilkert & Godfrey

and Mason for White's, I extend a hearty

thank you, and to the others, with the
exceplion of Lemb, whom I wasn't able to
contact, a most emphatic TLLLLLEtt.

Most of you who have written in
suggesting improvements have mentioned

reader(s) come in.

- one; anything!

the idea -,

, this mag.
«and it's well worth the dime he charges.

- an editor's report -

P f;ﬁﬁ[lo again, fans, friends, &
Hurter. I prostrate myself A A 5 5
W in abject humbleness. I am /

more illustrations. I had intended to
use quite a few this issue, but I just
didn't seem to be able to get around to
digging them up. I'm going to soc Betts
about doing some for the next, and Andy
Anderson, Pismo Beach's gift to Scienti-
fiction has offered to do & few, so
things should be looking up very soon.
(Dumb Dora at this point asks me if I'm
an astronomer) In conjunction with more
art will be a general toning up of the
entire format, with neat, but not quite
8o severe headings and a more attractive
set-up altogether. And now YOU, the
Since I've decided
to meke same chenges, why not let me
know just what changes you'd like me to
make -~ how you think headings should be
done: whether you 1like +two columns or
I think that if I get a
responge to thig recuest, you should see
some real improvement ‘in the next few
ishes.

Somewhere in this ilssue you should
find a lithoed ad. for Jike'!s TOWARD TO-
MORROW. I suggest you write away for
I've seen the first issue,

40 pages of excellent material, as well
as gix 1lithoes, one of which you see
here. Also in +this dissue (I hope; it
hasn't arrived yet) vyou will be confr-
onted by the: - gpectacle of a very
gheepish~looking ghost making off with a
copy of LeZ. That is en ad. for a mag
which needs no advertising; the one an
only Le Zombie, now in its fifth anni-
versary issue. Same mey be had for 5¢
from Bob Tucker, Box 260, Bloomington,
Illinois, for any of you new fans who
haven't yet seen a copy. However, if
you're reading Canadian Fandom, it is
impossible that you haven't read LeZz.
Thus, feans, I draw to the close of
znother harangue on the whys and where-
forg of Canadian Fandom. Before I finish
however, I'd like to ask a few more of
you to send in ratings. Surely it isn't

- %00 hard to form an opinion of what you

read, and let me know, As it stands now
that fixture will have to be discontin-
ued unless more are received.

Beak
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by Peter Young S

HIS BODY LIES in a carven casket, side
by side with the great dead cf the nat-
ion. The exotic Dblooms of foreign
climes perfume his liast slumber. In a
great and stately bhail he resic whilis
heavenly music softly swells and kings
and dictators pause in long salute.

But I, croutching outside with the
others poor and lowly, know only the
hideous, unearthly laughter that drifts
down those hallowed walls. The others
hear nothing. But I was his wife.

My neighbours think me hopelessly
mad. And I am mad. Mad with the ter-

rible knowledge that is not of this wor-
1ld. Knowledze that would burst the

brain of one 1less stoic -- even as it
shattered that of mny weakling husband ,
long ago-.

He was san adept; a student -of the
nystic sciences, he cailed himself. But
my parents loathed and feared him and
when we eloped their curse was the dowry
they gave me. Too soon I knew my mis-
take but my parents stubborness aroused
my own and I set myself grimiy to de-
velop the genius that my husband claimed
was his.

His brain was brillient -- but war-
ped. Before our marriage he had spent
much of his 1life exploring the weird and
fabulous corners of +the earth and his
talk was filled with outre references to
alien beings, unhuman entities of terr-
ible power that had walked <the earth in
the Beginning and whose incredible lore
was yet preserved in certain secret
places.

He spoke with especial gloating of
an ancient priest vho dwelt cn a shriv-
elled ocagis, forgotten in +the flaming
wastes of the storied Gobi. From him my
husband had gleaned much of his sinister
learning and from him, one black desert
midnight, he had stolen that legendary
accursed volume whose xistence  the
great universities deny. The boock it-
self he feared to keep but he hed nains-
takingly copied the runes of one marked
section over which he had secretly cb-~
served the old priest poring.

Then he had lashed himgelf to his
camel, with the priest's animal tethered
behind, and fled out over the endlecs
sands. Through the cool of the night
and through the parching heat of midday
suns he had beaten his camel on, some-
times only half~conscious himself, until

the great beast swayed down on its knees
and died. He tied himself to the other
camel and fled on. When 1%, <too, ‘‘had
fallon in merciful death., he cub himself
looss a gecond time and stumbled forward
by Tooct.

Through the hell of sand and terror
and desolation he had driven himself,
goaded by The thought of the dirty scrap
of paper that lay inside his bosom and
the secret tha"" it held. And he had won
through to civilization. From one schol~
ar to another he had travelled, trans-
lating the manuscript phase by phase g0
that none might learn the whole. And
when it was co_w he knew that he held in
his hands an insbrunent of appalling
povrer. But  so 'cerr,.ole were the forces
involved that he was unnerved.

BUT I DID not understand. The only fear
in my 1life was the <fear of material
failure. And ope day while I ‘watched

hiw brooding, as vusual, over Tthe man-
usgerips, fretting awey cur lives aim-
lessly, the madness seized me. That

same night I crept from the bed by his
side to the room where the maruscript
lay and unlocked the drawer which shel-
tered it.

I touched it and something like an
electric shock passed through me., And

suddenly I was counsumed with desire,
Because I knew this thing was evil and
evil was m.l-—go* rerful, Feverishly I
read” it through and, athélst thouh B
be, I shuddered at the utter blasphemy
of it.

I remember that a portion of my
consciousness shraunk back in horror but
11: was overwhelmed by a sweep of cccult

gensations. Weird and esoberic con-
vola'c:on were being worn into mny
thought patterns. And then I was per-
forming the unholy xitual.

l was mouthing a jargon I did not
und ergtand ard wy arms were describing
mystic .;3' bols. T agourcd the obscene

pegtures, wove ‘the macabre symbols and
chanted +the blasphemous litany. Sudd-
enly a blackness that was not the black-
ness of ocur earthly night descended. A
chiil wind Dblew on me and then I heard
it. :

A sound 1like +the roll of muted
thunder filled my ears and the brooding
dark was vibreoat with a great and evil
presenca, Then my straining -senses
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caught the overtones of the thunder - an

arpeggio of meniacal laughter, lilting, "
like echoes off the hills of hell.* And,
abruptly, the frightful truth burst over

me. , e T
‘The ancient priest of the Gobi had

knovm- of my husband's thievery. With -

grim amusement, no doubt, he had watched
him. ‘fly for hisg 1life. Because’ that
which he had : stolen ‘was worse . than
death. It wasg the ineantation which
surmoned up - the most dreaded of all
those who dwell -- Outside. He vhom the
Elder Ones knev as the Jester,

: I threw myself upon my face and for
the Tirst time since childhood I prayed.
The dread overtones increased in volume
and tempo, Somehow, there came to my
mingd = ‘the words the demon snoke to lMark-
heim: "I do not object to a deathbed re-
pentance.”

And then alien +thought impressions
were impinging on.my brain and I real-
ized that the Jester was speaking:

"Mortal, know that once you have
set your foot on that certain path,
there is no turning. Not in this world
nor what comes after. Ie who responds
to the Dark Lords'! call must pay the
ancient price and of this forfeit we
will not be cozened.®

Then I knew that my doom was on me
and from it there was no escane. A des-
perate calm came to me. I had sold my
irmortal soul and whet ves there left to
fear?

"Dark Lord,® I said ¥ - a boon,"

The muted thunder was shot through
with notes of sullen discord. Brazen
earthling, from the intimate creation of
infinity where the planets wheel I heard
your call. From the hell beneath the
hells I have come. And for what?”

Under that supcrnatural anger I was
progtrate. Dut still, through all my
terror, the thin flame of obstinacy
‘smoldered, born of hopelessness. And,in
some unknovmn well of memory, vague, age-
0ld recollections stirred. I said in a
shaking voice:

%"0h, mighty one, whose features no
mortal may look on - the fetters are up-
on even you. The curse of those who
drove you out dwells with you yet and
forever. They who surmon you shall bow
beneath your yoke in eternity but ere
you may claim your homage you are doored
to fulfill one desire of he who calls
you up.” s .

The sullen notes were a low, sweeb
song of menace. "Mortals cormand and

’ Canadian Fandom
gods obey. But say on.® : g

"Glory," I whispered through numb
lips. "Great glory for my husband.”

Suddenly the overtones of insane
nirth soared in a cacaphonous symphony.
fGlory such as none other has known
shall be hist I, whom . the Elder Ones
dubbed the Jester, say it. And to their
pledge the " im Gods be true.®

IN THE gray light of a cold dawn I came
to my senses. A horrid gibbering was in
my ears. Iy husband was stretched out
on the Tloor beside me. A look of crazy
horror was on his face and madness was
in his eyes. Ke had crept out of bed
after me but his brain had been unable
to endure the burden .of what he had
seen. : :
Through the dragging months that

- followed I built him back gradually;to a

semblance of sanity. But in the end he
was little better than the shell of. a
man; an animate hulk imbued vith a con-
viection that he was ordained for great-
ness. We existed, waiting impatiently
for the coming of the Day.

But first there were three signs.

We were walking one day beyond the
outskirts of towm when I noticed ,
through a clump of trees which grew by a
bend in the country road, a gypsy en-
campiient. And in that moment, around
the bend, came an old gypsy cueen.

I watched her, awed. Certain ones
of the gypsy tribes have +the second
sight. The loud fools who proclaim
thelr scepticism merely cry their own
ignorance. No one can forsee the crass,
infinite details of 1life but for some
the curtains are parted.briefly and they
glimpse the shadows of the things to be.

Barbaric finery adorned the old
crone and against it her brown, wrinkled
skull of a face stood out. She moved
towards us slowly, her black eyes roving
over the ground. She was searching for
four~leafed clover. As we watched, she
spied a little patch of green which had
sprouted through the gravel mnear the
center of the road.

She made her way to it, grunting
softly to herself. Then, with a little
exclamation of pleasure, she stooped and
plucked a tiny plant. Symbol of good
fortune but it was to be ..er ‘Tuneral
bouquet. In the same instant a long ,
black Learse came swiftly and silently
around the bend.

There was a deep blast of warning
and the 2ld gypsy straightened., She
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Screamed. once as death bore cown upon
her, then stiffened, There came a

screeching, of brakes, the whine of

glithering tires, a stinging spray of
gravel - and then a swift figure was
leaping to the gypsy's side. My husband.

He seized her arm and jerked her
towards safety. But he came ‘too late.
The rear end of the hearse swivelled a-
round violently under the terrific pres-
sure of 1its brakes and it caught the
gypey broadside 1in her last step of es~
cape, For a long moment her body seemed
to hang in the air.

Almost Dbefore she struck the earth
a babel of wild-eyed gypsies was surr-
ounding her. They fought for the hon-
our of gsuccoring her and then suddenly
she opened her eyes. What they saw
there caused her followers to hush and
draw back slightly.

"I am dying," she said
"Where is the
life to save me?"

I realized that I was standing in
the road, clutching my husbani's arm. I
pushed him through the circle till he
stood in front of her, open-mouthed and
drooling. ©She took his hand in both of
hers and ocarried it +¢ her wrinkled
lips. Then she looked into his face
and, slowly, a frown deepened on her
brow. She caressed her forhead as if
bewildered.

Strange man thou art," she whis-
pered, “And strange is the future which
lies before thee."

She searched his face again. Her
black eyes seemed +to dilate. She took
her hand from her brow and raised it
t1l1l the trembling forfinger was point-
ing straight at my husband

TStranger,” she said 1in a voice of
prophecy and the hush around was breath-
less, ¥ - you are a man of destiny. I
see kings and emporers saluting thee . .
oy SLanARYet & ek e

"Yes?" I heard my strangled voice
say. "Yes!V

But the gypsy queen was dead.

cuietly.
stranger who risked his

SOON AFTER +the world
tremble to the roll of the drums of war.

Louder and louder they throbbed till all

of Barth vibrated to theilr dread cad-
ence. One night in my sleep the Jester
came. “The prologue is ended,” he said,
“Let the play begin.”

Then I Xknew that in this titanic
conflict lay the road to glory. And so
my husband went to meet his destiny.

stage began tTo.

One night I lay dreaming. I was
gazing dovn at a desolate land, earth
that I felt had once been fair and green
but which lay now torn and mangled, like
the hulk of a once-beautiful body after
the cold kiss of the viviscetionisits
knife.

The grass of the rolling meadows
vas beaten down and dead. Caping, wat-
ery holes dotted the landscape. In one
of them a wounded soldier lay. Now and
then he screamed and the horrible sound
of it cut through the dull booming nois-
es that deafened my ears. A gentle hail
was falling; a hail of man-made death,

This was no dream. This was a
battlefield of France.

I was looking into a crude trench
lined with men. They vere facing toward
a graying officer who stood with his
hands on his hips and a cuestion in his
eyes. He was looking at the men in turm
and one by one they glanced away or
dropped thelr eyes to the ground. And
then one shambled forward. My husband.

TA1l right,"™ he said. 3

The officer regarded him and I knew
he was really seeing him for the first
time. He said, curiously, “What do you
hate about life, soldier?”

My husband didn't smile. He just
said, in the patient voice one might use
to a child, "I cannot die.®

The officer looked at him stupidly.
My husband shrugged his shoulders and
turned and then he was gone - over the
top. He moved upright through that thin
rain of death 1in an easy, slouching
walk, as if he were strolling down Main
Street., And he came back with the woun-
ded soldier. g

The men gathered around him incred-
ulously. There was no scratch upon him,
"What did you mean," asked +the officer
in a voice which he strained to make
natural, but which was tense and dram-
atic instead, ¥ - when you said that you
couldn't die?"

"I meant that my time hadn't come,”
gaid my husband. "I've got a destiny to
fulflli.w

The men looked at each other. One
of them tapped his forhead. But nobody
grinned. They were awed. The march to
glory had begun,

THE THIRD and last sgign followed swift-
ly., I dreamed again. I was looking
dovn on the trench once more. The first
streaks of dawn were breaking acrogs the
Eastern sky. The men were crouching a-
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long the length of the trench like run-~ "

ners on a-mark., _

The officer "was standing with one
hand half upraised, staring at the watch
on his other wirist.

ch, In a “stooping run, with bayonets
fixed, they went for the enemy lines. My

eyes were on my husband, running beside
his officer.

They rsached a barbed uire barrier
and ‘they hacked it, swiftly and effic-

iently. They went through but ten yards
beyond my husband stumbled over a body
end fell across it. He got to his hands
and,knees and v.as reaching for his gun
when suddenly his attention was edught
te the man who lay beneath him. And for
the Tirst time I observed thet the fall-
¢n Hun was not dead.

 His eyelids were lifting slowly.
Then he was regarding my husband with a
steady, compelling gaze. DIy husband
stared back and I could sense  some
gtrange horror mounting in him. Sudden-
lys with a frightful seream, he hurled
his rifle away, leaned +to his feet and

' bggen t6 race baek toward his own tren-

eh. And all the while he was screaming.

The thin line of advancing men wav-
gred and seemed about to: break - The
officer chouted after my husband but he
ran en in his mortal <terror and he pit-
ched headlong into the barbed wire. He
fought 1like a madcdened beast to free
himself and still hig screams shrilled
up to the sky, and in their echo it
seemed thet I could hear the mad laugh-
ter of the Jester.

I struggled with hopeless desper-

ation to wake. KIoneless because I knew
the struggle was futile. I was K locked
in the grip of a stronger and more terr-
ible force than sleep. I could do no-
thing but wetch the tragedy below.

© The enemy had roused.
cries and curces were plainly to. be
heard. Then e concentrated, withering
fire began to pour from their lines. My
hugband's company broke in wild confus-
ion and made a
they were morked men. Les than one-
ouarter of therm returned to thelr tren-
ch.

My husbdna was not one of those who
returned. As the comrades he had be-
trayed fled back, the officer raised his
service revolver and deliberately shot
through the back the sereaming
that hung on the wire. A sudden guiet
fell. And. I knew my husband was dead.

“ MERCIFUL blackness

His hand came dowm'
and. the soldlers poured out of the tren-’

Guttural

pitiful'retreat. But

thing:

engulfed me., For a
long while I knew not the passing of
time. I existed, like one of the dead-
alive. But with the fringe of conscious-
ness I clung te life, because I knew -in-
stinctively that the ending was not yet.
Then, one evil night, while I lay
drunken in my hovel, I felt the ecall of

.an urgent summons: "Rise and array your-..

self. From across the sea your husbhand ..
comes on a great ship of state.®

I rose mechanically and dressed my-,
self. Dimly, I remember boarding a:
train, For a long time I rode pass1ve-‘,
ly, then we rolled into a large city and
I knew I had reached my destination.

Lerge crowds were moving through,.
the streets and I was struck by their -
air of silence and respect. I wandered,
through the streets and a fever of ex-'
citement began to grow on me as I obgén- .
ved that the stores were closed and that
many of the people wore mourning and
were grieving. I heard women quieting .
their children: "YHush. A great one has
come from over the sea.

I reached a mighty thoroughfare
where the road was lined deeply with
people on both sides and the sidewalks

were crowded impassably. I wormed my
way to a position of vantage and there I
waited, tortured and trembling.
Presently,‘ I heard a tremendous
shuffling sound, as of a vast army mar-
ching, and soon there appeared the van
of a great and silent procession. An
honour ' guard of picked soldiers, the
heroes of the nation, walking the dead
march, walking silently and with arms .

reversed, To the rear I could see sleek
limousines bearing +the country's lead-
ers. -

But betwieen, to the roll of muffled
drums, paced six  ‘stallions, Dblack as
midnight, drawing a gun chariot on which °
reposed a mighty coffin, draped with the
national flag.,

I was on the verge of hysteria. I

could contain myself no longer. I seiz-
ed the arm of the man next to me and
whispered hoarsely, “"What does all this

mean? Who is he?®" '

The stranger looked at me, frowning.
Then he drew away a little and slowly
said those words which sent me screaming -
into the shadows forever.

“ho is he?" the stranger repeated.
"He's the man nobody knows. It's the
funeral of the Unknowvm Soldier.”

(The End)
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Greetings anmd salutations all you
nice people. Here's hoping 1944 proves
as prosperously lucrative as did 1943.
What? Did I hear somebody in the bal-
cony yell something about where do I get
that guff about prosperity? The gentle-
man must be an inflationist who doesn't
like the Frices Board. But then, you
can't please everyone, can you? Anyway
it was good to me. Who, 1943 or the
WPIB? 1943, of course. To count my
blessings one by one: I didn't get mar-
ried; I didn't get caughts and I didn't-
well, I just didn't. So don't be cur-
jous.

To start off this month!s palaver,
some news about the boys overseas won't
be amiss. Ted White ds still holding
dovn the fort in the Mediterranean, and
to keep him company, thither hath went -
pardon me - that's the Bugs Bunny in-
fluence - hence has went fans Norman
Lamb, the Screwball Sarge, and the Great
Gunner, Bob Gibson, Gibson being trans-
forred deals a Dblow to the swap route
which we kept open for so long. This
means no new books from England. Haven't
heard from Lamb personally, but his
Migsus, who is at present living at her
perents in Niagara Falls, (Canuck side.)
told me the news. Al Godfrey is still

in 01d Blighty, and evidently films can .

still be obtained over there for he sent
me a photograph of an unclad damsel, or
mighty near it enyway, on the stage of
Iondon's famed Windmill Theatre.

The American fens are hitting a new
high in productivity., New fanzines are
coming out all over the place, and most
of them are mighty good. I note Taylor
is running eds for some of them, and I'd
suggest you wouldn't be far amiss to try
a few. Nothing like variety to broaden
the mind, you know. One fan, a well-
known one, didn't put out a fanzine, but
went one better. In fact I think she
surmounted the pinnacle of achievement.
Nanek, Virginia Combs Anderson, whose

work has appeared in LICHT in the past, .
an artist and

and in CANADIAN FANDOM,
postess, and a professional in FEM, on
October 10, 1943, presented to the won-
decing eyes of the world a little fan,
Carl Adolph Renneth Jr., 6 1lb, 10 0z,.,
Deaconess Evangelical Hospital in Mil-
wauvkee. If the youngster inherits even
half of his mother's looks Clark CGable

will have to look to his laurels later
on. Congratulations, Nanek.

Lying before me as I type this is
the November ASTOUNDING in the new sup-
pr-gnall format. For the information of
you fans who haven't seen it, here  &s

some statistical data on it. Read, then
draw your own conclusions. 180 pages,
inclusive of covers. 5 3/8" x 7 /8",
No advertisements. 16 pages of rToto-

gravures for the articles and photo--
graphs. Type face came size as regular
format, marging approximately the same.
6 stories, 2 articles, 4 departmeats. If
the binding of the copy I got 1is the
same as for all, everyone will have %o
restaple theirs before they lose half
the contents, I can't see where there
is any paper saved by changing down the
way Bampbell did., If he had wished .t0
save paper he would have done better to
reduce the number of pages to 144 in the
regular format, and used smaller type
face. Or he could have increased number
of pages to 200, and changed to bi-
monthly publishing. Almost anything I
think, would have been better than the
step he did take.

There isn't much new %o report on
the American prozine sitvation, Fropos-
ed additional paper cuts have everybody
in a dither. Reports have it AMAZING and
FANTASTIC have gone bi-monthly, but I
haven't seen a recent issue so can't gay
for sure. It wouldn't Dbe surprising,
though. The single staple in the spine
seems to remain standard, though in Can-
ada notice Popular Pubs have gone back
to dual staples. Are we Dbetter off
than our Americen friends? ARGOSY is
increasing format and page number, so
what price shortages?®

Everyone goes to the movies. Some
go all the time. Fens go to see the
“"ghockers®, the “crazy” films others
1look askance at. So to keep in the good
graces of all youse guys and gals, I've
dug up some iovie dope for you. It's
gecond hand but it comes from the best
of sources: Ackerman in that new fan-
zine FAN SLANTS. Anyway, $0 begiNeecses
Hollywood is digging deep to present the
innocent (?) public with a startling (?)
line of gpookomedies and weirdies cal-
culated to thrill, chill and otherwise
make ill with clammy sweat - pardon me -
animals sweat; people perspire; but us
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fans mexely “feel the heat! Anyway,

Hollywood figures they found  a castiron -

forgnlg_ to scare the pennies out of our
pockets and into the box offices

througheut the land, from cozst to coast:

gnd ~ er -~ coast to coast. Henry Ald-
rich leads the parade, being scheduled
to see a spirited apparition.’  ILupe
Velez, the IMexicalico Spitfire (such
menners, spittingt) is also in for the
jimjams and the humping hives. R.K.O.
announges 1t is meking “The Amarous
.Ghost”, and the  "CGhost Ship®, which
sounds best. M.G.M, is going to do "The
Canterville Ghost™ unless the name is
chapged. Universal's "Mummy's Ghost® is
in production, I wonder whose mother-in
law she'll be?

. Fritz Lang once filmed, in French, a
pieture called  “The last /ill of Dr Ma-
buge”. This dis being released in the
States at the present time. There is to
be a new "Dr Mabuse® film, fourth in the
gseries. I don't know who is making this
though I wndersband Lang is to direct.
Lang was one of Europe's best Science
fietion filmists. WNow in the States, he
is purported to be Dbreaking ground on
more such pictures. He is supposed to be
planmning a cavalcade of America, extenw=
ding into the future. Paramount is
supposed to be interested in filming
Lang®s “Girl in the Moon™, which, some
of you may-remember, first came out in
Germany as a UFA produetion.

There is to be a "Cagliostro”,
"Tarzan Goes West", though whether this
neans "wast® geographically or spirit-
ually Ackerman doesn't make clear. An-
other outfit is filming "Tarzan and the
Sheik., This doesn't: suggest a weirdie
or fantastic, I'll admit, but it may be.
Note I give the impression that X .don't
count Tarzan's films as being fantastics.
I don't. KHigs are adventure films, most-
1y kid stuff, and nothing very spectac-
ular at that. For a .younger generation
used to Flash Cordon, liandrake the Mag-
jeian and Superman, I wonder where Tar-
zan gets his pull.

The women are in it too, with “Cob-
ra Woman® and “Woman of Horror®. The
Invisible Man will come back in “The In-
visible Mon's Revenge”. "Return of the
Vempire” keeps the Invisible lian company
on his return engagement, while Curtis
Siodmak, who did "Donovan's Brain®, is
working on a script “Son of Dracula®, as
well as on “Donovan's Brain”. Universal
ig on set with ©The lMad Choul®™, ¥Ali

“il's Aporentice®.

"Baba and the Forty Thieves” (this in
technicolour) and “Zarya®,

- In a class with "Flesh and Fantasy4
judging from their titles, we find "The
Lodger', "The Uninvited®, and “The Por-
trait of Dorian Cray“. I can only swear
¢n advance on the authenticity of the
latter, which is weéll-known in fantasy
cireles. i

Suggestive ‘titles include, "The

“Sereaming Skull", ©7th Vietim®, ©Dead

Men Walk", 7"The Black Raven, "The Dey-
‘Though, this lattey
could easily be a film about some Nazi
bully. R20th Century Fox is reputed to
be making one horror film every thirt
days! . j

Even the musicals are to be hit.
One, which will have to be futuristic,
but not necessarily fantastic, will be
hen the Lights Go On Again®. Of course
it could merely mean saunebody had re-
placed the fuse in the basement! Another
ig, horror of horrors, "The Hep-Cat
People™!

Ackerman heard, though this isn't

‘at all definite, even he won't go out on

a limb about it, that ‘either Chaplin or
Cagney are considering some of Thorne-
Smith's stuff. I hope it isn't Chaplin,
Chaplin would ruin a fantasy as I can't
imagine him in anything but comedy. Cag-
ney, judging from past work as an actor,

“and from »resent press notices on hisg

merits as a producer with his  brother,
wouyld be a sure thing. Cagney has yet
to turn in a dull performence, and he
is versatile. It seems he can do justice
to anything.

More Universal dope: 'Chamber of

Horrors”™ which, no doubt,.you have heard
of, but if you haven't, it features
Karloff, Rains, ILugosi, Lorre, Chaney,
Hull, Ouspenskaya, Atwill and others.
. Over at Republic we = find ‘Magio
Staircase™. This appeared in Blue Book,
Ackerman mentions the mname as Bond, so
I'1]l go out on a limb and add the names
Nelson S.

Now for a note not at all fantastic
vet interesting, if we can remember it
when the time comes: in "Hey Rookie",
the onening scene shows ©two busses de-
scending a hill to the reception centre
at Fort lacArthur, They turn and head
straight for the audience; look to the
left of the screen., In the background
you will see & bench on which several
soldiers are sitting. There are others

(Confinued at bottom of next pege)
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I understané there are drastic
. changes being made in fandom, changes
which would not have to be made if the
country were not at war. ZFrom what I've
been able to hear, fans are becoming a-
larmed at the diminishing number of ac-
tive fans and the conseription of - some
of fandom's more active members. Acker-
man is in the army, but still on the job
writing, but other draftees just drop
fandom entirely.

This SF literature must have some
irresistable pull, it must satisfy some
suppressed desires of the reader. But
what? What is the purpose of all these
innumerable short thrilling stories,
these amazing novels? Has the world
gone crazy - insane? As I read the mag-
azines, I enjoyed them very much, be-
lieved in them, and read them as if the
stories were fact, as plaugible as the
war. But now I rather doubt  their
plausibility. Imegination is fine, but
then again ~ are we mad? A too-vivid
imagination may be a characteristie of
a moron.

Fans are very sensitive  people.
Notice also how many writers and artists
there are in st ranks ~ are stf fans a
Qgrt of the intelligentsia of the world?

But again, why the 2lurid pulp form of
stf? Certainly, this is no attribute -
but could it be that pulp is the only
form in which our literature can appear?
No, I think not - there have been num-
erous fantasy books published. A note-
worthy example of fantasy's worth is
Avgust Derleth, who has had short stor-
ies published in certain magazines noted
for literary worth. TFantasy in  some
forms is reflective of life, and thus
can be realistic and even psychological
in nature.

Then, since practically all  fans
can write, even if only a little, fandom
is not in such bad shape after all,
Those fans who write will make wup for
the material lost by conscripted fans by
merely exerting themselves and by writ-
ing more and more, of things different
than those to which they are accustomed.,

I believe fandom should assume a
more marked trend toward the fan's ed-
ucation, Such things as philosophy,

psychology, life, morality, etc, can be
discussed intelligently by fans. There
is really mnothing serious gone from

fandom. DlMags have been dropped, fans
have lost interest =-- but certain fauns
can bring about a revival.

Ty G HT

FLASHES

gtanding behind them. One of  these
gtanding soldiers will have papers in
his hand. THAT will be Forrest J. Ack-
erman! lMaybe we could say "Hey Rookie',
therefore, holds claim to being a horror
film. For isn't the Los Angeles Science
Fantasy Society's Wolfman in ut?

Is that enough movie dope to make
your chops slaver for a while? I'll see
if I can't dig up some for each issue of
LIGHT FLASHES.

Well, folkses, I guess this is about
all the dowe for this time, unless some
late flashes come in after this is mail-
ed to Beak, in which case they'll be a-
long. But I have a bit of editorial-~
izing to do.

It is on this subject of fanzines.
In the U.S. every fan with some cash
buys a duplicating outfit of some kind
and publishes a fanzine. As a result we

have umpteen dozen fanzines chasing each

other through the mails. Some are very
worthy efforts, but some are pretty puny
and need some vitamin pills before being
let out alone. Now it is a mighty fine

(cont. from preceeding page)

thing to print a fanzine, and I like to
see the boys who can do it. But this I
suggest: here in Canada let's not follow
our American friends. Why clutter up
the market with several, each fine,
maybe, but still not as good as though
each of those publishers worked together
to turn out one BIG megzzine. Let's not
split wup the field. Let's all pull to-
gether, dig together, to make the ONE
magaz ine a whopper. Instead of splitting
up the available talent, the available
mailing lists, and having, say, three
mediocre publications, let's lump it all
together and back one., To boil it 8&ll
down = let's all bend our cfforts this
year of 1944 and put our shoulders to
the wheel and see 1if Canadian Fandom
can't heve +the gol-darndest, biggest-
headed, swellest fanzine on this contin-
ent. Let's show our American friends
vhat we can do vhen we want to. Let's
all dig for subscribers; let's boost
CANFAN: 1let's sce if wo can't shove it
in the top ten in the next poll. Let's
(Cont. on page 21)
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Perkins was looking decidedly pros-
perous after his return from Mars. Yet
I understood that he hed nothing but
trouble there. At any rate he was wound
up to tell me about it. He sat by his
desk, fingering one or another of three
erystal globes, perfect in shape and
clarity, that rested by his blotter.

"You know,” he said, "How the Mar-
tians keep their water from evaporat-
ing.¥ :
" "Never thought of it," I admitted.
"They must do something, I suppose, with
only ‘two pounds to the inch air pres-
sure.”

i #TPhey do. Jnd let me tell you, it's
neat. They charge it with surface ten-
sion ~ enough <+Ho0 overcome ‘the vapour
pressure. Lt won't evaporate, even in a
vacuun, below 400 odd degrees.*

I was wondering what this had to do
with a success story. But perhaps he
wegn't as well wound up as I thought., I
let him ramble on.

"You know I was on lars recently.”

I nodded.

iT4's a most uncanny place. And a
most uncomfortable one, outside the
pregsure cities. You have to live in a
gpace suit or your bubble, and carry a
little sun motor +that is chug-chugging
all the time, cherging your air tanks.
You walk all day, with your food and
airtanks and bedding and a net bag with
your water - you vack it on the shady
gide of something .or i1t focusses the
sunlight and heats a spot. You can burn
a hole in your bubble, and that's awk-
ward. And all the while that demmed
14ttle motor geecs thump-whug, thumpwhug,
thump-whug. Pretty soon you start say-
ing it yourself.

"Half an hour Dbefore sunset you
£ind a smooth spot, climb into the bub-
ble, seal it and open three of the air-
tenks., Up she blows and there's your
room for the night. The motor stops
with sunset, and it's so quiet you wish
the darmed thing would run, just for
company. You dismount the drinking tube
from the helmet, with its battery, be-
cause the water's no good until the ten-
sion is reduced to normal. The tube is
wired to do the trick, You drink sonme,
and you shave - "

"Shavel® I interjected.

"Yegs, shave. Whiskers are hell
inside that facepiece., Fits like a gas-

mask. You eat and clean up, and put all
the wasted water through +the rectifier
and back into the main supply with an-
other gadget that increases the surface-
tension. You have to use the drinking
tube to break the "skin® where they are
tangent, and they merge with a snap. In
the morning you climb into the suit,

screw on the fourth air tank, 1let the
air out of +the bubble, hold it open a
moment to dry, pack up and move on.

"After two weeks of prospecting -
with nothing found -~ you can bet I was
glad to come across a bunch of natives.
Even if they were pretty primitive-look-
ing; and I had been told that some of
the primitives had mighty cueer customs.,
These gathered ‘round. They seemed hap-
Py, but not friendly, about my coming.

"They led me up to one old geezer
who was standing by an eight-foot globe
of water. All of +then, even +the most
primitive, are supplied with surface
tension ecuipment, and all the cormunit-
ies have big apparatus. The uncivilized
ones regard them as miraculous, not
scientific. This particular lot went in
for sacrifice to +the water spirit, or
whatever it was to them, I found.

"This o0ld guy - he was thin as a
three~tailed snake stood on end -~ un-
hooked the battery cell from my drinking
tube. Just 1like that ~* he waved one
arm. ¥ - No warning. Then they relazed
a bucket-full of water and threw it over
me. They must have had a tension pro-
jector arranged, for there I was, with a
ball of loose water clamped around my
knees, hobbling me as though it was
gum rubber. Another lot over my shoul-
ders and T was stuck. They backed me up
to.the big globe, relaxed my bonds'
points of contact simultaneously, and I
was inside, like the embryo in a frog's
egg. A lot of air came in with me - all
ny dry surface - but under the pressure
it was only a little bubble. They boos-
ted someone up the outside and let it
out .

"lell, there I wes; really stuck. I
could swim in the water, which made the
globe distort and writhe violently. I
could walk, rolling the ball along with
me, but that was uphill work - there's a
lot of weight in an eight-foot sphere of
water, even on llars. But there was no-
thing I could do about getting out. If
my outfit had been unwettable --- waxed,
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say - nothing would have been easier.
But it was fabrie, -of course, and rubb-
eroid. .

"For a while I cultivated natlence.h

I had air for a week
far longer than I could live Without
removing the suit. I would not starve
for a few days, I thought, and there was
plenty of water. That reminded me I was
thirsty, so I opened the tube. It was a
nasty shock. Inside the globe the ten-
sion did not affect me, but all surfaces
were affected. I couldn't draw any thru
the tube and couldn't have used it if I
had

3£ I hept qiet;

" 1ater, water everywhere, nor any
drop to drink.! A real stymie, if ever
there was one.

"nght came, and my audience van-
ished. The surfaoe of the water froge,
and needle-sharp crystals extended in
towards me. I turned on my torch and
broke them.
cold section of IHell, The wabter conduc-
ted my bodily heat away, I had ‘o keep
moving to avoid going comatose, the en-
ergy keeping a space thawed.

"The night ‘was infinitely long. I
was using up ny air several times faster
than if I'd been cuiescent; I was burn-
ing my tissues to keep going. I had food
but no means of getting it inside my
helmet. I was too cold to feel hunger
or thirst, and I almost quit

"The glow of 1light +through the
translucent ice gave me hope and a trace
of ssnity. I relaxed into unconscious-
ness, - When I recovered it vas nearly
dark, but the ice was melting. I thought
"It's night again®, and nearly died of
shock before I remembered there is no
nearly dark on Mars. It's blazing day,
or black night. -~ The moons -- well, if
you stand up to something white you can
see the shadow they cast. Bright as
Venus here, maybe. The natives had put
a black cover on the globe so the swi's
heat would melt the ice faster. They
wanted to see how I was, and were nleag-
ed as all get out when +they preceived I
was alive. I figured that ' their usual
victins smothered aliost at once, but an
earthman in
fun. More durable.

“But I kmew another night would fix
mne. '

"When the vater warmed I realized I
was deathly +tired, furiously thirsty,
and hungry in eddition. But I was fev-
erish and the thirst was torture. i€
drew blood in my mouth, trying to suck

Dante was right about the -

a gspace-suit was nmuch more.

that beautiful,
the tube.

"Presently I dreamed of drlnklng -
lemonade. and lime juice and ragpberry
vinegar -~ swimming in a pool wmder pine
trees - food, and long, cool drinks of
water. y

WAfter ‘the sun passed the meridian
I seemed to get numb to these major dis-
comforts and & new torture grew on me, A
ridiculous, nagging, unget-at-able itch-
ing inside my face-piece. My whiskers
were growing inside the skin-tight rub-
ber. It was a daily discomfprt, but
this was the first +time I'é had ~ more
than twentyfour hours' growth. - I could
feel every whisker catch its head again-~-
st the rubber and shove. The mask didn't
yield, but +the hair grew 1ong§r. IR
could feel every hair-root being shoved
in deeper, In my condition it was a
worse agony than any before it.

"So I began to dream of shaves. A
barber working over me; doing the . job
myself. Shaving with hot water and lots
of lather; shaving from streams of ice-
water; shaving with salt water; soap end.
a two-weeks o0ld Dblade; shaving over. a
kitchen sink with the tap running gent-
ly. ==~ Water -- and the lather shaken
from the razor onto a film of water.
Water --~ and then a cold edge of sane
memory cut through into my conscious-
ness.

. uselegs water through

7T fumbled around with my kit, and
I never had so many thumbs in my life, I
worked out the shaving kit , and serab-
blec over it until I got out the shaying
cream. Somehow I got the cap off the
tube with my clumsy gloved fingers, and
I rewenber laughing at the endless, sin-
uous white worm of soap that emerged and
tangled about me as I struggled up and
reached out and drew the spouting tube
across- the inside surface of the water.

"The globe vomited me forth as tho
the soap disagreed with it. Shot me out -
violently, with all the force of the un-
contaminated elasticity of +the bulk of
its surface. I saw the amazed face of .
the old High Panjandrum before it squa-
shed under my fall, heard the sun-motor
start to suck air the momentv it was ex-
posed to it, and saw globules, globoids
and plain splashes of water bouncing in
the dust as I faded out.

"then I came +o I was warm. I was
in one of the underground rooms the pri-
mitives 1live in, surroundeé by their
funny 1little heaters, piles of their
(Continued on page 17)
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is a very fine jobs Top rating goes to
Bett's tour de force. I think we've
finally convinced him how good he is.

For me, the interior contents didn't
have the same general excellence that's
been so. conspicwous in #3 and 4, but
Oroutch's WEEPER was quite good. I'm
Pleased to see Les improving to such a
degree, Ile has a good sense of scene in
WEEPER, though from a strictly utili-
tarian standpoint, the third scene was
not necessary. He'd made his point suf-
ficiently well in the first two. Croutch
s8%till has a tendancy to overdo it. The
only other thing I didn't care for in
the story was over-sentimentality. This
seems to be one of LAC's weak points:
whenever his 8tories utilize sentiment
he slaps it on with a paint brush. Such
a story must have a deft touch; other-
wise it becomes merely maudlin, An ex-
cellent example of what I mean by a
"deft touch®” is provided in Thomas
Burke's THE CEINK AND THE CHILD from his
book of short stories, LIMEFOUSE NICETS.
While not fantasy, this beawtiful little
love story (it's barely 4,500 words) is
undoubtedly one of the finest shorts
ever written.

SIUFF AND SUCH always hits the spot
with me. Iurter has the makings of a
gossip colummist, I think, but it's al~
ways interesting. It would be interest-
ing to see what his friends with the
. printing facilities could do on a pub-
lished fanzine. Keep us informed on
its progress, won't you, Fred?

The readers' department rates next.
Laney, as usual, writes the most inter-
esting letter. And I'm not saying that
because he praises me! I disagree most
violently with him, however, regarding
Hurterts thoroughly delightful 1little
verse, MISFIT, This was one of the best
items in the last issue.

Gibson's Venusian Idyll dis next
best, followed closely by Sloan's car-
toon.

Miss Peck does a fairly good job
in THE UNCLEAN. I%!'s at least reason-
ably profesgional in spots. The usual
run of fan fiction doesn't even renotely
resemble the professional. However, the
trouble is the story is not adequately

motivated. That = is to say, in the type

. little more

of story she was attempting, the maii
character should have been malignant. Hg’
should have purposefully killed +the old.
caretaker, should have been depicted
such a rat that the reader felt satig~:
fied when he died so horribly., It could
have been done without being as hack ag’
it sounds in skeleton form. As it was/?
I felt sorry for him and mad at the au--
thor, But let's see more, Shirley; a

study of the technics of
fiction and you should be ready to gell -
some stories. I'a recommend reading

John Gallishaw's TWENTY PROBLEMS OF THE :
FICTION WRITER; ADVANCED FROBLEMS OF THE
FICTION WRITER; ((also, THE ONLY TWO *
WAYS TO WRITE A STORY, by the same au=

" thor)) end Lajos Egri's HOW TQ WRITE A

FLAY, more recent, and giving a very
valuable insight into cheracter and many
aspects of the fiction story, as well as

" the play. Mos&t of these books are ob-

tainable in the public library.

LIGHT FLASHES: Croutch has some-
thing of the preacher in him and at
times he's apt to blow off steam without
giving much thought +o what form the
steam is shaping. This would seem to be
the case in the section dealing with
ASTOUNDING. I agree with him that ASFg
going to the dogs, but the fault is not
with Campbell so much as conditions and
the vriters themselves. Campbell, after
all, is only the editor; he's got to get
out around a-hundred thousand words of
paggably good copy every month, come
hell, war or high water. Anybody ever
tried to get out that vordage in a mon-
th? Not even friend Croutch and he a-
pparently seems to underestimate = the
task. If the writers who work for Ast-
ounding were - on salary, were under the
direct influence of JWC, what Les says
might hold meaning. They're not, though.
The writers (what there are of them, for
remember that the war's taken more than
seven eighths of the top-flight men who
vwrote for ASF) do what they think they
can sell most easily. I'm not blaming
them for that. It's better %o do some-
thing that has a fairly sure reward
rather than taking a chance on  that
which is uncertain. But you can't blame
Canpbell for that! He does what he can.
I happen to know that he wanted del Rey
to do some stories of the far fuftre
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last year, something with the more ad-

venturous qualities of the Frqf, Jamie-
superior -

son stories .and the ‘mgdern

writing technicues that Astounding's e-
volved., But del Rey hasn't done any-
- thing, let alone what Campbell wanted
© him to. What nore can one do? Cempbell
can't come out and say, "Now George

Snith, I vent you to develop a mnew
style and write a type of stf, that's
never been done before.” Geo. O. Smith
is vriting the *type of stories that he
likes and that his background of elec-
tronics experience has @iven himjy he
can't switch, Campbell can only hope
some new chaps 1'ill come along and pro-
vide something different. I think he's
more than willing to have something new,
gven if it's only the old stuff with a
‘new twist, and after all, what else is
there to do nowadays? The thing to do,
Les, is to get to work and turn out
something original for Campbell. If it's
of the technical quality Astounding de-
mands, he'll buy it --- and bless youl
I'm trying my damndest to hit something
different; I think it's the duty of any
fan who had real hopes of becoming a
professional vriter. Rememher, it was
fellows like van Vogt and Heinlein who
speculated with an entirely new type of
yarn, that set the fashion for the chan-
ge in 139 and '40, WVell, where're the
new Heinleins and van Vogts? They're
coming; they may appear tomorrow, three
months from now or a year, but eventual-
ly, there's going to be a change for the
better. I hope it's soon.

You did a good job of describing
our “great day', Beak. ‘Particularly
likedz %A terrific flash of unearthly
light 1it up the room....Mason had blown

a fuse.” I had, both literally and fig-
uratively., Whatta time!
© I suggest keeping up the lithoing,

if at all possible. It elevates the mag
to a position of dignity that is def-
initely worth maintaining. I'll be
pleased to contribute the odd buck or so
to help out. I think some of +the boys
might feel the same way; why not put it
up to them if the thing gets beyond you?

(DONALD A. WOLIHEIM
read Thomes ielley's references to me in
his talk with Mr Hilkert. Where Kelley
obtained such extraordinary - misinfor-
mation, I cannot even guess. However,
let it be said that my father is not a
magazine publisher, he 1s a physicilan
and has never had any connection with

I was astonished to

the literary business from any angle at

.all, Nobody I knew, either through re-

lations or friendship, had any ownenghip
of the company which put out StirFing
Science Stories and Cosmic Stories. I

.was hired by them on my personal abllity

as a fantasy expert. My basis for them
was an employee. FPrior to my interyiew
with Mr Albert, the president of Albing
Publications, I hed never seen or spoken
to any of his business associates or him,

As for whether I could sell stories
elsevhere --- I had stories in four mag-
azines on the newstands at the tlme 3
was hired to put out Stirring. - T;

I capnot say how fans would rate
Kelley's yarns as against mine, I never
heard of a poll taken by Weird Talsgh i
and if there was one I'm sure I wouldn't
rate at all as I never sold +that © mag-
azine anything.

yOOBR,

|ADY ANDERSON| I em very definitely not
satisfied with merely the inclusion f
my letter in Cookin' Wit! Gas. Anderson;
is a jerk, and not, in my opinion, wel #
enough qualified in matters scientific-’

tional to count. I strongly suggest you

solicit a greater variety of letters i

you care to improve the columm.

I rather enjoy the fact that Can-
adian Fandom sticks pretty well to Can-"*
uck authors for material, though. Not .
that I particularly dlslike Americans”™
included, I just feel that a localized
magazine like that 1ig nice to have a’
round. (If there aren't too many of thmm)*”

Ever brimming with helpful suggest-' "

ions, Anderson, the indefatigable jerk,
comes up with one more, to wit: give us-"
wider margins.

particularly beauteous. Some of your
material 1is not worth sacrifieing good
looks for, either. Such huge ecartoons,
for example (get 'em somewhat smaller)
«=corn such as Our Pet Author....or even
4e's shortie. Don't get me wrong, Beak,
I'm not panning CanFan just to be cyn-
ical and sneering. I really want to’
tell you how I would improve your fmz
I may or may mnot stand alone on these
opinions and alone I scarcely count, but
this is still a democracy, for which I
thank the Lord and the Marines.

ALAN CHIID] I am sorry that I let you
dovn. 1L had +the last episode done but
lost it. I was thus discouraged, and as

I had by thet time decided to quit fan-
(Continued on page 15 )

Although you get more
material in this way, your format is not -
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Danton Morrell sat befare me, the
flames from the fireplace playing on hig
face, ond one slim hand holding a cig-
aret. It was a long cigaret. Already
it vas half ash, but that hand held it
as steédily as & surgeon holds a scalp-
el.

It was the hand of a surgeon. The
brain, the poise, the vigor of a surgeon
-=~ and the mind of a philosopher. A
professional - psychologist, vivsecting
minds with a razor-sharp mental scalpel.,
That was how I had always thought of
Danton Morrell.

"The After-life,” he gaid again,
"exists. Take this weed, for example .

He held the oigaret aloft aemd the
ash did not fall.

"The ash you see, is lifeless. But
what becories of the smoke? It eats the
enamel from my teeth, yes. It fills ny
blood, But it does exist somewhere af-
ter the flame has died.®

"You're confusing chemical things
with something else,” I said testily.

"Not so. Life is chemical.”

"All right. But life after life.
What can we know about that?"

"Wery little, perhaps ~- or a great
Vhat do we know?"

"Well --- there's Heaven. But gome

of us don't know that. Still, there is

sane sort of heaven or after-life in

every religion.”

“"Some of us believe in complete o-
blivion,” he said, "But there is a prob-
lem there., Wa should be able to prove
it, either way.®

"What do you think?®"

“Well, there's the belief in rein-
carnation --- one of the oldest. Death.
An tastral life! of several stages, and
a rebirth. The soul finally reaches
perfection and is liberated from that
cycle into higher planes still -- ¥

"I'm a realist,” I gaid.

WA1l right. You!ll go o the mul-
tiple Heavens or Hells of lMohammed, or
maybe you'd like Valhalla better. Where
there is always rejoicing. Or the Budd-
hist's Nirvana, the degireless state ~-"

“Are you going to commune with
spirits?’ I asked flatly.

He smiled and very carefully trans—
ferred the cigaret with the ash still
intact as far as the tray.

deal.

"Dontt be crude. Itm not a spirit-
ualist. In fact, I don't know what
I believe, but I think there's a problem
there, and I think it can be solved, I
want to know."

He stared thoughtfully past me at
the fireplace, at the leaping flames
sending their pungent alter-egos up the
chimney into the freedom of the night.

"Who doesn't?" I said, “Hagn't it
been tried? I seem to remember  Hou-
dini -~ #

"Houdini, yes, and A, Conan Doyle,
too. Both tired to breayx the barrier
from the other side. Both promised to
comunicate with friends from the sSpir-
itual state, and neither has been heard
from,"

"Why did they fail®

"They waited too long.
not have waited until death."

TAnd you®*

"I'm on the track,
the past for clues, The ancient relig-
lons are encouraging but unscientific,
All had their source in the fundamental
hope or ingtinet in an after-life, The
spiritualists aren't much better, They
have ideas, yes, and imagination. But
no science,"

"Why should there be an after-life?"
I agked, "Sometimes I find it just as
easy to think of a blackness, a nothing-
ness after death. It would simplify
matters. After all, a simple organism
like man shouldn't inflate his ego to
the twne of immortality. Why shouldn't
the individual just cease to exist after
death, and only the race survive?" :

They should

I've searched

"Yes, why not? I see your poimt.
and I can't answer it. But you can't
prove it, We'll see."

I WAS NO match for him at that
game. I went away, mentally exhausted
and disturbed. But eventually I came
back to ask for more.

Danton Morrell was in his study a-
gain, gazing in fascination et the fire.

"You know, John, the analogy grows
on me,” he said, "Fire, So akin +to
life. It eats, it grows, it reproduces,”

The problem was still on his mind ,
and his cool methodical brein was making
progress. I could see it mirrored in
hig face, in +the leaping flames that
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played with his features.

"How does the problem go?" 'T asked.

"]'yve made progress. IL've studied
Dante, and much of the older philosophy.
It was more pure, more fundamental, Be-
lieve me, spiritualism was a science un-
til it was debunked.”

"Rightly,” I added.

"The Frenchman, Fournisr, is one cf
the few modern thinkers who has treated
the subject seriously. You haven't read
his book?"

He held a volume aloft,

. head..

Miants to do everything with mathe-
matics,” MMorrell said. “Thinks wmathema-
ties will solve every problem, including
the spiritual. He's right., It would,
if we had the symbols. We're limited,
fenced in by symbols. Without symbols
we might -~ ¥

"Mathematics
hal¥

Miell, not exactly mathematics --
not integrals and sines and deferential
eqguations. But mathematical method a-
pplied in a different sense, with a new
set of tools, lMathematics of the mind."

PBut . ~— afber-lkife,f . L said,
"here does this get you? IHow close are
you to the truth?”

“"So close,” he said absently,
thinking, "That I think I shall know to-
night. It is not a problem of physical
quantities, but a problem of the mind a-
lone. Fournier's method has helped,
though there was something missing. It
is a problem in pure logic, and like any
other problem the solution is to De
reached step by step. But the solution
is inevitable.

I knew Danton Morrell well enough
to be thrilled at that. He never Tailed.
His was the keenest, most clear-thinking

I shook my

without symbols. Ha

brain I knew -~— & brain supplemented by-

the sheer physical health of a bedy that
was yet young. A brain that stopped at
nothing.

And if he said he was about to un-
veil the age-o0ld mystery of what - comes
after death --

His
cig-

HE STILL stared into the fire.
hend, outstretched, held another
aret, another ash.
tremor in the long, slim fingers, though
my own hand was shaking as I debbed my
brow. The <flame in the fireplace was
dying.

Then my friend spoke, and there was

I couldn't detect a,

{
!

a note of excitement in his voice. Not

exultation, but triumph of a sort,

"You may be right, John, in part a-
bout that blackness,® he said, still
looking into the fire, "But not com -
pletely., No, not completely.”

"What do you mean?"

He didn't amswer. I looked at him
and seaw the intense concentration on his
features. A cool, god-like concentrat-

ion. Step by step, so sure, so logical.
"Darkness,” he said again to him-
self. "Yes, Fournier hed it thers -~ 7

He seemed to be seeing something in
the flames. As if that futile analogy
of his had some meaning.

I waited, Then I couldn't stand it
any longer. I couldn't stand his calm-

ness in the face of a thing like that.
He was meking the most important revel-
ation din the history of the world, and
he just sat there.

I got up and fetched myself a drink
of water.

When I came back, the fire was out.
Only +the glow remained, and a faint
trickle of smoks going up the chimney.
Danton wag still eitting bhefore the
fireplace.

wjell -~ 7% I began. :

He didn't answer me. Then I saw
the outstretched hand. The cigaret had
fallen to the floor, the ash broken.

I picked it wup, my ‘throat dry.
Carefully I put it in the tray.

Then I took Danton's hand and moved
it aside, and pecred at his silent,
thoughiful face.

He had succeerdel.

COOKIN'! WIT' GAS

He was dead.

(Cont. from page 13)

dom I d&idn't feel like doing it over.
That was two months ago., Now I have
finally found time to tell my friends of
my decision, I shan't give you pages of
reasons. There is only One reasON.....l
have lost interest. I hardly think that
my departure from the great institution
will be a permanert one. I'1l = probably
be hack in a few 7ears Or even SO0NEIr.,

[Tomv 1. CUNNINCHAL | The cover is exqui-
sitely a work of fanzine art, and as a
whole you have a compact fanzine, mimeo
well done and quit clear reading.

..... I can Ssee you could use some
better stuff. It's a shame stencils
have to be wasted on such poor stuff, I

(Continued on page 21)




CORRE SPONDENCE PECE

- ¥y Bob Tucker - Oanedien Fandom
Mr, Henry Pinham, Esq. Weetherbee, Ohio
Editor, Thrilling Tales February 2, 1943

New York City

Dear Sir:- Attached to +this letter you will please find my major triumph in the
world of literary endeavours, namely, an 8,000 word thriller entitied, "Footprints
Across the Sun®. ,

It pleases me %o report to you that the scientific facts as stated in the story
check to the nth degres with the best of authorities » among them Mr Joseph Gulbert,
our local garbageman, who, you may be interested to know, is a person of no small
importeance in the field of amateur astronomy. Mr Gulbert has read the story and
pronounces it Okay. '

It has also been read by Mr Robert Lundus, the editor of the Weatherbee Weekly

.Bee, and before the Tuesday Ladies' Literary Club, both of whom have graciousiy in-
formed me that they will be Pleased to pass on to you recommendations as to the
story's merit.

I can safely promise you the extra sale of about forty copies of Thrilling Tales
in Weatherbes, of the issue which carries my literary epic.

Waiting to hear from you, I am your faithful servant,

H.P. Ponghoff

Mr Henry Pinham, esq. Weatherbee, Ohio
Editor, Thrilling Tales March 6, 1943
New York City

Dear Sir: liore than a month ago I forwarded to you with proper postage my greatest
manuscript, entitled "Footprints Across the Sun”, which I then described as a power -
ful scientific novelette of dynamic scope and magnitude, totalling some 8000 words in
length.

Since that date "I have heard nothing from you on the matter nor has the manu.-
script been returmed for proofreading or other matter pertaining to impending publi-
cation. Permit me to ask you to look into +the matter immediately and +to favour me
with an immediate report on the same.

Awaiting an ansver, yours truly,

H.P. Ponghoff

Mr Henry Pinhen Weatherbee, Ohio
Editor, Thrilling Tales April 3, 1943
New York City

Dear Sir: Look: I know you are a busy men, but can't you just imagine how worried
I am over the fate of one noteworthy manuseript sent to your office on February 2nd,
of this year. I fairly bite my nails in agony over its probable fate.

The first week in March I sgent a letter of inquiry on the manuscript, and en-
closed a stamped, self-adressed envelope for your reply. Again I was terribly
disappointed. It was entitled “Footprints Across the Sun” and was an 8000 wo rd
noevlette.

I would appreciate just a hiat as to its fin=l resting place even if such place
is in the pages of your magazine.

sintarely,
H.P. Ponghoff

Henry Pinham Weatherbee, Ohio
Thrilling Tales May 19, 1943.
NYCity

Where the hell is my story?
H,P. Ponghoff
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Thrilling Tales j Weatherdee, Ohio
New York City : : May 29, 1943
Attn. Mr Pinham

Dear sirs: I am in receipt of a notice from your firm asking the meaning of my let--
ter of May 19th. This certainly puzzles me, as I have been writing to you
the matter since early March.

In February of this year I mailed to your office an 8000 word scientific novel-
ette which I entitled “Footprints Across the Sun?., I heard nothing from you. ZEarly
in March I vrote you asking as to the whereabouts of the manuscript and what decision
had been made upon it. Receiving no answer, I again, in LApril, dashed off a short
note esking lir Yinhem the reason for the delay in reporting on the story, Again no
answer.

Frankly, gentlemen , My »patience was exhausted, At that time I then adressed. to
you a terse note (admittedly in somevhat vulgar language) demanding to know what hed
been done %o my manuseript, vhich I regarded as a major piece of writing destined to
take its rightful plece in the literary annals of the world.

So there I place the full situation in your lap. Obviously the fault is yours,
as 1t has now been almost four months since the story was dispatched to you, without
result.

Trusting you to speedily clear up the situation, I remain, H.P. Ponghoff
Thrilling Teles Wleatherbee, Ohio
New York City June 12, 1943

Gentlemen: I have at hand your letter of +the 9th, informing me that a thorough
search has been made of your office without the finding of ny manuscript, "Footprints
Across the Sun'. .

Gentlemen, permit me to say I am astounded. I cannot conceive of a vast business
organization such as yours being run in so slovernly a manner. Y

I shall give you ten days in which to produce my manuscript, with the alter-
native of sending your check for eighty dollars ($80.,00) to cover the 8000 words at
one cent per word, or I shall place the entire affair in the hands of my attorny.

yours, H.P. Ponghoff
Thrilling Tales Veatherbee, Ohio
New York City June 15, 1943

Gentlemen: May I offer my apologies for my hasty words in my letter to you of the
12th? Allow me to inform you that the manuseript in question, “Footprints Across the
Sun® is herewith enclosed for your consideration.

Because of carelessness on my part, the story became lost on my premises when it
dropped Dbetween my desk and the wall, vhere it has reposed ever since. Iy house-
keeper found it this morning.

I shall expect a quicl: revort from your office.

Truly yours, H.P. Ponghoff
LITTLE DROPS OF WATFR (Cont. from page 11)

food, dozens of baseball-sized water- surface tension because the soap re-
balls and all my kit. Even the drinking duces it locally. The globe must have
tube battery and the cap of the shaving- turned inside out, ejecting the soapy

cream tube. They'd “transferred their part.
veneration to me. "And why em I mnot broke? Common
"How did I do it? I told you. I sense, my boy. I brought back some
remembered dropping soap on a film of of the surface tension gadgets. Sold bo-
water, Try it. Or float bits of match- uncing balls made of water -~ and now --
stick on water and touch the space be- look here.” \
tween them with  soap. The water re- He tossed across the yellow ball
treates in one case, the chips in the "Lemonade -- in the perfect package.

other -- viithdraym by the surrounding (Cont. on page 21)
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Ah, so it is Christmas, and again we
celebrate that quaint pagan festival
which the worshinpers of Apollo or Dion-
ysus, Mithra, Adonis and Attis, Osiris,
Astarte, end JTesus celebrated in the
past. But, you say, what connection have
all these other pagan gods got to do
with Christmas? Nothing, except the
fact that all these gods and a host more
were born on or very near our Christmas;
were born of a Virgin-mother; in a cave,
underground ohamber, or stable, led a
life of toil for mankind; were called
Healer, Savior, Mediator, Deliverer;
were piloneers of Mankind to the heavenly
world; founded communions of Saints, and
churches into which disciples were re-
ceived by Baptism; and they were commem-
orated by Eucharistic meals.

Just omne exemple; the case of
Krighna, the ninth avatar of Vishnu.
Krishna was born in a cave of a virgin,
(Deveki) and his birth was announced by
a star, A ruler sought to destory him
and a massacre of infants was ordered.
Ee escaped the masgsacre, amd leter per~
formed miracles, raising the dead, heal-
ing lepers, the deaf, and the blind, and
championing the poor and the oppressed.
He had a favourite disciple, Arjuna
(John ?) before whom he was transfig-
ured. He was crucified on a tree, and
rose from the dead, ascending into heav-
en. And he will return on the last day
to be the judge of all.

Has a femiliar ring, hasn't it? It
would seem that either Mankind has an
appalling lack of imagination, and the
various peoples have had to borrow,steal
or plagiarize their religions from each
other. But this cannot be the casc as
these religions have crovped up in diff-
erent eras, soiie o0f them long before
contact was established betireen them.
These religions appoear gpontaneously,
yet there must be some connecting linlk,
The first clue for such a link comes
from the fact that any people who devel-
oped such a religion were well-advanced
in Astronomy. Advanced to such an extent
thet they were able to tell in which
constellation the sun was, even though
the constellation could not be seen.

It was +then noticed theat December
25th, the birthday of so many of these
gods, was on the old Julian calendar
reckoned as the day of the Winter Solsbt-

ice and of the Nativity of the Sun. And
thy were o many of these gods born in
underground chambers? Why? Because in
those days the sun was believed to go
tnderground.-  Justin Martyr himself
states that Christ was born when the sun
takes its birth in the Augean Stable,
And why did a star herald +the birth of
these gods end saviors., Let us look at
the elementary astronomy of those days.
How could +the date of the sun's rebirth
be fixed? You can check +this yourself,
Go out on Christmas Eve and look towards
the South, and at midnight you will see
Sirius shining brightly near the merid-
ian. Some three thousand years ago,
however, Sirius was on +the meridien at
midnight on the day of the Winter Solst-
ice. The presence of Sirius on the mer-
idien thus beceme a sign that the sun
had reached the very lowest roint of his
course, and was about to be reborn., Al-
so, at the same time you will notice the
great constellation of Orion, and that
the three stars of his belt have long
been known as the Three Kings. And why
were these gods born of a Virgin? Well,
three thousand years ago, immediately
after midnight, the constellation of the
Virgin rose above the horizon, and it is
interesting to note that on the side en-
trance of the Notre Dame Cathedral at
Paris, which is figured with a zod iae,
the sign Virgo is replaced by +that of
the Madonna and the Child.

I could go on at great length of
the astronomical connections of Christ-
mas, but as I intend to use this mater-
ial for the second chapter of a series
begun in MEPHISTO (plug), we'll let it
go at that.

Came across an interesting little
problem in stereoisomerism the other
day, and no professor at LeGill was able
to answer my question. Here it is. The
dextro and levo forms of an optically
active compound: sake tarteric acid for
exempie; have identical properties, one
form being the mirror image of the other
{in the diagram the asymetric carbon
are depicted.gs tetrahedra)

Ko =2 oM

LEVO
ROTARY

DPEXTRO
ROTARY
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"Softly the breeze is shaking the trees®

The silver birches whispsred among
themselves and then paused to hear the
wind's reply. The bees, too, were in
intimate conversation, their deep, mei~
odious humming blendirg with the tuneful
notes of the thrush. Perhaps all nature
was chatting and gossiping about the
child 1lying on +the grassy green carpet
at' - the feet of the silver birchee. The
¢hild ' herself, a ' chubby, apple-cheeked
baby, was unconcerned by the murmuring
of the trees aml stared, gurgling with
glee, at a daisy whose only contribution
to the discussion was an occasional nod
of agreement. The child . had arrived
during the night at a time when the pale
Witch of Darkness had draun a cicud over
the moon; from whence ghe had come,no
one knew, even the oid owl who had kept
the midnight watch shook his head with
an unknowing nod . . .

But, strangest of thinge, an object
bright and shiring in the c¢hild?!s haads
gleamed and glittered . . a kanife, razor

sharp « .« »

"Under the greemwood tree, who loves to
lie with me”

in the shady dell, +two people were
resting on the grass: one was a tall man
with a laughing smile and carefree eyes,

the other was & beautiful woman whose
voice was wunsteady and whose nervous
smile flitted on and off her face. There
was no love reflected in their eyes; the
man showed frank ocuriosity as he gazed
with admiration at = the rolling curve of
her hips and the flatness of her stom-
ach; there was serthlng deep flashing
from the dark eyes of the wonlian, like
the gleam ¢f gold from the bottom of a
murky pond. One would almost say there
was hatred . . .

As time went by and the sun sent an
orange glow through the +trees, the man
pressed himsel? closer to his companion
and urged her to kiss., Slowly, behind
hig head she slipred her haend; there was

Continued on page 20)

s s TR ol

However, if the two forms are mixed
50~-50; the mixture has different proper-
ties, WNow why should +that be s0? Both
eccmpounds ‘that went into +he mixture
have The same atoms, the mame proper-
ties, the same space re]a’cion'v’ﬂipu and
7ot their mixture kas differsnt propar-
ties. Why?

Y I%ve always heard <that lontreal is
a wide open cibty, but I was surprised
myself when I walked a few steps off St
Catherine in the heart of the city, and
stumbled onto a thriving gambllr.g, outfit
working behind the front of an “empty®
store. Wagers of over a thousand doll-
ars were being made on a particularly
fiendish game knowin as barbotte. And
then there i3 that other »nlace.....but
I em digressing.

These rumours cf
shells supposedly being built by the
Germans Vo launch acrcss the English
Chammel interest me greatly, inasmuch
as such rockets have appeared in stf al-
most since stf began. I doubt, however,
their efficiency, or accuracy, and also
doubt whether they will contribute much
$0 the science of rocketry beyond poss-

gigantic rocket

(Continued from prececding mnage)

ibly stirring up research on rockets by
the Allies.

And what else is there to say? Oh
yes, the cuaint basis for the Arihurian
leg,ends but I shall leave that till the
next time. So I shall close dear reaf--
er (‘?) s with a 2iftle quotation from
"Beyond Life” by Jemes Branch Cabell,
that amused me greatly:

"What dis man, thet his welfare be
considered? - an ave who chatters
to himself of kinship with the
arc:hane.,e1 while filthily he digs

for groundnuts. . ,

-~ Yet more clearly do I per-
ceive thet +thic gcame man is a
maimed god . . . He iz under pen-
alty condemned %o compute eter-
nity with false weights and - %o
csvimate infinity with a  yard-
stick; and he very often does i%..

~  Thers lies the choice which
every man must maks - or ration-
ally to accept his own limit-
ations. Or stupendously to play
the fcol and swear that he is at
will omnipobent .

adios B.H,
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How many fans are there? How many
people who write +to all the fantasy and
science~fiction magazines on the market,
either pro or ameteur? How many people,
who, upon receipt of the first issue of
some faded little mag sit down and send
the suffering editor a dime's worth of
stamps and a poem or picture or article?
How many who gather together a ream of
cheap paper, some mimeo or duplicating
supplies and cet forth bravely to storm
the world of fandom with a NEW FAN MAG?
How many people who buy Amazing Stories,
or PFamous Fentastic liysteries, or Future
or Weird Tales every month, and do @
faithfully every time an ish comes out,
yet never write ye ed. a line, or submit
a story or other material, either to a
pro or fan meg? How many?

A VERY CGOOD MANY

A rousing, cheerful many, An army
strong in numbers, mieakened by dissen-
tion and doubt, by fads and fueds. We
march along, heving our little convene-
tions, fighting our 1little fueds and
arguing vhere we should be in agreement,
Alas, so much wasted energy, so much
wasted talent......and for vhat? To get
one's name in a fan mag, or mayhap drag
a poor ©pro editor into cerrying their
battling letters in every issue, wasting

space that might better be devoted to
honest, constructive criticism of tle
contents of last month's issue. Yet we
are sincere, in our own muddling way....
honest in our convictions, even if they
seem like material for an insene asylum
to an outsider. We are merciless to a
mistake in science; most of us know the
main facts about the planets, and under-
stand space travel and its problems,
better then the savants. We are a queer
race, devoted to eccentricities and hack
writing and bug-—eyed monsters on the
cover of science-fiction. magazines. We

are a screwy lobt, but cheerful in our
madness. And cunning too. Tie almost
- have the rest of the world fooled; al-

most, but not quite. Never mind. Better
to be the only madman in a world of sane
people, than the only sane person in a
world of madmen, What we need is more
opposition., It does wonders +to the
human mental metabolism. When opposed,
humanity 1is e pig-headed, mulish bunch.
If there was a law against science-fic-
tion it would really mean a lot to us,
but as it is......tolerance is the dead-
liest enemy of all. We need a good,
rousing crusade for.....for, let us say,
a rocket trip to the moon.....it's & new
idea you know.......even if the hackiest
of writers has been there before. We
might do well to try it.

THE STORY OF TREES

(continued from preceeding page)

& flash 1like polished silver and as the
sun's glow mnow turned to crimson and
steeped the trees in a fantasy of col-

our, so0 too wag the knife, revor sharp,
stained o deep red. . .
"Come away, come away Death, by the sad
cypress let me be laid”
Somewhere, under the light of the pale
moon a dog had howled; the wind was

moaning mournfully; a candle flickered
and went out; an old woman now left in
darkness uttered a foul curse. Then
there was a deep and penetrating sil-
ence, nay, a very thickening of the air,
as though the mongrel's last haunting
howl had shattered the bounds of Hell
and released upon Earth the hameless

shades of the Dead. Then the old hag
sew her erstwhile lover, a man with cur-

ious and carefree eyes; his breast was
held against her head; she could feel
his heart beating. Suddenly his  body

stiffened 1in her arms; he screamed in
mortal agony; again and again he scream-
ed... Then she saw a vision, a grove of
silver birches, but many had been cut
down and were lying on the grass, Agein
her lover, a man with a laughing smile,
wag there; he was hammnering at a long,
narrow box...

An 0ld women was 1lying on  the
ground; her body was twisted grotes-
quely; blood was oozing from an opened

vein in her wrist; on the floor Ilay
something bright; a knife, razor sharp..
- finis -
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-~ On Another Birthday - 21

0N ANOTHER BIRTHDAY
Anon.

The rain clouds rising over iestwood Hills,

The lucent silver of a desert moon,

Our double anniversary in June,

The mountain snows, the memory that fills

The shadows with a fresh and nameless grace:

These are the shadows of a cone of grovth

Upon whose lip we feel the swelling warmth,

The pressure from the past, the opening
space.

Some distant place between the first and last

Of mortals climbing toward eternity

We stand, two finite flocks in history,

Into the dawn, two moments of the »nast....

Slowly the dreem withdraws. There streams a
long

And heavy worried rolling from the skies;

A meteor sobs with brief intensity

And falls, a corruscation and a song:

The legend in an Oriental land

Of how two castings of a temple bell

Had failed, and how upon the third attempt
The precious alloy of a princess! blood

Was added by a saerifice to love.

The bell had perfect form, the tone was pure.

The metals scattered thinly through the earth,
The naked stuff that builds a greater world,
Are mixed with human blood and human work

to build the towers that sparkle in the davn,
With one inscription on each monument:

A gimple law defeats the grandest Aim,

The more of building takes the more of blood”.

Around and through and over this girl and man,
The meaning rises as a slow surprise,

That love could blindly bring the world to rise

Without the workings of a greater plan.

A dark initial conscience fron afar,
Walled in and wretched, pulsing, beat again,
And the first longing through a roof of pain

COOKIN' W/IT* GAS (Cont. from puge 18
also include 4e Ackorman's article in
this category. Certainly Forry could
turn out better stuff than this.

BOB TUCKER I like that label, !'CAN-
FIN', but why not drop the hypheh ?
You can subtitle it: "The Confounding
Fanzine!™ For it did just that +vhon
I discovered a likeness of myself
squatting on the 'thihg's! right knee
except that I long ago lost that mean
look in my eye.

Enjoyed Crouteh, Child & Wright
best of all, *“urter casually finds a
book I've been hunting for a long
vhile. Cnats to him.

e v nd

LIGHT FLASHES (Cont. from page 9 )

all work together and set a pace that
will have the others looking %o their
laurels.

Letts make 1944 something +to be
proud of and remember - as fast as we
attain a goal, let's set another to
work for. '

So, Cenadians, let's make i% a
case of ALL FOR ONE AND ONE FOR ALL!!

T

LITTLE DROPS OF VATER (Cont, from 17)

Raspberry Vinegar, srape juice,” he
touched the others. The globe in my
hand was elastic, live-feeling.. “And
here” he slipped a paper straw into a
coil of wire on a rig like a pocket
lighter., 9“Touch the wired end to the
ball,” I did, and a gentle fountain
of lemonade flowed onto my shirt-
front. I "capped the gusher” in amn
appropriate manner, and the ball van-
ished.

"Man,” I said,
fortune.”

"You'll make a

(The end)

Looked up the stalrs that open toward the stars.

e e

YOU WON'T XNOW THE NEW

CeNTAUR]

When you see it. It sports a 1lithogranhed cover, improved format and printing, and
quite a few distinetive drewings. Material includesg fiction by Rimel, articles by
Daniel and others, bibliographical features, verse, humour by Pong himself, columns
by Warner and Anderson, plus several pages of letters on the first issue. Ten conta,
from Andy Anderson, 515 Ocean Avenue, Pismo Beach, California, U.S.A.
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: AV/FLNZINE OF SERTOUS ARTICLES ) /
\ ....\.---?,\SATIRE POETRY, ART WORK, AND Y

[W@ﬁﬂﬁﬂq/’

] DEFINITELY NOT THE MAG FOR
PRUDES OR CONSERVATIVES. IF

YOU ARE OF THE INTOLERANT TYPE,
YOU WILL NOT CARE FOR TOWARD
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POETRY BY JOHN AND JEAN ARNOLD,
AND JAMES KEPNER, AN ACCOUNT
OF THE ADVENTUR;..S OF AN AGNOSTIC
ART WORK BY RON
CLYNE, BILL WATSON, RODERICK
CHRISTIIN AND OTHEHS, LD
/- DISCUSSIONS BY BARBARA BOVARD,
/ ERIC HOPKINS, KEITH BUCH/.NAN,
AND LLOYD CONI\IERLY.

IN HEAVEN,

THE LITHOED PICTURE ON THE OTH__,R SIDE OF THIS SHEET IS ONLY ONE

OF THE MANY FINE ILLUSTRATIONS *
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