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SCIENCE-FICTION

BACK IN 1938 two schoolboys were raking a junkshop for ‘hitherto
undiscovered Captain Justice stories. I was one of them. We had no
luck, of course == we had followed Captain Justice right from before the
Flying Cloud through his improbable adventures with the Earthquske Maker,
the Sea Eagles, Dynamicus, the Secret Kingdom, the Weed len.... There
wasn't much hope of discovering anything we might have missed.

Defeated, we looked with mild interest at a lurid magazine all in
yellows and blues, called THRILLING WONDER STORIES, We took it away with
us to see what 1t was like.

We weren't immediately converted from Captain Justice to American
science fiction. But the lead story was one of Henry Kuttner's Hollywood
on the Moon novelettes, and we agreed we could take more of them. S0
very soon we made the acquaintance of AMAZING STORIES and ASTOUNDING, the
only other SF magazines at the time. We also read WEIRD TALES occasionally
and were entranced by Seabury Quinn.

INTRODUCTING

T MINTOSH

STARTLING STORIES started in 1939, and we became Weinbaum fans. But
soon after that the flow of U.S. magazines into this country stopped. And
with it our connection with SF, for nearly 10 years.

After the war we were at university, ny friend and I, both writing --
he a leading undergraduate humorist, and I producing a serles of heawy
novels., But there was no science- flctlon.

I had always meant, when it was possible, to see what had happened
to the U.S. magazines. But it wasn't until 1950, when I had graduated,
that I took out a sub to ASTOUNDING -- now aSF., - Working for a degree
and learning a new job, sub-editing on a newspaper, had cut down writing.

Hav1ng seen aSF{ AVNAZING and TWS, though, I could see no reason Why
J.TM'Intosh shouldn't become known to Amerlcan readers, I wrote a gcience-
fiction story and sent it off, starting at the top --aSF. There wasn't
any GALAXY then, so the questlon of whether or not aSF was ‘the top didn't

PERSONALITIES
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Rack came a cheque for the story., I!'d like to say I'd expected
this, but I hadn't. I had hoped Campbell might make a few helpful
comments, but hardly expected to sell to aSF at the first attempt, with
what was really my first SF story.

However, now that it had happened, 1t was obvious that writing for
American magazines was easy. You just gsent them stuff and they printed
it, sending you large cheques the while. It didn't harm this theory at
all when, a few weeks later, along came another cheque from PLANET for
a story called "Safety Margin".

Then, as you might expect, the rot set in. I got a story back
from aSF, I sent it to NEW WORLDS, and though Ted Carnell made helpful
comments, he didn't buy it. Another story came back from SUPER SCIENCE.
Another from WEIRD TALES, I almost came to the conclusion that writin:
for U.5. magazines wasn't easy.

But then I sold a novelette to PLANET, and they demended two more.

About this time I decided that it was all verywell selling stories

in America, but after all I lived in this country. There were fans
here, and if I only published in America I should be, as far as they
were concerned, just another American SF author. So I dug out

"Machine Made', quite a good story, I thought, and sent it to NEW
WORLDS, It duly appeared and came out top of the poll for the issue.

Well, T needn't go into the rest of this story --- a list of
published SF is added. But since almost every SF reader is a
would-be writer it might be of interest how I work. You can compare
it with how other authors work, and decide on the easiest and quickest
way for you to make your fortune.

THE STARTING-POINT, naturally, is the idea. Let's trace a story
back to see how it grew. Like the rest of you, I had read many stories
where the electronic brain said one thing was so and was proved wrong.
Nothing there. But suppose it sald a thing was so, and it was so, but
people refused to accept the edict because of factors the brain hadn't
taken into account?  Suppose, in fact, they said: "All this may be
true, but we don't want to do as we're told., Let them find some
other answer."

If SF is ever to become literature, 1t must concentrate on
character and not scilence or fantasy, I'm not the only one who says
SO. You incipient writers are lisble to get n~tes back from Gold and
Campbell and Boucher and McComas and Re ss saying the idea is fine and
your story's well written and worked out, but he can't believe in your
characters., No one need worry about finding ideas for SF stories., I
have never met an SF fan who couldn't give me a dozen. I don't use
them because if I do the fan is liable to think it's his idea which
made the story. That's nonsense. No idea can sell a story, Any
stories I've still got on my hands are stories with unusually good ideas
-~ 8o good that I've got interested in the idea to the exclusion of the
characters. So the story doesn't click.

Let's go back to this tale about the electronic brain, How would
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t got ell, on the one hand we have the brain issuing its edict. A
thlng mst be so. (It doesn't matter what. People must do something,
or must not do something, or must go somewhere, or mistn't go somewhere.)
On the other hand, we have a small group saying they won't play. They
don't say that the rachine is wrong. They don't care whether it's wrong
or not, They're just not going to do it, that's all,

At their head we have an oldish man who onee held power of some
kind, but has retired. He's stubborn, cunning, experienced in local
politics. He's slow, but you can't rush him. He has friends who
don't think as he does, because he is the kind of man who can have
friends who think differently and can still be friends, He hasn't
lost touch with the young people.

Well, you may not see it yet, but the story's almost complete.
The whole thing can be built on what we have now. It's a simple matter
to sketch in the detalls. Small group? A township which has to be
evacuated, Why? Don't care, Call it economic necessity =-- or
anything else. Conclusion? Doean't matter yet --- depends on how
the characters vwork out,

The result of this was "Katahut Sa+d No! which sold to GALAXY,
I don't claim the story was outstanding. But there were no holes in
the character work; in a few thousand words there was no attempt to
rebuild the cosmost! there was no pseudo-science overbalancing the story.

I COULD NEVER see why people want to know what authors are like.
Meeting them, yes -~ I was glad to meet Arthur C. Clarke (for whom I
have a very lively admlratlon) Bill Temple, Peter Phillips, Ted Tubb,
Christopher Youd.and a.few. others at-the London Circle last year,
dut dull facts on paper....

Oh well, I am twenty-seven and I wesn't christened J.T. M'Intosh.
In my alter ego I am at the moment a sub-editor and will shortly be
o school teacher. I have also at various times been a c¢ivil servant,
professional musician{pisno and saxophone), office boy, tutor, youth
leader and other things too humorous to mention. I have an Honours
degree in IEnglish (not nuclear physics). I am unmarried but looking
around. Chief hobbies sre psychology and photography.

Chlef dikes in literature -- Raymond Chandler, Jeme Austen and
Laurence Sterne. Wothing in SF, you see -~ I don't think there has
been o great SF author yet, Chief dislikes -~ can't think of any

at the moment.
Thank you, ladies and gentlemen, for your attention.

LIST OF PUBLISHED SCIENCE.FICTION AND FANTASY TO DATE,
(Excluding collaborations)

Planet Storieg- Nov. 19850 - Safety Margin
Astounding Science Fiction = Dec., 1950 Tné Curfew Tolls
Planet Stories Julyy.1951 Venus . Mission
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New Worlds Sum., 1951 llgachine linde

Planet Stories Sept. 19501 Sanctuary, Oh Ulla
"New vorlds . Win., 1951 When Aliens :ieet
Science Fantasy Win, 1951 Then.TheEe iiere Two
Super Science Aug. 1951 Outpost Zero o
Galaxy , Jan. 1952 Hallucination Orbit
New Worlds Mar. 1952 The TWorlgThat Changed
Other Worlds Apr. 1952 Tradition )

Galaxy Apr. 1952 Katahut Said No :
Planet Stories . lay 1952 The Reluctant Colonist
New Worlds July 1952 The ESP Worlds
Scilence Fantasy Avtum 19562 The Stitcen In Time
Fantasy And Sclence Fiction Oct.1952 - Talents

Accepted but not yet in print?

Ziff-Davis (Pantastic??) A Man'ls A lan
Galaxy , Made In U.S.A,
Fantasy and Science Fiction One In Three Hundred
Fantasy and Science Fiction Beggars 411
Doubleday & Co. Inc. Novel as yet untitled.

The End

L T L O I I I I R

OPERATION SPACESHIP.

Those of you who were at the Mancon,may remember the
drawing of the Spaceship designed by our Artist Don MacKay.

For the information of those who were not there, this
was the first extra-solar ship designed primarily for bio-
logical surveying. Tull details are shown,including a pinn-
-~ace in launching position.

_ Fhotographic copies of the Zoon are now available,size

8" x 85",@ 2/9 post free(which is cost to us) /fnyone wishing
to secure a copy should write to : - . ’

H. 3. Nuttall
3 Melwood Drive,
West Derby,
Liverpool 12.

THE SCIENCE-FICTION POLL

As we are going to press before the deadline (Dec.206th.) no final
results are yet to handi. Forms have bern drifting in regularly during
the last few weeks,and in reply to several kind enquiries we fully in-
-tend to publish a "full dress" survey of results . If you haven't vet

sent yours, the address 1s: - N.L.Shorrock,12A Rumford Place, Liverpool 3.
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AN INTRODUOC TI ON

by Stan DMNuttall

It is perhaps, politic here to introduce to you our tame artist
Dcnald MacKay. Having known him for some fifteen years I am probably
the person bost qualified to do +this. I am leaving myself open to
all comers by admitting to knowing him at all, as usually when someone
asks about him I look vacant and disclaim all associations with him.

I have my honour to uphold.

He achnleved distinction at school as the only member of the class
to reach, with unfeiling regulerity, bottom place and was elected "the
boy least likely to succeed”". This cerly prophecy hes since been
adequately fulfilled.

His appearance is likely to startle one. Tall, slim, e shock of
hair and one front tooth missing are the first items to mect one's
eyes. The latter he insists, makes him look distinguished. Howgver,
hie tends to confuse the term 'distinguished' with 'idiotic'. The

startling features are, however, the tendrils growing by his ears. He
tells me, without much conviction, thst he has already heard conver-
sations with them. My own view .is thet if he'd wash behind his ears,
the tendrils would disappear and, also, if he will insist on listening
at kevholes, lLe cawn't help hearing other poople's conversatlons. He
iz married and his wife poor soul, expleins this away by saying, "1
wes insane at the time'. I am inclined to bclieve this statement.

In regard to that peinful subjccti, his art, you will have observed
thet he has had no treining. How right you arc. Two Art mastcrs lecft
and one shot himself after trying to show MacKay that the human head is
not a cabbege with holes in it. He hrs since been called "old vege-
tveble head™ (no resemblance to "The Thing'".)

His uvsual method of drawing is to rbughl; sketeh something out and
then pass it to somcone of higherintclligence (of which there are upward
of fifty-five million in this country elone) so that they may tell him
what 1t i1s hc has drawn. The last one he pessed to me looked like a
Venusian ground-hog, so I politely told him that it was an exccllent
sketeh of an hippopotamus. He wes delighted and told everyone how good
he was at drawing hippopotami. This etching was later exhibited as
'"Tiger Searching for Mate' and was acclaimed by a lot of gentlemen with
long hair and corduroy trousers and ledics in tweeds, short hair and
carrying shooting sticks as, "the fincst example of Surrcalistic art-
work this decade. MacKay then proceedsd to put his foot in it by
enquiring as to what Surrecalist artwork was., It then transpired
thet his sketch was hung upside-down. He has not since becn asked to
hang anything - except himself, of course.

You will, from now on, be treated to regular cxamples of his work,
but you may console yourself by o reminder that you haven't paid your
sub. yet and anyway the work was really done by Dali when he was drunk.

I end, then, by gilving you - and T don't went him beck - Donald
MacKay.

(The libel action MacKay v. Nuttall will be reported in a later issue.

= Edo)
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S MUOUUNITAIN
by D. MacKay

DO YOU rememier the fairytale of the Glass Mountain? How, when you
were children, you were told the story of the enchanted princess who lay
upon the top of the pyramid of glass, the nrize of the first man to reach
her? Do you remenber the prince who was cventually successful? A pretty
tale, it heldus spell-bound then - it holds us spell-bound now: for we
stand at the foot of a glass mountain today.

Beyond this planet ~-=- the void, A barren,illimitable,vacant oblivion,
in which titanic forms of flaring energy are as pinholes of light in a
blanket. This is your glass mountain. lankind is the prince who will
sttempt to scale 1it. The princesg ig a2 1ittle hard to place. Is she
the mineral wealth which may lie within our neighbours in the Solar Systen?
Or is she merely the gratification of man's unbounded curiosity?  Which-
ever she 1is, the price seems to have shrunk when compared with the hazards.

To begin with,we have our first leg cf the ascent, the leap into space
from Mother Earth. This will be accomplisned within the next twenty or
thirty years, that much is certain. But we of the science fiction frat-
ernity look upon this as a simple elementcry step, a mere formality, a
piffling prclude to the conquest of space. Our minds are among the stars,
we have lost sight of our fect. Our worlds of fantosy, our civilisations
of Rigel and Antares have blinded us to thc cnormity of this first step.

We are planted on a rolling rock and heldthere by a force we call gravity,
whichmust be overcome completely before we are free. Overcome this we
definitely will; each day brings it's conquest nearer.

Now for the landing on the moon. Lvery illustration I have seen of

this event shows a complete success; hanpy little men in space suits

survey their home, a blue bowl in an incredibly black sky, before performing
the routine return trip. I have made a rough sketch of the first landing
as I think it will be. It shows a ship with her stabilisers twisted
beyond recognition, and a rope ladder hanging from an open air lock gives
mite incication of a survivor's plight., There is much to be learnt about

anding a vessel stern first upon inhospitahle ground. We have no practice
place. This first trip is as liable to ccurt disaster as any undertaken
by man. Still it will be accomplished., Ty the way, havo you ever tried

to climb a slippery inclined surface? Jour first rush carries you so far,
and there,by flattening your hands agairst it, you can stay. Of course
your arms eventually begin to ache and our fcet to slip, but you can .-
remain for gquite some time before the strain brings you back to carth.

The plenets hold snother lure thet might wcll be our princess: the
promise of alien life forms. Who knows what mankind may find? We dOsess
but we blind ourselves in the hope thet those globes may hold animnted
tecntacled monstrositics that will attack us., What o deliciously creepy
thought. I believe that life had its spring upon Earth, that the. pionecrs
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of the planets will carry their culture and species to these distant
worlds and then will come the new life forms, the change that will enable
a man to live in a rarified atmosphere, or under an enclosing structure
in artificial light from birth to death.

Should mankind ever relinquish his grasp upon the planets, should
his feet slip and the lines of communication part, then you will have your
monsters a-plenty. See how on this Earth the different nations have
developed, separated only by a few thousand miles of sea, or perhaps only
by an imaginary line. So should this ever happen, then watch the stars,
for home is always a temptation, and the exile does not always think
fairly of his position. A person dwelling under an artificial sky may
look with envy upon those who he 1s told live in a warm and plecasant
world of grecn grass and white clouds and, when hc comes, who shall say
what he will bring as his visiting card? But here is n word of cheer:
what I have said about our dificulties will apply to them, only perhaps
more so, they will have to land on o planet of greater gravity and if
they crash, whether they come in peace or not, there will be those back
home who will count it a defeat. There will be your warning and your
tentacled monstrosities, more, or less.

But why should our lines of communication fail? Why shouldn't we
progress beyond the nearer planets? Vhat will hold us back? We all want
to go of course, but our reasons for travelling are different., The moon
would maoke a fine platform for a telescope wouldn't 1t ? It would also
make a finc military boasc to subdue our own kind on Earth and so long as
we cannot be certain of our nelghbours, our feet will slip. So we will
make our own glass mountiin out of our greatest venture by the very mcans
that have forced our progress thus far -- war and the fear of war,

Mankind, I am often told, will find his salvation in the stars.
(This Earth, in my opinion, will find in it his extinction!) The stars
will be a wider battle-ground that's all, so he will fall, back to the
place he sprang from. It will be the first failure of the human race,
the premier mass frustration, and who lnows what results that may have,
It has not happened yet, sureness in his invincibility painted those
successful landings on the Moon. But beware!l.....Pride cometh in the first
place,ssses The fall follows fast,

Still, for all my gloomy forebodings, someone, somewhere, will
take the chance and meke his run at those long, slippery slopes. With
that first trembling tendril of flame that fluttere from the exhausts of
the rocket, the great attempt will begin. I know that as the power
strengthens that feeble flame into a pulsing pillar of power, and hurls
the roaring craft to the skies, so will the pulse of determination beat
stronger in the hearts of the ignorant people, who hear not a paean of
assured success but a hymm to dubilous endeavour.

I know you don't agree, so here is a point of harmony to end with:
It is only when the rocket bearing its human freight is out of sight,
and the wild, wide skies hold incunbent the white wake of their passing,
that we shall truly know. For speculation, be it ne'er so rare, is at
best the half-brother to a lie.

THE N
~-10% -
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BLACKOUT

By Dave (ardner

+ . YOU:RE COOPED up in a box ~ a metal box, and vou don't know
a thing that is going on about you. There's not a sound except for
the fellow next to vou breathing and talking. You try to get to your
feet and find that you haven't got any, you just float. Your head and
your hands are your feet but you can't get the right way up., YoUseas.'

"For God's sake shut up, Jones. You're driving me crazy!"

"A11 right so I talk too much - you've told me that, But what
else is there to do? I can't just sit here and twiddle iy thunmbs.
I've never been the sort to do that. Why I remember....

Pearson attempted to shut out the drone. He buried his head
against the padding of the acceleration seat and stuffed his fingers
into hls ears. He couldn't stand very much more of Jones. Soon his
self-restraint would break, and when that happened he'd be alone.
Alone in space somewhere between Earth and the Moon. Alone because
Jones would be dead. He took his fingers from his esrs. "Jones,"
he shouted, and found that it helped. "Jones!"

"Well, what is it this time? CGot cramp and want your stomach
miscles massaged?"

"Punny man!  Jones the humorist! You're killing me! I'm
telling you for the last time, Jones, that if you don't cut it out
I'11....0n what's the use., Pass me a water capsule!"

"What do you think I am, Pearson? Your personal lackey. Get
one yourself if you really want a drink,. Me, a1l I want is a smoke,"
He yawned and sank back.

Pearson loosed the straps and oushed himself clear of the padding.
He floated across to the far wall and unclipped a plastic can. After
a moment he grinned,

"Just one little drag, Jones. Just one puff at a cigarette.
Can't you feel the bite as the smoke curls down your throat and into
your lungs. Consider it, Jones., It would make a new man of you and
it's the nearest you'll get to the real thing until you're back on
Earth again., Six days to go. That's all. Ten days for the round btrip
to the Moon and back. Not much ~ not much if you don't smoke,"

He looked down at Jones and saw his chest rising and falling
rhythmically, eyes closed, body relaxed. For a moment Pearson
contemplated waking him, making him listen, but dismissed it. Instead,
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he glided over to a wall lever and hammered 1t with his clenched
fist. He couldn't do it when Jones was awake. It wouldn't do to
let Jones know that he, too, wanted to see if there was anything
beyond the hull but space and the far distant twinkling of bright
stars.

The lever remained Jjammed and the metal plates shielding the
ports would not slide back, HResigned, he floated over to his
seat and strapped down. He had never realised before just how
quiet it was when Jones wasn't talking his head off. It was almost
like being in a lead-lined coffin with the 1id tightly closed and
all earthly things far away. So silent that he could almost hear
his mind ticking over., It was telling him that he was a hero, one
of the first two men to ever voyage into space. That he and Jones
were opening new frontiers to mankind, and the eyes of all Earth
were upon them, That win or lose they shared everything for they
were a team,

Suddenly he found that he no longer hated Jones., Jones had
his faults, but then so did he -~ nobody was perfect, it was just a
matter of give and take.

i1 i
Jones, 1

he said, and paused. Then louder, "Pete!
Jones half ovened his eyes. 'Now what's the matter?"

"I'm sorry."
_la.—.



Mhat have you got to be sorry sbout?"
"I....forget it. Go to sleep again. It wasn't imgortapnt.”
"If you say so. Good night.'

A man wants to go to sleep and so he calls it nizht. Night with
a lamp burning overhead. A light that never flickers “for a wmoment -
a light that defies both day and night because you are in a space ship
and you don't know when bhev are due. But you have to say aomething,
so, ‘'night.’

, &

PEARSON OPENED his eyes and rubbed the sleep from them, His hand
passed down over his face, fingering the heavy growth. He heard Jones
moving about and sat uprlgbt freein: the straps that held him down.
"You know what, Pete."

"No, what?"

"Wnen we get back to Earth I'm poing to got me a dozen razors and
have the finest shaves that money can buy."

"Feel that way myself, this beard itches like the very devil.”

Pearson swung himself along the handraills and stopped behind Jones.
He had unscrewed the interior plating from sround the shutter release
bar and was looklng into the exposed mnss of coloured, coiling wires
and leads. "I guess 1t‘s about time we did have qnotber look at that
thing," Pearson said. "I guess you wont-to see the outside as much as
I do., What do vou make of it?" - :

"ot much I'm afraid. Swing thes lever down and that completes
the circuit. Then, hey presto! The plating slides bacV “into the hull
and the ports are clear. But,” he turned to Pearson, "how do you get
that to happen when this blessed thir> won't budge an inch? It must
be jammsid somewhere around there."' He “icked the Jjoint.

"Do that again! Kick it you fool. Kick iti" Pearson pulled
himself down, his legs trailing above his head.

Jones gave 1t another kick, harder thigs time.

"Tt moved a bit. I think I've clemred it." Pearson's voice was
mffled. "Push the lever.' He floundered into a semi-upright position.
"What...?"

"A sliver of metal turnlng. It's so qmull it's a wonder I saw it
this time. Here it is, stuck in my finger." He held out hisg hand
but Jones was not interested. e was gently pushing the lever down,
his breath stilled as it moved lower and lower without hinderance.

A click, and 1t was home,

Pearson worried the sliver from his finger with his teeth and spat
~17-



it out. He stmrted to follow Jones over to the ports when his ears
caught’an unfamilier sound.
Beepbeep. There it was again.

They forgot the ports and pushed over to the panel above Jones'
acceleration seat. Looking curiously at the small ecreen and the
pin-point of light winking on and off in time to the beeps.

"There she is, George. 01d Lady loon making us welcome.'

Pearson frowned. "I don't think this is right,Pete. We're
supposed to circle the moon and let the cameras take close-ups of the
surface. We aren't supposed to come in dead on for that purpose, and
the light shouldn't be in mid screen.”

Jones grunted understanding and they looked towards the ports
and then back to each other,

"Pete, those plates haven't moved. We're no better off than we
were before!"  For some reason his mouth felt full of saliva. He
swallowed and felt it creeping back round his teeth. IHis spine had
unaccountably tightened, and then he knew that this feeling was fear.
He felt as though he wanted to laugh and cry, but he didn't feel upset
- only cold and empty insidei He became conscious of a volce and a
crip on his arm., He shook himself free of tlie hold but he could not
shake off the voice. Something struck his face and he Jerked back.

"George! Georgel"

"Yes."  Pearson heard the sound of his own voice and it brought
him round gquicker than any slap. It was toneless, void of any feeling
and expression, empty and dull. God, he thought, was that me?

"Yes?" he said again,and this time it sounded right.

'"You had me scared for a moment, George. I've never seen anyone
look as bad as thst, You looked sort of lost and peculiar."

"I'm 511 right, it was nothing. I was thinking, that's all,"
"I was telling you,”" Jones said," that the ports are cleared.
The signal lights on the panel are 1lit.°

"Yes, of course they are, I hadn't noticed. Let's get closer
though, I can't see anything from here.”

Hand over hend they guided thelr movements towards separsate ports,
"George, I cen't see a thing! Vhat.., what's it like your side?"

So now Jones has that feeling,tco. Pearson smiled at his reflec-
tion in the port. He's as scared as I am. He licked his lips, "What's
it like, Pete., I'1ll tell you. It's lilke nothing - nothing at all.
There's not a glimmer of light anywhere. It's as black as pitch.,. No
stars - no Earth - no Moon - no Sun. There's not a living or moving
thing but us and this ship." He fell silent and took to watching his
bearded, mocking face which mirrored all he felt,
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Jones wedged himself into his seat and started to sob. Rocking
back and forth in time to the beepbeep of the radar signal. Pearson
let him cry himself dry before moving from the port and coming across.

Clumsily he patted Jones on the shoulder, "I know how you feel,
Pete, but that won't get you anywhere. It's better to think.
Mechanically, &f the lights on the panel were to be believed, there
was nothing wrong. The plates covering the ports should now be in the
hull cavities. There was no such thing as faster than light travel,
and the glass in the ports would have been tested - probably in a
vacuum., Therefore, the solution lav in themselves, and not in the ship.
"Tell me, Pete, what sort of a medical did they give you?"

That was unexpected. Jones tugged his ear reflectively. He could
still hear the radar beeps drumming in his ears and he didn't like it.
They reminded him of where he was., He reached out and cut off the set.
Pearson tensed and then allowed his body to relax as Jones did nothing
to promote alarm. One by one Jones covered the various tests he had
undergone, Pearson checking fthem off on his fingers.

"And then," Jones concluded, " they passed me. Gave me papers
to sign saying that I was willing to be a guinea pig in the adwancement
of science, IEffects of cosmic rays on the human body et cetera, and
packed me off home for a week.,"

"The same with me,Pete. But why pick us two out of all those
volunteers? We've got no specital quolifications for the task, and
you can't tell me that none of the others passed their medicals. It
was just an ordinary checkup, and that's what's wrong. You see, Pete,
in my opinion they missed out on two very important things. EKnow
what they are?"

Jones shook his head.

"Nerves, Pete, and mental stability." He waited for a reply and
got none. "It's like this. Spacc flight is an unknown. We who
volunteered for it were creating a precedent, and they didn't know how
we'd act up to it. They didn't becsuse they couldn't! What effect
would the immensity of empty space have on a man's mind? You can
think about it back on Earth, but you can't draw any definiteconclusions
because you can't put yourself in the position of being in space, Of
being in a small compartment thousands of miles from anvwhere or anything
substantial,”

"So what?"

"So your subject could go stark raving med, or might become wrapped
solely within himself. Unable to adapt his mind and body to the situa-
tion in which he was placed. Put two men together for company. Two
are your limit because that's your total payload.

"Now those two men are going to be locked up together for a long
period and they have to stay together. After a time tempers are liable
to become frayed ahd trouble may start. They have nothing to do because
everything is on automatic. They can dc nothing but get on each other's
nerves. Man's an unsociable beast even under favourable conditions,
and these aren't favourable. Anything could happen,"” he thought back
and shuddered, " even murder! If one or both of them are to survive
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they have to be mentally stable and able to adapt to those strained
living conditions. You see, the folks that started this thing don't
.1like losing their guinea pigs.”

"Look, George,” Jones said, "maybe I'm dumb or something but I
still don't see what you're driving at. You said yourself that they
didn't test us for these capabilities; so you must be wrong.'

. "Like Hell I am, Petel I believe that we've riever left Earth.
That this space ship hasn't budged a single inch from the field. And
I bet the same thing has happened n at least a dozen other mock rockets
all over the country, and the men inside them believe that they're in
space!l

Jones backed away along the gulde rail, Pearson was out of his
mind, there was no doubt about that. The man was mad: he couldn't
possible be serious.

"That send off with the news reporters was just a big hoax -
a build-up.” Pearson ‘ollwed him, " I beélieve that they painted the
outsides of the ports with black peint so that we can't see out and
Tell that we are still on Earth. That this place Is rigged for sound
and vision . That every single word we have spoken and each slightest
move we've made has been permanently recorded., And that the accelerat-
ion strain at the start and now this 'free fall' have somehow bren dore
artificianlly! We have no watches, and the chronometer Ias never
worked. Dverything we do is unpremeditated. We can make a gucss at
the time and to all. intents and purposes we arc entirely slone. We
have no idea of where we should be because we con't coordinatc distance
with time - we are lost in spoce - or would be if I hadn't tumbled to
their 1ittle gaome.

"Think, Pete, before they risk sending us into space they have to
know our recctions and compatibility ratios to cach other. And the way
to learn thet is to make us think that this is the real thing.'

"George, you're right.” :Jones bubbled over with excitement and
relief, "It all ties in now. Why! cverything is all right: there's
nothing to worry about - there never was,"

"And there won't be when we moke the real trip, either. It
shouldn't be half as bad as what we've alrcady gone through. And now
they can watch how I sleep. I think I'll strap down and wait for them
to open up and let us out. Wake me if you hear anything. Good night
- if that's what it is!"

THEY BOTH SLEPT, ond for a time ell.was silent except for their
hcovy breathing. Then came a sudden bucking of the ship ond a jerk
that tore them loose.  Snapping the straps like cotton thread ond
flinging them from their seats. o



Pearson came to first and found that he could stand on his feet
again., It took him all his time to walk so used was he to floating,
but he eventually reached Jones's side and slipped his arm under the
other's shoulders.

There was a bump the size and shape of an egg on his right tenmle,
and the skin sround it was black and blue. "Now how did that happen?”
Gently he let Jones slide back and withdrew his arm.

As if he had only just awoke from a dream Pearson noticed the
broken straps. He became conscious that his wrist was sprained
and the skin on his hand, scraped and bruised. That he had picked
himself up off the floor and not from the seat, and that he could
walk,

The test was over, the machines had been shut off. He felt relieved
as he wandered round the small compartment - reliecved and pleased with
himself, Jones moaned and propped himself up on one elbow. The
sound reminded Pearson that he wasn't alone and he turned towards him,
"You all right,Pete?"

"Yes, I think so. Cxcept for my head. Iv'e got a hundred hammers
pounding it!"

They heard the grating of metal upon metal and then the soft

murmr nf voices drawing closer. Pearson helped Jones to his feet.
Vigdtcrs,, Pete,” he said unnecessarily.

"THE NAME'S POLDERS. Colonel Polders," the officer informned

them. "I'm proud to be the first men to congratulate you both. He
advenced with outstretched hand. "Gentlemen, the whole world is proud
of you."

"So we made the grade okay?" Jones shook his hand.

"You most certainly did - you most certainly did. Now, before
the doctors get hold of you..."

"Just a moment, Colonell”  Pearson winked at Jones. 'We've a
complaint to make about the viewing ports. We couldn't see out of
the blessed things!"

"That's damned peculiar. Sergeant, Polders jerked his head
towards the ports. 'You heard what Mr., Pcarson said, get somebody
across from the labs to have a look at them.

"I only hope the cameras worked, if what you say is correct, the
lenses might be ruined,too. Howcver, that 1s no worry of yours. Now
gentlemen, it is my ple 'sure to present, in addition to the..."
"Listen here, Colonel," Pearson intcrjocted. "This has gone on
far enough! Hasn't it, Pete?®

Pete nodded agreemant. -l



"It is my pleasure," Polders repeated unhkingly, " to present,
in addition to the Government cheques, two further ones which the
Public insisted upon raising as a token of their warmest apprecia-
tion for your courage and self-sacrifice.”

They looked at each other, their faces pale and tight. They
turned to Polders.

5

"YES YES! Doctor, you'll find them in there.” Polders dabbed
at his split upper lip with a bloodstained handkerchief. "It's
understandable in a way, I suppose. Thc strain of the past ten
days must have becen too much for them, I think you'll fing a
sedative in order, they nced calming down!"

Ycs, he thought, they necd calming, the psychologists had
thought of quite a number of crucial human factors involved in
space flight. They had constructed six rockcts. Five of them
mercly empty shells, the sixth - the real thing. They had worked
out the approach needed to convincce the men aboard the five dummy
rockets that they had only been undergoing a psychological test.
But, he winced as he pressed the handkerchief to his lips once morc,
some bf's had blacked out the ports on all of the six ships, and
because of that the psychologists had slipped up over the recal fligt..

Naturally, they hadn't thought it would be necessary to
convince the crew of the sixth rocket that they'd becn in spacc for
ten days and they'd circled the moon. No! It was thc only thing
they hadn't thought nccessary., But, Polders rubbed his jaw, it had
proved a most unwise oversight - and for him - a most painful
ommission!

END




JHAE  DPHENOMENA OF
SRIENRE -FICTION FILMS

By
STAN NUTTALL

A FAIRLY recent phenomena in the field of Science :'ictlion is the
current interest shewn by Hollywood. Of course, even pre-war there
were S/F films made, such as "Things To Come" but it is only of recent
years that Hollywood has decided to go in for them in a bilg way. The
reasons are not hard to discover, The wealth of S/F published in
America and lately produced on T/V there, would inevitably have drawn
the Film Producers eyes to this flield, more especi%lly the fact that
S/F is now, more or less, accepted as "respectable’.

A more important reason however is, I feel, the fact that
Hollywood is desperately looking for an answer to its rival T/V._
Something new is needed to pull ifs lost audiences baclk to the cinema.
About the only thing that Hollywood hasn't seriously tried in the last
few decades is S/F. And, of course, once someone makes 2 successful
movie in any particular field everyone else must try his two dollars
worth. So we'll be in for a glut of S/F films from now t1ll the next
cycle of ideas.

Here some of you are, no doubt, beginning to rub your hands in
glee. You are a little premature. Just stop and look bmck over sany
particular field the movie industry has covered in the past and start
raising a cynical eyebrow. How many are excellent? How meny are
mediocre? And how many are just plain awful? '

You can answer that as well as me.

Now don't get the wrong idea. I do not for one moment think
Liollywood incapable of making good movies. They can, when they so
desire, make the worldd finest. sut this isn't very often. And why
not? For the simple reason that the loguls of 3Beverley LHills are not
there to make pictures primarily, they are there to moke money.

Which isn't really surpriging.

What to me is a little surprising is the attitude shewn by the
Powers-that-be towards the average cinemn audience. This being that the
vast anonymity - known as 'picturegoers!', are composed, in the main,
of pin-brained morons whose intelligence rarely rises above the level
of Abbott and Costello, and currently, Dean llartin and Jerry Lewis,
Certainly box office receipts, to o great extent, bear this out. 4And
remember, the box offive is the criterion by which Hollywood formulstes
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its policy. So one cennot altogether blame the producers for a lot of
the mediocre stuff that is churned out. Sometimes I wonder, though,
what their reactions are when films ‘like 'Hamlet' and 'henry V' start
breaking records, It is apparent,however, that some producers do not
subscribe entirely to thisg belief in unintelligent cinemagoers.

For which let us be truly thankful.

By now you are begining to wonder what all this has to do with S/,
Well, I have just been trying to shew that Filmdom is not composed of
virtuous idealists who will deal with the subject as they should - or
as we think they should.

Heinlein has pointed out that only due to the persisgence of
himself and the director, the High-Ups would have filled "Destination
Moon" with cowboys, chorus girls, Bing Crosby and the loon-laids.

See what I mean?

It 1s significant here to point out that "Destination moon'" while
being an unexpected success in England was not, as far as I can gather,
so successful in the U,S, Which doesn't argue too well for the future
of this type of S/F film. One of the things we may expect 1s a playing
down of science in American S/F films. This is quite apparent in "The
Thing" when one compares it with the story. The picturegoers must be
gspoon-fed on this subject as, of course, they are not composed entirely
of S/F fans. Alterations to the original story are a source of delight
to script-writers {they have to earn their money somehow). So don't
expect the film to be a carbon copy of the story. It might be better
then the original, this has been known to happen. (Apart from the twist
ending of the story "Farewell to the laster” I enjoyed the film version
"The Day The Earth Stood St1il1" more). On the other hand it will
probably be much worse. (I thought "Who Goes There?” infinitely better
than the screen version "The Thing". There is no reason at all why the
film need not have stuck more closely to the story as regards the
turning into monsters of the various characters, It would definitely
have been more intriguing - not to say - chilling).

Ag to films'! effect on the attitude by the public to S/F, this
will depend on what type of film Hollywood turns out. "Destination
lloon" has a good effect, "Flight to iars" the reverse, And, unfortunstely,
it would eppear that "Flight to Mars" will be the prevailing type, and
'Destination Moon" the rarity.

) Let us hope that the above prophecy is not as gloomy as it sounds.
Let us also hope that not too many boners are made, such as oversize
meteorites that not only glow but rumble as they go by in space.

To finish on a pessimistic note I hear that Abbott and Costello
are going to Mars in their latest film. Also Bob Hope is on the "Road
to the Moon". This fills me with grim foreboding. All that now
remains is for someone to make "01d liother Riley leats The lMan from
Mars" or, more likely, "Son of The Thing" and I shall deny ever having
heard of Science Fiction!

THE END,
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Jalloping govhers!" he groaned. "This gets worse and worse;
but anyway, it's good to be warm again.” His nor al optimism began
to assert itself. He glanced hopefully down at his body, dissapointed
again to find that it was apparently the one which had blown up on
his arrivel on the moon, but without even that wisp of a negligee to
cover its nudity. He jumped hastily back into the time-machine at
the thought, but a swift search revealed nothing in the shape of
clothes aboard.

Cautiously, he peered out of the port, The place seemed to be
Geserted. The only sign of 1life was a cat which approcached the ship
from the nearest building with feline corfposure and curiosity. Five
vards from the open port it sat down, removed an Invisible speck from
The back of its right ear, arranged its paws and tail with artistic
precision and raised its voice in a cgatliy trne which Bunny did not
understand.

"Miaw.," It said, yawning rathér sleepily, showing an enormous
nink cavern, for it was quite s large cal., In fact it was a very
rarze cat. The more Bunny sa® of that yswn, the more that outsize
cat impresced him. It was a truly.erorious cat, a veritable giant
of a cat_ - and it sat there gbout three «sats hlgh and four ghts wide

e ard said, "Miaw." Bunny wos astounded. -

o N\How could such an immensgs eat In {/,H\ Ty
'; .flﬂW£f v such alien surroundings behave in f“ Lj)/ )
gt , \ so ordinary a manner. it ought § . '
u}{()[}{r} gko roar at least. "Purs, puss, | :}1“C]r]k
o ‘here pussy, he said ererging
SIECECT ‘ slowly from behind the logk door.

J\/ gThe cat regarded him for a moment ,j«/ll/WQ?b ﬁﬁ

then devoted its attention to the
Tifty-ninth window on the right. Bunny P
tried again; he was learning patience. Here T
pussv, nice pussy.  No responce except the cat ftransferred its atten
-tion eleven windows left, ;

X

"Hell!" said Bunny. — "@ke only two living things in this deserted
city and you have to take no noticel I'm going nuts."”

' The cat observed him for several seconds. "Pogsibly," it said.
"But I think not.

Bunny nearly jumped out of his skin. "I am nuts,” he said in a
forceful soprano., Or maybe I'm deqd agein and that whisky-swilling
pair of demons will turn up next.,"

"Be quiet,'" said the cat. "If you cannot be sensible, go away.
I want to be alone."

"Not likely," fulminated Bunny., "The first time in millions
of years that I have somebody to talk -o, 7Jou want to go all Garbo.'

Lo jumped to the ground, "Where is eveiybody?" he asked plaintively.
"““hore are all the people?”

it
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"HE JUMPED HASTILY BACK INTO THE TINE MACHINE...."

"Somewhere about, " answered the cat. "But we are not a greg-

arious race;we do not seck companionship - except at certain times
of the year."

"I didn't mean cats, "sald Bunny. "T meant people like me;men
and women. What's your name anyway? Or shall I just say You? "

"/11 dead, "answered the cat laconically. "ind you may call me
Jocj;you could not pronounce my real name.it 1s mainly a mental
sound which your race never did undcrstand."

Bunny was getting used to shocks by now,even the realisation
that he was the last of his kind couldn't faze him. "Vhen did they
die,and what killed them off? " he asked briefly.

Joe was gqually bricf. "Helf a million years ago." ho sald,
adding elmost as an afterthought, "Rats!

"Talk sense, " plcaded Bunny. "/nd stop thinking of your
stomach. " Ho remembered what the cat had said about 2 mental name
and opened his mind to try to understond this odd explanation. He
discovered that while Jo¢ said only half a dozen or sco words, this
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smazing animal filled in all the blank spaces in his mind for his

his own satisfaction in a pedantic sort of way without expecting

Bunny to understand at all,or caring in the least that he remained
ignorant,

"It was shortly after men reached the moon,” said Joe. '"Rats
went too, without invitation, and were mutated by the ship's engines.
ilost of them died, of course, but some of them survived for a short
time and menaged to return to Earth, where quite accidentally, they
wiped out manking with a disease which the mutant rats carried. A
lot of other things disappeared, too, including non-mutant rats, and
the mutants were sterile so they vanished as well. We had to make
the men design robots for our mental control before they were killegd
of f by the disease. It was a dreadful time, but we were soon masbters
of the world once more, with robot servants instcad of men and womal.
It is fortunate that cats were unaffected by the disease.”

Bunny followed most of this disquisition mentally as 1t was
delivered, realising the unpalatable truth that even in his day wats
had chosen their keepers, changing them when dissatisfied, and had
achieved the parandox of remaining free and well fed - as pets!
Perhaops this supercat could help him in some way. The short glimpse
of the feline mind had revealed a tremendous store of knowledgce he
could not understand at all, as well as a terrific mental power
underlying a vast inertia of lazinecss.

Joefs interest was =aroused guite easily by the unusual problem
presented and in less than two minutes was leading the way to one of
the large buildings around the square. Apparently he knew nothing
of teleportation in any form, being quite content to sit and think
when he was not sleeping. When hunting he was very closely bound
by the rules, which allowed only physical powers to be used against
the guarry, the use of mental powers being forbidden in the interests
of game conservation. It was too easy to use mental force against
animals, and less exciting anyway.

SLALOEL AL AL AL A ALAL
o i D it e T T

THE ODULY ASSORTED pair were no stranger than the queer room
they entered together. It seemed to be a mixture of a fantastic
marionette show and a awimming bath. Tiny men about two feet high
stood motionless before various equipment of no apparent use,
erranged in a semi-circle around a large, still pool,

"Water?" asked Bunny

I!Yes s it

was Joe's reply.
"That's for me," said Bunny. "It's half a million years since
I had & bath.”

He dived into the pool, or tiied to. He made a perfect dive
until he reached about two inches from the surface, when he suddenly
found himself flat on his beautiful belly, skidding as a rate of
knots above the surface of the pool. Three seconds later he shot
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up the slight slope at the opposite side. One of the little men
1ifted him to his feet agein with surprising strength as Joe padded
around the pool. "Thanks pal," said Bunny.

' answered the little man.

"The pleasure was all mine,'

Bunny looked suspiciously as him, remembering how the dwarf
had lifted him; until Joe said, "Don't worry, he 18 one of my best
servants.' His mind disclosed that the midgets were all robots
undcr his mental control, but with limited free will action under
which they kept the place clean and ready for use.

"The screen is to protect the dimensional lens, which is
actually water in a state of strain. By variation of the forces
acting on it the lens can be adjusted to an’'infinitely large number
of planes of existance," exploined Joe. "Futher variation of forces
enable me to see any part of any possible universe, so that 1 can
explore all space, time, and size.. In theory all possibilitics. In
practice I find it rather boring. Just watch.”

The midgets moved some peculiar objeets and the pool was a
window into a world of darkness in which floated tiny jewels. As
they neared one, it swelled, and vsnished as Bunny realised it to
be a star; its place being taken by twin planets which he recogniscd
os Earth and the lioon.

They spproached the ioon as a space shilp left the port.
Swiftly the spaceport grew in slze as they approached until Bunny
rccognised the tow legged figurcs in clothes as men and women of his
own race,

"No," said Joe. '"That is before the destruction of mankind.
They do not now exist.”

The view passed over the vast lunar chasms and mountains until
on 2 high peak he saw himself appear only to burst asunder. He
watched as the pleces gradually came together until he again stood
on that same peak, unbreathing true, but not bursting. He saw him-
self appear outside the spaceport unmindful ol the vacuum about him,
to find the empty ships and shops, the yards and yachts, their build-
ers destroyed by that corrosively deadly disecase.

A few seconds of semi-mental commnication with Joe, and the
dimensional lens had re~focussed on Earth, seeking Bunny's original
body. The controls were hot stuff, for it turned up in jig time on
the Californian coast sunning itself.

At the sight of his somewhat angular, but utterly familiar body ,
Bunny squeaked with delight, then the view of a long dead Earth was
replaced by the untouched watery lens, Joe had risen and was
stretching his massive front legs.

"I feel like eating now,"” he said. "Come along.” And he
walked sedately out leaving Bunny to follow or not as he wished.

Bunny followed.
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They fed in the next room, eating from small dishes made of
nothing at all, about a foot from the floor. He discovered later
that the food was held in small force fields similar to the one over
the lens.

"It saves a lot of washing up,’ explained Joe, languldly licking
his whiskers after the meal. '"Don't talk now," he added. "I shall
be taking a cat-nap before the evening choir practice. He completed
his toilet, curlcd up comfortably, ond went to sleep, leaving Bunny
with his thopughts.

Not unnaturally he thought of himself sunbathing on that Pacific
beach - feeling a great yearning to be re-united with his old frame.
Bunny's yearning power was terrific. He must have yearned a mighty
yearn to bring his powers into action fo suddenly there appeared
about a foot above the floor, th¢ slecping form of his originel body.
It stayed poised for a long instant and then dropped quictly to the
floor with a loud crash.

A shout from the rudely awakened sleeper competed with a scream
from Bunny to produce a most magnificent discord. Bunny's more
penetrant effort won on points.

"Am I glad to see you,' he shouted, jumping to his fcet and
diving for his erstwhile self. "Give me back my body," he yelled,
shaking the stlll somewhat dazed body as hard as he could. "Who
sre you, anyway?" he went on, punctuating cach word with a shake.

The recumbent body suddenly arose, grabbed Bunny and then
slapped his face. 'What in hell's name's the game?" it asked, then
did a doubletakc. "I've got 'em again - 1t's me!"”

An hour later they had swapped yerns. Bunny learned thet his
opposite number was namcd Roxannc; that she had been killed when an
explosion in the air had smashed thce housc and herself into the
ground with tremendous force; had been addressed by the Golden Light
as she had been; had awakened on Larth in a Hollywood flat in Bunny's
old model body. Apparently she had had scveral ycars to get used
to being a man and Bunny was merely the latest of a long 1list of
women who had succumbed to this man who knew all the answers to the
women's questions.

Poor innocent, un-femenine Bunny had no idea that he was being
secduced until he felt strange unfamiliar sensations being aroused

a8 the skilful hands of Roxanne . caressed his sensitive femenine
form.

Roxanne intended to waste no opportunity. She had been getting
more and more lonely after everyone had died off, having had no
chance to play indoor games for months now.

% End of Part Four =+
(Order your copy of the next issue of SPACE DIVERSIONS now to make
certain of discovering Bunny's fate. WHAT WILL HAPPEN?I?.....v.s)
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IN ONE EAR AND OUT ON THE OTHER !

OR
HOW WRITING MADE ME BECOME AN ARTIS

MY INTERST IN fantasy and science- flctlon dates Dback asg far as 1
can remember, beglnlng with books like "Pilgrim's Progress' and
"Gulliver's Travels”, and then by casy stages %o Juleg Verne, H.G. Wells
and Algernon Blackwood. An introduction to the "pulp" magazines
began before the war, while 1 was still at school, A classmate
started to collect "Weird Tales" from a local bookstall, and I borrowed
some of them. I can remeumber my mother eyelng the flrst one with
grave concern, and saying it was "unfit to read” Thereafter my Cantasy
reading was mainly carried on in sccret, in bed at night. Science

fiction magazincs were a slightly later interest.

Drawing, English and Science were my best subjects at school, so
it seems reasonably natural that I should try my hand at writing and
drawing s~-f or fantasy subjects. For several years, however, my
efforts amused nobody hut mysclf,

Eventually I plucked up enough courage to send a short story to
Ted Carnell, and I threw in an illustration for good measurec. The
manuscript was rejected, with a polite criticism, but the blow was

softened by a request for morc examples of my pen and ink work. The
gsamples were sent, and the glad neweg roturned that I would be commissg=-
ioned to 1llustrate a story in thc next issuc of "New Worlds" So

now you know who to blame!
Most of my drawing knowledge has becn picked-up from books and

by studylng the printed work of professional artists, for I have not
had any Art School training. During the last year at school, plans

SCUENRE = JICT
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were made for me to beccome apprenticed to a Commercial Art Studio,

but the war started shortly before I was due to leave, so I waos
bundlied into a Drawing Office instead. There I became scceretary

of the factory Art Circle, in which I mect two expericnced commercial
artists = like myself, they had becn forced into a factory by war
emergency. From them I learnt many tips thot never appear in a text-
book,

Being o draughtsman exempted me from military service during the
war, but it also clamped the chains of Industry firmly around my
neck. I am still working in a Drawing Office, although I have
managed to become a "Technical Illustrator”, which is more to my
liking.

My dream is to become o full time free-lancc artist, but a lack
of Art School or Studio experience tells heavily against me. When
illustrating science fiction and fantasy, however, my lack of training
is, I hope, largely compensated for by a keen interest in the subject
and a certain degree of insight into the author's intentions, given
me by years of dogged practice at trying to write.

I am twenty-nine years of age, over 6ft, tall, and slim (if I
was describing anybody else but myself, I would use the word "thin");
have & short, pointed beard - grown originally out of curiosity, and
now maintained because I find it so very useful - and I am a vegetarian.

My personal ambition, at the moment, is to illustrate one of my
own stories in a professional magazine, but so far have managed only

in a fanzine. Still, I keep on trying, although I would like to
buy a machine for adding six hours to every day.

Has anybody got such a machine for =ale?

Alan Hunter.

A
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"CYCLE-OLOGV"
by _4 . Uincent Qlarke

IN QUANDRY 25, Bob Silverberg has some notes on the chronology
of Angrican fandom. Following the lead of Jdack Speer's FANCYCLOPAEDIA
(144) he places the 'First Fandom'as the '30-136 period; fanzines
consisted of news of prozines, the general trend was an interest in
the 'science part of science-fiction'. Second Fandom, '36-'40, was
'unified, with most every fan being aware, not only of the fan produc—
tions of every other fan, but his private 1ife, interests etc etc.'.

The '"Third Fandom!, the '40~'43 period, there was 'much talk of
fandom growing up, there was a flood of bibliographies, indexes,etc.,

a general fan organisation was much desired but ran into difficulties
as war came to America'.

There Speer stopped, but in the QUANDRY article, Silverberg
continues. Fourth Fandom he starts in '44, with the departure of many
of the older fans into the Services. Not many of these re-entered
fandom, tho! several turned professional., Silverberg characterises 4th

fandom 28 a dull period, 'the general attitude...is Sarge Saturn' ((the
TWS letter-dept. editor character))

Fifth Fandom, from '47 to '49, was another escape from juvenility,
with a general re-awakening of interest in prozines, and a large
expansion of fan publishing. Rog Phillips !'Club House' in AMAZING
proved the unifying force for Fifth Fandom, says Silverberg.

Sixth PFandom 'is a horse of a different colour'...'It is impossible
to generalize about it because 1%t 18 still going on'., but...'new names
appear',, Hoffman, Elsberry, Keasler, Silverberg, McCain, HMacauley,
Burwell, Willis and Vick...'there is, oddly enough, too much s-f'...

'an inner circle has grown up, centering around Lec Hoffman's QUANDRY,
forming the nucleus of Sixth Fandom', but 'it is the biggest of all
(fandoms) and is too diffuse to pin down exactly. '

Silverberg then makes some predictions as to the leaders of the
next cycle, but admits he cannot forecast very far.

Can one apply the cyclic theory to British Fandom? Let's try.

Fandom prior to '35 was so nearly non-existant (with a bow to
Paul Enever of the British S F A) that it can be disregarded. Britdsh
fans were first united by the old 'Wonder Stories! SCIENCE FICTION
LEAGUE, and our flrst clubs, fanzines, etc., were all connected with
that organisation. The story of those carly days has yet to be told
in full, and the present article is not the place to do it, so it is
sufficient to say that, as with US fandom, the 3FL was found insuffic~
ient in various respects, and British fans founded their own Science
Fiction Association and insugurated Second Fandom.
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This period was characterised by imuense enthusiasm. Fanzines
ran mch news of the 'pros!', discussions on s-f and its purpose, and
a number of enthusiasts emerged whose names are still well known to
many British fans; Ted Cornell, Arthur C. Clarke, Bill Temple, D.R.
Smith, Walter Gillings, Ken Chapman, Frank Arnold, lisurice Hansom,
etc.etc. There was greater liason with US fandom than has existed
before, {and, until recently, since), and pcrsonal knowledge of other
fens was growing rapidly. Characteristic fanzines of this period
were NOVAE TERRAE and SCIENTIFICTION,

The start of the war finished Second Fandom. Many active fans
were called up {(probably the rarest British fanzine is Arthur Clarke's
typed and carbon-~copied FAN MAIL issued at this period in an attempt
to keep track of changing addresscs ctc amongkt serving fans). Third
Fandom started with schizophrenia...on one side were the old-timers
and a few newer fans who for various rcasons werc partially exempt
from call-up...lMcIllwain, Turner, Webster, Youd, ctec., producing
'clique~ish! 'zines such as FANTAST, SATELLITE, etc., and on the other
side the newcomers who had started in '39 and were still strangers to
fandom and each other...Rosenblum, Bulmer, Williams, Rennison, Doughty,
etc, With the absence of US prozincs their mags ran Heavily to
amateur fiction, scientific and philcsophic articles, etc.

By '42, Third Fandom died from acute call-up and the spreading
of the war, leaving Rosenblum to keep a ghostly Foupbth Fandom alive
with FUTURIAN WAR DIGEST. Fanning was by letter, the emphasis on
Dooks (British), more than the hard-to-get US prozines.

One national group started, the British Fantasy Library, and there
may have been some small local clubs... the only one that contacted
fandom as a whole was thc Cosmos Club of Teddington, S.W. London.
lational fandom was at its lowest ebb. .

Fifth Fandom began in '46, The old-timers were returning with a
desire to get together...not to discuss the old s-f topics or contact
new fans as much as for personal and business relationships. &
nurber had professional ambitions. The'London Circle' started.
FANTASY, SCIENCE FANTASY REVIEW, and a few other s~f publications
brought in new fans, or stirred to activity the older non-active
types. They felt that fandom should now spread on the pre-~war model,
nnd the Science Fantasy Socciety and Operation antast were born. The
former, based purely on fandom, falled through lack of enthusiasts.
“he latter, partly because of founder Ken Slater's immense personal
encrgy and partly because of its semi-commercial basis, lived and
started to flourish. The period was in fact characterised by awaken-
ing commercialism and the consequent spread of s-f readers. These
readers storted to comtact the older fens, mostly through OF, 'and
Sixth Fandom was born.

We are now a 1little way into Sixth Iandom, which I estimate as
starting in mid-'51. It is characterisecd by an increasing number of
smnll groups and fanzincs, re~establishment of contact with US fandom,
and a remarkable individuanlism springing from lack of a unified
backgound. Fanzines have an air of freshness, almost wonderment,
similar to the start of Second Fandom. Fans are uneasily, if
subconciously, aware of the dividins line between Those WHO GET
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American Prozines and Those Who Get British Reprints, and individual
prozines are therefore little discussed.

Commercialism is still in the air...with the example of the old-
timers before them, fans go straight into pro-story writing, or
attempting it, after perhaps only two or three appearances in fanzines.
The fanzines themselves carry 'traince' stories, and f;eque?tly
express the desire of fans to 'break into prozines'!. ‘he Fifth Fandom
actifans are now'old-timers', and ~rowing cligue-ish.

Naturally, the gestion can be asied...is 1t possible to predict
future developments? It is not, so I'm going to try, but the
following is extrapolation in its broadest sense. Given that we
don't have the war:-

The number of small clubs and fanzines will incrcase steadily
with the spread of s-f, the contncting of more Fans, and the desire
of those fans to club together. But unless there is a greatly incroascd
British Fantasy Library, or more of the older anthologies are published
in this country, there will be a wider gap between new fan and old.
With more British 'zines, and with the US !'Zines being BRE'4 in
quantity, there will appear discussions of individual stories,authors,
ctc., but the tendency will be to regard the pre-'50 stories as too
old-fashioned to mcrit mention.

The standard of fanzine writing will rise with increased exper-
ience, and the appearance of fan-writers unable to place their stories
in the pro~market or who have learnt therein.

By January '54, a national federation of fan-clubs will group
the various local clubs into an uneasy coalition, marking the start
of 7th fandom, but before the year is out there will be a break-up on
the question of the'purpose! of s-f. The now-adult readers who
started with 'Dan Dare! will regard s-f purely from the entertainment
angle, the older fans will be arguing a philosophical and perhaps
political purpose, and the remants of bth Fandom will drop a few
cynical remarks in their highly personal British FAPA 'zines. As 6th
Fandom tended to unite, 7th will tend to split after initial coalition
into country-wide groups issuing 'letter-=!zines! and article-filled
fanmags. C

The break-mp will be accelerated by an elaborately produced 's-f!
'zinc (mid-'54) suddenly issued by an obscure firm, which will Ffeaturc
flamboyant 'space-operal! and be widcly advertised as Britains Brightest
S~F Zine., The 'entertainment-only! fans will point out that it has
some good stories, and the 'higher-purpos@' group will retire in disgust.
8th Fandom will start with the smallcst collcetion of fans for years,
most of whom are publishing fenzines, and a semi-moronic masgss whéd swear
by the new 'bright'! zine and its imitators. At the ilay '55 Convention
eeshut no...that's too terrible to relate here, and, anyway, you'll
sce for yourself,

0ddq, fandom, isn't it?



A nights of Magic
| by JOrRMN ROLES

It was Ha}lowe'en at the Space Dive, and preparations -had been made
for a really wicked evening of Black lMagic - Providing the Police didn't
raid us and nobody had told them we had white slaves and opium.

. The subject had been earnestly studied the preceeding weeks and all
was sct for a really dirty night with only the Devil to pay.. We had to
hand the works of instruction, and most of the ingredicnts.

We decided to try just e littlc spell to start with, and agreed it
would be a good idea to administer o smell dosc of Love Philtrs to onec of
the membors, which would make him fall in love with the first beingheset
eyes on when he came out from under. This potion according to the book
was quitc an casy one, so we asscmbled our ingredients - or rathor startcd
to - and commgnced our magic-meking.

Top of the list of requiremonts was the whitc juice of a sca-lettuce
beiled in milk in which vipers and asps had becn drowncd. It was unfor-
tunatc that this first item was n sct-back, as we had neglected to bring
any along, cach obviously thinking thot someone clse would be supplying
such a common article, however, wce sent o novitiate out to a local shop
torget it. Next we were required to take a plump teoad and place it with
the aforementioned drowned asps, in a globular bottle; for this purpose
we used a gold-fish bowl, but as we couldn't get the treasurer in it, we
used an amphibian supplied by Jcff Esplcoy, our Chicef Animal Technician.
Following closely the instructions, we thon aggravated 1t (the animal,
that is, not Jeff or the treasurcr), by beating and tormenting it until
it dled of rage. our Chicf Chemist, Lewis Conway, then took over and
placed it in a secaled rctort and was to cxtract the molsturc by fire.

He wasn't surc how to go about this, though, so he dehydrated it instead.
Then the process was completc and the glass cooled, hce separated the ash
of the. . toad from the resultant liquor. '

The two potions were both of grcat power, the book told us. The
liquid, Aqua Poffana, i1f mixed with a draught, should causec thc imbiber
thereof, .in the first place to become o0ld and shrunken and then to die
midst the most horrible sufferings. The other substance, the solid
matter, if made into an ineffeblec pestec with the addition of bull's gall,
ants' cggs, the fat of a white hen, killed at midnight and madc into a
hamburger was the answer to all four-sided triangles.

Then Lewis hnd finlshed producing this mervcllous concoction, we
.administered it to our chosen. Fortunately Stan Nuttall was of a very
objcetive naturc - "Anything in the cause of knowledge, " he decalred,
nonchalantly, but little knew wherc his bravado would take him, as with
glances of onvy from the other familisrs in the cirecle, ho gulped it

dowr, ' e ‘ ; o '

"ghodl ™ he cxclaimed on sampling 1t, and an expression almost of
distaste passed over his now mobile featurcs. Thon he must suddenly
have remembered the shaggy dog story, for he added quickly, "It's --—-
Gah! Er...It's very well cooked."

" The most observant of those presont had a sudden feeling that they
might possibly have given poor Stan thce wrong potion and that in &
minute or two he would start wrinkling and shilvelling before thelr
eyes, bul they were doprived bf this spoctacle, for lx: girito uandrama-
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tically went "Gah! " once more, and slid under the table.

e' 11l find out what heppens when he wakes up, " I offercd helpfully,
and suggested we proceed with something a little morc cxciting next.
This was agreed and we decided to do & spot of devil-invoking. Some-one
pointed out that the devil might be a little pceved by belng summoncd by
a Science-Fiction Society &nd not & Fantasy group, but we pointed out in
our turn thot the horned gentleman would probably be pleasecd to be
called upon by enyone at 21l in these days of disbelief and scepticism.

e decided to ask him, when he errived, & few of the ancient and
ercane secrets of Earth, such as how to attain worldly wecalth and how
to make friends and influence people. So after o little preparation
we found a solitary condemncd spot (o bombed sitc a t the back of the
Space Dive, we considered as good as any) and procceded with out cvil
works.,

Four neails from the coffin of e&n executed ecriminal, werc the first
requisite, so Jeff forked out a packet of Bar One. DNext, two candles of
humen fat were needed, so Stan, still being out of this world and of no
apparent further use, supplied us with & leg which we rendered down
over the electric fire in the Dives We arrived back on the scenc in
time to find our club wolf making fest progress with our fember. On
being sternly questioned as to what he meant by actions, (as if we
didn't guess), he gave us a smooth line explaining thet a primc nccoss-
ity at 2 gathering of this sort was an unfrocked priest and in the
absence of & priest... his glib patter faded off into shame-facecd
silence, adding apologetically, '"ell, what can we do, them? " e
agreed with him.

Our chief animal technician hed alrcady kindly laid on a supply
of bats' blood, moles' cycs and rats' hcarts, and I had a small supply
of dessicated lizards, which had becn knocking round the house for somoe
time; and the horns of a goat 'ecum quo puella concubucrit', at lcast
thet's what the book said should be usced, but having no Greck enthus-
iasts with us at the time, we hed to make do with somcthing clsec.

We were warned in the book of words to be preparcd for the auguries
of the coming of the invocee, arrivels often being presaged by o loud
wind and o damp clammy fecling on the heir and face, as of dew. But
when we did receive the first omen, Frank odmitted it wes he; and when
somgone whispcred that his heir felt damp, some of us remembered
another auspicious ocecasion where some stray witch's familiar had
dampcned the ardour of other devotces.

We were interrupted at this point by a messenger from tho Dive
with the news that Stan was coming round and was mumbling incohcrencics.
"ondering what was news in that, we wandercd beck to the premisecs to
witness the revival.

It secemed that whilc under the influence, Sten had becn romancing
in other worlds. At first, we thought this was a ghastly thing to do,
but after hearing his story, we rcvised our opinion. Apparently he
had attended a Fantasy Hallowe'en Party and Convontion run by Titus
Groan and Don Chamming.

He came to (he told us), at the doorway to thc Convention Hall,
just at the time when all the mombers wcre beginning to arrive. As
no-one scemcd to takc any notice of him, he presumed he was invisible
to them.

At the door collecting entrance dues were Jommy Cross and KFathlcen
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Laytog - 21 the moment of Stan's eppcarance, Uncle Einar and family
wore just arriving in their hearsc. Bach gave a gift of a pound of
flesh poatly percelled in mummy wrappings, to thce doorkcecpers. Close
on tpe%r heels wers thrgo Primeys with their usuel hetcroclite list
of gifts: a parthogecnetiec goosc, a tiny, vest-pocket bookcase, with
& capacity for two hundrcd magazincs and a five-dimensional chess-sct.

Shortly after thesc, a bevy of plomour breezed in, in the shape
of Lakla, Ayesha and Margarct of Urbs, all arm in arm and chattering
away like a cartlo?d of.monkcys, ( just like any other women, Sten
adde%), Followed at ? distance by thoir tame meles - Larry 0'Keefc,
Leo Yinccy end Tom O' Connor. From then on they flooded in: Xim
Kinnison and Clarissa MacDonald, Georry Carlyle escorted by her two
bright boys, Tommy Strike and Tony Quadc, and scores more amongst
whom he rccogniscd Czinczar, Susan Celvin, Hawk Carse and Muton Mion.

Later when the icc had been broken end thosc previously strangers
had been introduced and were meking morry together, Kier Gray could be
secen dancing with Nydia; in a corner, John Webster could bc scen
talking quietly with Dondara Keradin and cengaged in heated discussion
in another part were Jay Score, Adam Link, 21MM392 and some other robots.

After some games and demonstrations of the powers and abilities
of the company came an auction and everyone was wondering how this
intriguing new inovation would go.

Klaatu was auctionecer and after sclling a few trifles such as
a real live Murry given by Gerry Carlylc and some assorted jewels and
clixirs, he held up aboriginal cover painting depicting Ceulna
playing monkcy tricks on e Venusian vinc. (Stan said it was of Amazing
for March 1948)

"That am I bid for this colourful, flattering pic of our dea
friend Coulna? " he asked, ignoring Sandra Steclc's "Two cowries.

"o lovely picee of work, what offers?

Offers came - a thot nugget; two drcaming jewels, from Horty;
nerpetual motion, from Gallcghcr - but as thet scientist was quite
sober, this was discounted and the printing went finally to Sherm
Marshall for a flask of Mcrcury Crystals,

Later, at the banquet which folliowzd, Stan revealcd to us the
menu of these other world pscoplc. Divilled sea-scrpent; grilled
human brains, blue, green end brown cyes to gernish and lung saucc;
iced lung; and moon- julce.

At this point 3Stan passed out and was aware oncc morc of his
mundane body in the Space Dive. Only aftcr some persuasion did we
succecd in convincing him that he hod bzen out four hours and 1t was
now well after twelve o'clock. Too latc in fact to resume summoning
the 01d Ones. So after apologising to Stan for pulling his leg,
and roeceiving one from him for pulling ours, we dispersed and madc
>ur homeward way, wiser, worldlier magicians.



LOCAL APFAIRS - Reported by
T OTTTHOM T OUJE NS

OCtobor ”Vth. S new Round Robirn w&s commenced.It wes doeided theot
sach 'Space Divor! micht  add a chapter.as hefore,and thet the story
swould contein certain prceselceeted components, sucn as ‘Poeson for vritin-
thestory ,'Intergaluotlc travel','Tri-scxusl racs' ete. It has boen startcd
. by-Don ‘ecfay,and sinec sddcd to by sten Futtall and Chris Jenscv. It will
probably roliovo quite & fow of our vcaidsrs to learn thet it is not beins
rrittor v1t“ an cve to publ*cetion !

. November 10th. e were honoured by the presence of a visitor from

New York, Lee D.Quinn,and his friend Miss Royle, from Manchester.

Lee was so eager to see the inside of the Dive,that he didn't bother -~
with the steps between the top and the bottom one ! However,we soon had
him on his feet again,and nothing was broken except the bottom step.

We were rather suprised to hear that in N.Y. fandom is split into
two camps (Politics fan type) and that rivalrv i1s intense. So much so,
that when Lee's friends threw a 'going away' party for him, someone of the
rivel faction reported it to the police,with talk of 'white slaves' and
.drugs (%). The result was a raid with drawn guns. It quite & job to con-
-vince them that things werc not as rcported.

As Lec had to catch the 10.10.to Manchester, the meeting left the
Dive and was continued in the 'New' cafe,near the station. Even so thev
only just made 1it. ‘ » '

November 17th.. Our first’ Annual Goneral Meeting. The 1951-52 Comm-
~ittee stood down,and ncw officors were elected by paper vote. They are
as follows: Hon.Chairmen:- N.L. Shorrock, Hon. Seeretary ;- J.D.Roles, Hon.
Treasurer: - H.S.Nuttall, Librarian:- T. Owcns. - Frank Milncs was also
glectcd to act for any of the above if absent from any mecting.

The retiring Troasurcr prescnted a bslance sheoet (scc later) and
reccived a vote of thanks for thc ablc wey in which he has conducted the
Socicty finances. ' . S

December lst. It was suggested thet we should try to 'invent' a S.FR
'game',and a very: hoated discussion followed. Everyons wes in favour,as
long as it included somé skill,in addition to chance.The discussion con-

-tinues.....

The latest news on g01ng to press, is that we arc noaotiatinn for-
new, larger and better premises,a housc no less ! I hope to hqve_good ncws
rogarding this, to report next 1issuec. Lo

From now on,the brunt of the editing of S.D. will be borne bvr John
Roles.Owing to cxtensive domestic commitments I find it increasingly
difficult to scerve the mag. in anything more than in an associate capacity.

@KKE@@@@@E@@@@@@@@@@Q@
WANTED. Fantasy Bk. No.2, . g VTANTED. Any or all copies of:-
Tow worlds No. 2. Fantasy Review Nos.d VUMTTNEKROMANTIKON LE ZOMBIE,
2-5 inclusive, two copies of each. SHANGRI-L'Affaires& ZENITH.
Tealby's Wonder,Summer '51. Write N.L.Shorrock,
t'rite; J.D.Roles, 26 Pinec Grove, 124 Rumford Place,
Waterloo,Liverpool 22. Liverpool 3.

D mosUE s,



LIVERPOOL SCIENCT - FICTION SOCIETY

INCGOME & EXPENDITURE //c FOR THE YEAR
ENDED 10th NOVEKMBHER 1952.

EXPENDITURE INCOME.
£ s d £ s d
To Rent 35 ¢ 6 By Subscriptions 51 4 O
" Printing etc. 2 9 2 " Junior Sub. 2 6
" Postages 10 O " Auction
" Advertising 4 0 Cominissions 6 6 1
" Dccorating 1 7 3 " Library funds 2 4 1
" Display Expenses 14 11 " Donations
" Deprcciation of (Cash,Books etec.) 5 11 8
Furniture 6 B "  Sundry Expenses 1 0 1
" Blectriclity 5 0 8
Surplus,being excess of
incomc over expenditure. 20 6 3
668 3 66 8 3
BALANCE SHEET AS AT 11lth NOVEMBER '52
LIABILITIES: ASSETS
Surplus of Income over Cash in hand 12 7 3
Expendlture 20 6 3 Rent in advance 3 5 0
| Furni ture and
' Fittings(estimated) 214 0
l Library(nominal valus) 1 0 0
! Sub.in arrcar 10 ©
i Stationery( for sale) 10 0
! 20 6 3 20 5 3
|

Hon. Treasurey : N. L. Shorrock

Hon. fuditor : H.S.Nuttall
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Hell,T don't care what you like,I like THE LOVERS ~ the QUTSTANDING story '52.

A DEPARTMENT WAIETD BY
DAVID S. GARDNER

LAST ISSUE I ran the department, looks like next time there
won't even be a department to limp. Trouble? The lack of interest
which seems to prevail in the world of fandom, it's always the
same old cry, no interest, lack of material; either fandom is
dying or it has stagnated into a pocl of non-action readers who
never do or 8ay anything of interest. That's the picturec from
where I sit. This is a department run for the fen, if you don't
take an interest in it that's your loss - we will give you the
space to pass on your news items IF YOU LET US KNOW WHAT THEY ARE!
We're not telepathic, we can't give you a coverage if you don't
contact us, hell, we're not supermen! The items I have got this
issue were submitted by Willis, Cohen, Campbcll, and the Convention
Committee, they have something to say - haven't you? Can't you
write? secms as thouegh that's the case, and I always thought that
Lducation these days was compulsory - well, it just goes to show
that you learn something new cvery day. Okay, last chance for the
lagards, the name and address for LERE AND THERE contributions is
DAVID GARDNER, 63 ISLAND ROAD, LIVERPOOL,19, Lancs. It costs
you a few moments, a 224 stan@, envelope, and o shcet of note (?2)
paper. Costs us ink, paper, stencils, wesr and tcar on the typer
and duplicator, and timoi Who loses? none of us: you get your
news across, and we have the satisfaction of knowing that therc is
something going on in thc world of fandon. Snap out of it, wake
up and let other folks know you're still alive.

Well, that's that little bit over and done with, now to gct
on with the job. I think I'1ll touch the HERE part of thc department
first and hope that the cditor docsn't look the stcncil over before
Norman turns it off. I've got a bit which I want to sncak in, the
IIigh Lights in recent Scicuce Fiction megs. The rave story, as
far as 1 am concerned is THE LOVERS by Philip JosC Farmer in the
August '52 STARTLING STORIES, love that boy, love that story, the
cditbr docsn't!(ecditor of SD thot is, not Startling). Thcn up comes
STARTLING with osnother top linc action story in tho OCTOBER issuc,
ASYLUM EARTH bty Bruce Elliott, catch a load of that cnding! Have
a look at the cover of the Nov-Dec imsuc of FANTASTIC by B.W.
PHILLIPS, eye catching to say the least. liay issue of SPACE runs
PURSUIT by Lester del Ray, pretty good action story that keeps you
gucssing right up to the last linc. October GALAXY with Eric Frank
Russell's A LITTLE OIL, that 1s onc I would like to have written,
I could have kicked nwself at the end of the yarn, it's so damn
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ccod, and when you come to think about it it's a very reasonable
theory that Eric advances. Re A LITTLE OIL, ®Bric tells me "It also
served a purpose of my own, namely, to show that leading Stf charac-
ters don't have to be technicians or super-scientists. In this
sorry world non-technical people are important too. It adds some-
thing to the yarn if 1t also makes a formerly unthough-of but
indisputable point. For those of you who liked Eric's I AM NOTFING,
and DEAR DEVIL watch out for RAP's OTHER WORLDS which runs Eric's
SOMEWHRRE A VOICE - some more lumps in some more throats in fandom.
MAGAZINE OF FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION October issue have J.T.
M'Intosh's TALENTS as mentioned in his article - a new slant on an
0ld theme and well worth reading. GALAXY October igsue again, see
Ted Sturgeon's BABY IS THREE - well written as all his work is, and
most unusual. There you have one fan's opinions, hope you read all
the storics mentioned and that you enjoy them as much as I d4id.

SCIENCE FICTION CONVENTION 1953 (Other fanzines please copy)

Tt will be ™hitsun, 23/24th May...maybe even a get together on the
2°th, but this hasn't been settled. The placc 1s the BONNINGTON
HOTEL, Kingsway, London W.C.1l, (This is near the Royal Hotel) Small
hall for the Saturday and that plus e big hall for Sunday. Big for
formal, small for informal sessions, Con membership is 2/6,admission
5/- per day i.e. one day 7/6 , two deys 12/6. Ladies and under-twenty
-ones half price admission, i.e. 5/- for one day and 7/6 for two
days. The emphasis this time will definitely be on having a good
time. Tverything is in the planning staze at the moment, but there
will be the usual stuff and cverything else from pre-reclease films

to free drinks is being discussed. The committee cheirman is Fred
Brown, Secretary Dorothy Jacobs, Treas., Charlie Duncombe. The
address for all communications is as usual - White Horsc, Fetter Lane
London E.C.4, There'll be monthly bulletins to e1ll Con mambers and
frequent news releases to fanzines. Fans wanting tn book at the
Bonnington should get in as early as possible. There are rooms avail.
at 22/6 per night, B&B, but there's to be a government cnquiry into
hotel prices soon, so this may be changed.

MANCHESTER Dave Cohen. A notc of some amusement.

Four unknown fans called last Sunday at the "aterloo to attend the

MANCON - sxactly two weeks too late. Some pocople obviously can't

recad.((I said that folks in fandom can't write, secms as though

some of them can't read - maybe tholr parents rcad them to slscp

on Sf, can't sse how thoy manago othorwisc)). ON MANCON day thore

was an unforgivablc accident: tho door of the Waterloo was closcd

after 2-30pm., when prcvious arran cments were to lcavec the doors

open. Four known fans this timo werc thus locked out of the Con.

How many more camc late?

NEWCASTLE Kon Smith would likc to hear from any and all Sf fans in

the Ncwcastle areca with the ideca of startineg an informal club,

mecting each Sunday at a pub. £Anyonc intercsted can contact Kon

by ringing NEWCASTLE 27908.((Hopc you have some luck therso, Kcn)).

WALT WILLIS says of his visit to thoe States: "I had the timc of my

1ifec, aftcr I rccovered from the journcy. Everyone said I had a

slight English accent, but they could understand me perfectly.Honcst.

liy two specches went over well., HR.E.Smith asked me for my autographl
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voryone L didn't moot at Chicago I met in Los Angeles where I went
on to with Rog Phillips and Mari Wolfe. Had a2 long talk with Brad-
bury, Van Vogt came over specially to sce me. I addressed the LASFS
as gucst of honour, flew to Kansas City to stay with Manly Bannister
and then by bus’' to Florida (Shelby Vick), Atlanta (Henry Burwell),
Savannah (Lee Hoffman) and back to New York to stey with C¢.O. Smith.
I got on very well, thanks., But don't be jealous. I wouldn't go
through that Fund business again for anything.'

FORRY ACKERMAN: Mr. Scicnce Piction of Zmerica writes about Walt,
"How did Lmerifandom like Wally willis (alias 'The Quiet Man')? Loved
him! Have yet to hear a complaint or an aftcrmath, cxccept varhaps
the objection that he didn't talk enuf, but I think he wes just
physically cxhausted., I had onc of the happiest weecks of my 1lifc
when he steyed with ma" ... Forry goecs on to say that he would like
me (yeah, Dave verdner) to slip over and pay him a visit in Los
Ingeles., Nothing I'd like better Forry, but therc's the cash 7, when
I goet some - look out - I'1ll be over! Scems as though I shall have
to writc somec saleable storics, dollar lolly, boy. Dollar Lolly!l!

BERT CLMPBELL with some more news of tho new AUTHENTIC(January'S53)
"This issue will contain a long novel by our own Bill Temple, a short
story by Ray Bradbury and a scriel instelment by Sydney J. Bounds.
There will also be an article by Arthur C. Clarke that will moke you
think,

"futhors lined up for the future arc S.J. Byrnc, Charles L. Harncss,
R.M. Rhodes, Forry Ackerman (story not just the column) and Ray
Bradbury again.

(Just in: the stories for January will be novel: IMIFORTLL'S
PLLVTHINGS, by Bill, WELCOME, BROTIERS! by Bradbury).
"Unfortunately, there will be no half-tone illos. But we shall run
line drawings inside. The cover, too, is being changed. Thore will
no longer be any lcecttering on the drawing. /L4 band at the top will
carry the title, date, etc., and a vorticel strip at the loft will
carry the main contents. L new artist is being uscd and all artists
will be crcdited by name.

"I nave have left the best part to the ond - th re will be another
sixtecn pages added, bringing you a total of 144 FOR THE SAME PRICEY

JEROME BIXBY reviewing SD number 1 in the November Startling asks

what onc B ob on tho contents page stands for, we will spill the beans.
Remember a story by friend RUSSELL in the June 1951 ASF call ....ND
THEN THERE WERE NONE? He brings in obs =-=- obligations instoad of

cash. Thet was the idea, more or lecss, you can have two issues of
SPACE DIVERSIONS for one bob - i.e. onc shilling or an obligation,

By that we meant a review of the mag or a fanzine or prozinc in '
cxchangec. 411 clear now? Hope so., It scemcd to mystify a lot of
folks, wc may cven drop it on this issue of SPACE DIVERSIONS, contents
pagce isn't dong yet, so I'm not too surc.

Wcll, that secems to be the lot for this time, rcmomber it might
yct be the last time unless you want to make usce of us and the mag.
If you want HERE AND THERE to continue, then for Ghod's sakc write
in.

JUST ARRIVED from PETER HAMILTON of NEBUILA:- Richard 3. Shaver, one
of The most controversial figures in Sf 1Is writing a couple of orig-
inal novelettes for NEBULA. He has agreed to wrilie exclnslvely for
NEBULA in this country. -42- '
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by Hohn SRoles

\ 1is the sign of the power of the mind.
_;\ Korzybskil proves Aristotelians blind.

is the Rem from an alien star:
and Bergey typo red-hecads, complete with brass bra.

is for Contra-Terrene matter - Secetec~—
orbital positron, negative nucleil.

is for Deros deep down in the Caves,
who operate stim-rays and Shaver depraves.

is for Engrams, Ron Hubbard despatches
from memory banks. Clsars are now selling matches.

is the Fan — the hyper~time-binder,
the extrapolater, the futurce path-finder.

i1s Great Ghu by whom faneds swear,
with ink on their hands and straw in thelr halr.

1J is the Hurkle, which a technical hitch
brought Earthwards; then happy, 1t made people itch.

" 1s for Isher whose great shops decreo
J "the right to buy weapons is the right to be free'

" is for Jeddaks, Jeddaras and Jedwars:
J these are the rulers and soldiers of Red Mars.

|< is for Klaatu, the master of Gort:
at least that's what millions of film-goers thought.

‘ is Lemurisa, Remember? The tales,
L, the "Proofs" and Thought Records which boosted Rap's sales?

is for Mutants like Baldies and Slans:
/1) radiation or natural born, man's last act plans.

{: is for Nova. (This could be an adl)
I but it's only what happens when some stars go mad.

—

) is the Ob which you plant on your neighbour
for services rcendercd by doing his labour.

ry Is for Primey — inebriate genius,
J floating hither aud yon 11ke the sporos of Arrhenius.
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gtands for Quandry,® which rises with "Steam"®
from the swamps. It's distilled by the Great Hoffman Team.

L4 0L

for Robotics whose positron vonders
are indoctrined with three laws to obviate blunders.

L
A

is for Stf the fans' sine que non.
Astounding, Fantastic, Dynamic, Unknown.

L (L1L

I
L

is for fTrantor, the Second Foundatlon,
the hub of the Empire and civilization.

is the Universe, ralded by Wendrei, '
wrecked by Ed Ramilton, now plagued by Quandry.

is for Vitons, man's owners, so hellish;
they suck our cmotions with devilish relish.

-
e MY

L

is Werebeasts, they're all mectamorphoses,
vampires and werecwolves, of course — why not tortolises?

-
[} -'f‘
-~

is for X-rays and X-cert,and Xcnon
and Xcrxesa and Xanthus and X-cosahedron.

is the fluorine Yevd — man's great enemy
against whom were used for their juice , lymph beasts' progeny.

is the Zine, both the pro anc the fan kind,
the Editors' gift and great bhoon to all mankind.

NL =< L <L

@ Brought to you by kind permission of 'Space Diversions”
on behalf of Proxyboo Ltd.

Regd. Trade Mark: pat SFN 9485392/3-4. By courtesy of the
Bulmer Vacuous Aper Co.

T On behalf of the Cosher Ships of Wapplng, Liverpool, Ltd.

o

We have a small gquantity of printed, Socicty
notepaper, available for members only. Price
2/-, plus postage 4d, per 50 sheets. Write-

H.S. Nuttall,
5, Melwood Drive,
West Derby,
Liverpool, 1Z2.
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We in the present Liverpool Group, as may now be known, are
only comparitively recently entered into the wide, wild world of
fanzine publishing. In seven months, we have now produced four
issues of a fanzine which we think has at least some worth.

We started out with very little previous knowledge of the
field; those of us who were producing the mag had seen only three
or four other editors' productions bcfore commencing our own, (I
think these were, to be specific, a Sludge, a Slant, a Science
Fantasy News and a bunch of Quandrys); but though we had heard
of scores more, through the prozine rceviews and through Operation
Fantast Handbook, we'd never managed to come by any.

0f course, we said, when we scnd ours out to these other fan
publishers for exchange, then they'll come flooding in, and we'll
then also be able to modify our ildeas and have somc criteria for
our own 'zine to work with.

Were we being too hopeful, to ndive, too trusting? We arc
not yet quite surc.

We have sent our fanzine out to 44 faneds for the last thres
issues, using the OF Handbook 1952 as & guildc. In exchangc we
have received with REGULARITY, Spacc Times, TLMA, Spaccship and
Gemtones (%) 1In addition to these faithfuls, we have rcceived an
occaslional oddment in the form of Void, Straight Up, Atlantis

Phantasmagoria, a Neo-Zine, Wonder, and Astronccr (1)

From this handful, we have acqulrcd a rathcr morc broad viocw
of the amateur fantesy publishing game than that with which we
started. It is from thesc few that we hove had to formulate our
ideas and conceptions of the whole ficld. Have we secen a good
cross-section? T fecl not.

As an instance: in thesc few mentioned eabove, faneds so often
rcfer to "great" fanzines of bygone days, that T wonder if (a)
perhaps they have a rose-tinted memory, or (b) they meke out that
there are no good ones to-day, or (c¢) they are showing that they
have been fans for so long.

Amongst those which have been "thrown up'" at us as it were
are Nekromantikon, Shangri-L'Affaires, Le Zombie, Orb, Fantasy
Commentator, yes and Slant, which 1f drooling descriptions and
mentionings in whispers of sacred awe arc anything to go by, must
be pearls. (I am tempted, here, to complote the mectaphor or to

quote Wilde's neat cpigram on the occasion of his lecturing to an
Etonian Dcbating Society...)

I was intcrested to read in Volild, that Gecorge Clements, the
Editor, collects fanzines. ~— Good printing to him; may he reap
that which he sows. But if he reaps &s muech ns we have for our
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trouvble, hc may discover to his sorrow that perhaps what we have
read an Editor George Caldwell of "Lunacy'" has said, prosumably
in fun, may be more than just a wisco-crack. His motto is:-
"To Hell with Fandom. VWe're a bunch of Louses."

Though I myself have come to be somewhat disillusionedthe
last month or so, with regards to somc aspcects of fandom—due 1in
part to my cnforced closcr contact (or lack of!) with the purpor-
tocd leading lights or BNFs of British Fandom — I don't think the
case 1s quite that bad.

One basic trouble, I suppose, is the mortality rate amongst
fanzines; Dbefore an cyelash can be batted, tcn new mags. have
been started, and ten old ones havc flopped. Good or bad pub-
licity notwithstanding, fancds apparcntly have grown so wary
of their fellow publishers, that thoy are chary of ecxchanging,
sending subs or w.h.y. to unknowns; and from our short exper-
ience, I can see that they cannot be blamed.

Talking of faneds, the mortality ratc in their ranks must
be high too, and no wonder! I think Tom Owens's case 1s very
relevant here. You see, last time I saw him, hc was curlcd up
with his knces under his chin, and a heappy, vacant look in his

blue eyes. His small daughter was rcading him "Peter pan'.
So, folks, if I'm next, romombor me — I like Grimms Fairy
Tales.
-John Roles

Thanks to the fen who have written us,«fter our plea in the last
ish - we hope it continues,and increascs, Unfortunately most of them
were too long to reproduce here in full,so once again it will be :-~

LINES P RO M LETTERS

as sclected by Norman ((Comments thus))

Tirst rec'd was from Ken Smith,Newcastle-on-Tyne,
Dear N.....RPirst place in my opinion,goes to the intcresting and entert-
-aining .rticle by William F.Temple,Icnjoyed it very much. Cecond,Liver-
-pool's report on the Mancon,Thiré,Editorizl,.....and I .greec with the
points mode,aSF & Galaxy cre my top fuvourites....'Here & Thor:' is int-
-eresting and I would like to see it retained,.lso 'Science Tit-Bits' by
Conwey......nave no doubts that non-motor le:rning has o great future.

'Retrospect !’ interesting,hovever not . greot deal to me,as I am
not & Wells fon, I do not like sericls,so maybe I am bi.sed when I put
'Round Robin'! to bottom place..ie.....It's a pity,I didn't know you woudd
h.ove liked an article,os o motter of fact I finished cne only a weck ago,
ces...and scnt it to Bob Foster of Slant((%)) ..... Tinally on the whole
SD3 is an improvement on the last issue,and considering it is No.2 you
cre doing better than other fanmags which have been gouing for yeurs.

3cst Wishes, Ken.
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Alon Huntsr,Bournemouth

Dear Dave, .,...1 likc everything in the issue except the'Rouné Robin',
Apart from the fact that serials arc generally avoided in fanzines,I do
not like the way the story rambles,as it must when different people are
writing the story.I think th:t 2 much better idea would be to use a com-
-mon foundction-such as a title,or & first sentence~and then let a aiff-
-erent person write o complete story in each issue from the same beginn-
-ing,or whatever you chobse as the constant "germ"..... I was not sorry
that "Vargo™ras missing from the issue,({(still is)) The ish necded o lit-
-tle mcre humour to brighten it uwp o bit,but not "Vargo™ith his forced
humour,or the round robin with its d-ubtful humour( (Wow! what about the
current installment,Alon?)) It is ,I ILnow,very difficult to f£find genuine
humour (I have never been able +o write in o humourosus vein myself) but if
you could find s.meone to 4o it,then the 'zine would be much improved.

The plans for y.ur next issue sound so intriguing,that I am enclos-
-ing 2 P,0. for 3/-. This should insure that I do not miss any forthcom-
-ing issues( (it will Alan ! plus a copy,as you have an article in this
one%) «..obest wishes £:r the future of SD, Sincerely, Alan,

((This scems an opportunity to make clear our position as regards
the R.R.,as the comments e have received are about 50-80,f r ond against
It was written by seven members,cnd completed about eight months ago.

When SD was in the embyro stage of developement,this wus the only
mberial we had ! As the fourth part is in this issue,there are three
more to come, hiech ve rmst publish to sotisfy the 50% who like it -but
—e 8o not intend to start publishing cony nmore,believe us ! ))

E.J.Carnell,London S5.E.18.

Dear N, Ccngratulations on the Poll ided -last one run in this c.untry
28 by oyself in 1940,I believe,((huve heord vague rumours of wne by N3F
..oy info,anyone 7))

Anyhow, here's alittle torards it,clthough my effort isn't very help
-ful,I'n afraid.Too many "old favourites” still pull.And plenty more good
stories are coming out almost every month, However,I'll be interested in
the end results ! Cordially, Ted

({ Thanks Ted,and alsc for the sct of 'Postal Freview' you sent later!)

Denis Gifford,London S5.E,86

Dear N, Here's 3bob for year of SD,which goes from strength to strength,
vsesesfOU Iy be interested to know that the cartoon in Jan '53 ish of
Modge is by me !.....5clencerely Denis G. ' )

({ Thanks for the sub.,Denis,you won't be sorry | Best wishes for ymur
success in the pro field,and mny it continue.))

Grahan Stone, Sydney,Australia.

De.r Tom et al, Thaonks for sending SD2.Please continue,and can I have No.
1 2 I shall send all Australicn fan pubs.your woy:rny own news sheet and
Thotever else my eventudte........l would also like to seec anything else
produced in your district((?)) and would be glad to send extra copies for
distribution if the exchange seems uneven.

SD" I find compares favourably with most minor British publicatisns
for quality of production.The material still could be improved,though.,
Carnell is armusing,but o bit forced to anyone au fait with publishing,
((I'11 leave it to Ted to answer this one !))

Auvstralian S.F.Soc, now Australasian,uith o few New Zealanders
among the 119 members. Activity practically confined to Syaney,but small
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groups nect in Melbourne,Brisbone & Adelaids. Our second Con' is due in
Sydney,early May,and rmch is expected of it,as T don't doubt you will
hear in due course......Sincerely,Grahan Stone,

Beerton Sykes,Markham House Press Ltd,London S,W,3.
Dear Nr.ohorrock, .

Vany thanks for the copy of Space Diversions,Te shall be pleased to
exchange this against ocur own ATLANTIS,of ~hich o copy has been sent to
you.

It seems a great pity to rme that os S.P. for all pretisal purpnses
storted in FEngland-if you do not belicve this rezd through files of the
Strand,"indsor,Pearsons,London,fron 1895 to 1912 and you will find in
ther: dozens of first class sf stories,all shorts, ell illustrated,and
probably missing fron every sf list so for published-thet nowadays all
that is obtainable in this country is trosh, '

In the U.S.A. SF has grovn up to n large extent,here it is still,
unfortunately,associated: with seedy bookshops and postcards and books
g0ld in sealed envelopes.lt is possible that this my be due to the pre.
-sent educational system which produces thousands of replicas of the
Acerican film star whe Inew all the msters but could not understand any
of the questions. '

The one first class writer —e nor hove is E.F.,Russell -I freguently
violently disagree with his ideas,but have great admiration for the way
he puts them, For nost gocd IEnglish sf you have to go back thirty and
ore years,a first class story that can be gobt on any second hand book-
-stall for about a shilling is "The coring Race",published about 1875.

Mr Roles may be interested to knovw thot ROUND ROBIN is the nare of
en american publication,also duplicated,nor in it's seventh year.I ruch
appreciated his notes on H.G.W. ...viv

I still think the Noon Ponl and the Ship of Ishtor,7hich I read in
Argosy All Story Weekly about 1916-17 to be the best fantasy stories
written. 4s for authors when we can devel up with Vogt,Asimov,Schnitz,
we shall really be getting sonevhere, Yours,E. S,

({ You will probably agree,Mr Sykes,thut different generations vill never
agree on any issue such as this,but for the record,"Ship of Ishtar™ will
definitely be high ly placed in our current poll,and E.F,R, will alrost
definitely be top British author(as at 14th Dec.) nearest being A.C.Clarke
Would anyone else like to comment on the above?,for SD5 ))

H.J.Canpbell,London S.E,18

Dear Dave, .......ls8sue No.,3 ~as nore than t—ice as gcod as No.2,which
was rnore than twice as good as Np 1, If you go on ~t this rate,you’ll
soon be better than that defunet Irish mog-SLUNT was it? Keep it coming -
regularly and keep up the standard: you'll((censored,in the interests of
L.S-FP.S. Aim No.4 !)) Try not to have nore than one item by the sane

bloke in any single issue;looks bad on the contents page.((We're trying
hoard encugh,Bert,see Vol.l contents list at the back!)) Good for lewis

J. Conway .Hope he  keeps up with his feuture - such was long overdue,

All the Dbest,Bert,

(( At the above rate,l calculateée that this time in 1955,we shall be prod-
ucing o mag nearly twe rmillion times "as good 2s™ No,l ?79% By the way,
SL.NT is due out at the same time as this, and after these fifty odd pages
I don't blame Walt for feking his timel! ofter all no-one pays fon-eds for
"blood,tears,toil,&sweat",or the field would undoubtedly be greatly inc-
reased 1)) ~48-




Mrs Anns Gross,Sonerville,U.S.A.

Decar.Dave,.......cbout SD., First,the nare,it is just exactly rightllt
Goes take gpace,and it surely is diverting.((Not (uite =shat we —ere
thinking about at the time,but y-ur theory has its pnints!....))Not o
bit of heavy stuff in it,unless the humonr itself is slightly weighty

in perts((guilty)).However,I can envision all the fun in planning and
spotting the stuff,so I say it is gocd tnyry.l loved the turn of the
contifmel story,where the 0ld rascals in heaven-cor lisbo?-put the
poor fellow back on earth in anocther body.Thot was = delicious bit,I
t@ought.?hoeVer vrote that ocught certoinly to keep on writing.A twist
like that in the story is so utterly uncxpectéed-I certainly would néver
haye guessed that one ! And it ended just right - vhich cuite a few young
riters never mnnge to do.Don't you think so ?

Your paper is quite o bit rnore grovm-up for 211 it's youththon meny
of the US fan-raogs I have secn.In faet,I am not to rmeh interested in any
of ou;s,they are so sketchily put up,né so evidently wade up of stuff
that is first writing,((have you tried ony of the Shangri-La,0rb,etec.,
celibre? several really are GOOD )) Of caurse,it is all practice,but you
boys seem to have practiced before you selected -hot to include.In other
words,a darn gocd job. Oh,there are plenty of errors,but they are minor
oyoutve got & swell first two murbers,do you think you can keep it that
way? I like the nawme f7r your club,tco - SEACE DIVE !
A. Vincent Clarke, Welling, Kent.

Dear Johm..... ..Got dround to Peading SPIDER at last. Firstly, the gen-
al appearance is much better, now you've got the lettering guldes in
full use. Secondly, the general appearance would be cven bettcorer 1f you
managed to include a cut or two to vary the monotony of typed pages.

I don't think that your editoriel goes far enough into the subject.
I think that Galexy's appeal lies in thc fact that there is & greater
identification between the reader and the hero/s of the stories...the
hero is & poor mutt of an average man, much like anyone reading the story;
he bumps up against an alien environment, morc like ¢ time-travellcer than
one whds been born and educated in it (e.g.'Fireman', 'Gravy Planct',
'Beyond Bedlam' and 'Coming Attraction'). On the other hand, the ASF
hero adjusts his way of thinking to his environment; he acts likec &
trained technician...always. (e.g.'Iccworld', 'slan', 'Beyond this
Horizon' and 'Gunner Cede', any of thc series; ) EFR's dictator hero in
'T am Nothing' was preposterously impossiblc..a herd men with a sloppy
stresk of sentiment. There's an intcresting conncctlon to be followed
votween '...And Then Thore Were None' in which environment wins ' Cuckoo
Glock' (or was it 'Hour of Triumph') in which environment plus some
slight sentiment wins, and nov 'I am Nothing' , where Little Eva con-
verts Simon Legree, and the Uncle Tom's Cebin of environment is dis-
regarded.

Temple, as usuel, good. The '4 Sided Triengle' script was written
in nine days, you know. We're not roally looking forwerd to seelng.lt.

'Round Robin', wvery smooth and good fun...'Retrospect', now this
was interesting; it brought out new facts,(or =t least, new t9 me) about
e story everyone knows. Good. 'Scicncc Tit-Bits'. Intercsting in sma}l'
doses such as this. Some distinction should be drewn botween lgarnlng
and 'understanding' tho'. Mancon Report. Good. Could have becn longor.

Rest wes interesting in Varying ?egrcgs.th% iggrﬁi;agipgilnt S ome
feke letters with strong controversisl content 11 you LA S
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recaders fail you. ((Ghu forbidl))They were probably terrified of the
Editorial attitude...Vincerely, Ving.
Eric Benteliffge, Stockport, Cheshire.
Dear Normen...Your ' Mancon Report', wes to me probebly the most intcr-
esting item iIn this issue, this beceuse I am anxious to find out how well
it was enjoyed....Who Goes There dept' ILet us know next time you come to
Menchester; our BIS member failed to mention this lecture. But of coursc
he hes never been the seme since 'Astroneer'. Suggestion! You print
"Astroneer' and we will let you call it 'Estronecr'((!!)). Best single
item in issue three was I think John's 'Retrospect'....Do you intend to
concentrate only on articles in SD to the exclusion of stories? Oversll
view of this issuec, too bitty — too many short items. 'Space-Times', is
this way beceause of the number of pages aveilable ~— but you have twice
as many and two months to fit it in. Stan Nuttalls ertwork should impove
the appearance of the mag I think....If ST could run to twenty peages
I should feeture perhaps in every other issue a long article or story
i.c.around 7,000 words. Subject of course to a deccnt itcm of this
length being available, which do you enjoy most, if both are of same
quality, a long or short story?....The Mencon Souvenir Booklet will
contain a Convention Report by the 'Tub'(Norman Weedall)) list of all
attendees, Comp. announcments, finencial report, plus various utters,
stutters and mutters yet to be decidcd upon. The cover will be a repro-
duction of the 'en masse' photos taken at the Mancon. The price to those
who did not join thc Mancon Society will be l/6d...Sincerely, Eric.
((We do wish to concentrate on articles, but not to the complete exclu-
sion of stories..Stan thanks you for the sboveé praise on behalf of his
best friend, Don, see¢ p.7. Incidentally, Erie, if you work it out, you
will find that a 7,000 word story cor article would take threc- quarters
of your proposed twenty-page mag. This without 1llos! Dave's 'Blackout'
in this ish.is 3,200 words taking 7 pegcs.))
Staff Wright, South Woodford, London, E.18.
Déar Norman....iorwarding a years sub. for Space Diversions. 1In casgc
you are 1n neced of any encouragemont I must let you know that my wife
enjoys S.D. She thinks most fenzinecs arc tripe but likes your formet
and general approach as being 'adult' es opposed to so many efforts
which are anything but. That vicw goes fo me too..All the best, Staff.
Welt Willis, Ireland.
Déar M...Peter Hamilton's autobiog.is illuminating.His predilection for
horror picturcs probably explains why he retitled my column Electric Fan.
-mm, he knew my face would be the picture of horror and he didn't wantto
miss ite I hed to go to America rether than face British fandom after
thot.Watt a revolting title! It's just as well Neb didn't reach the (nicon
in time - I would probably have becn stoncd out of the place with old
pro-eds hearts. Temple's autoblog was good. How on earth did you managec
to get material out of him? Big time printed fmz have been trying for
years. Roles article is reslly worth while.This is the sort of scrious
constructive article that justifies the exlstence of serious do. fmz.
Most fans are too lazy to do the necessary research to produce some-
thing really good. Roles may become an English Moskowitz. Conwaey's 'Tit-
Bit', good, much better than the usuel pseudo-science you'rc ept to get
in such things. Personally, I liked thc Mancon Report best, who wrote
it? Loved the bit about thumbnail sketches also the dig at the NSFC in
Local Affairs.......All the best,Walt.
RRRRIEREEE

Thanks Also for letters from;Brian Burgess, George Cloments, Arthur Duell

~-50- et al.




CONTENTS LISTING FOR:™ S P A CE DIVERSIODNS S
Cover Credlts on i

Volume number one % VOLULME NUMBER ONE
to Co~Producer,
Norman Shorrock #* ISSUES NUMBER: ONE, TWO, AND THREE

MINOR FILLERS

EXCLUDED

SUBJECT AUTHOR NUVBER PAGES
Editorial The Editors 1 z
History of the L,S-F.S. Tom Owens 1 l§
Sprockets,liissals & Space Gbble Jeff Espley 1 12
The Submancon Frank Hilnes 1 1?
An Appeal Tom Owens 1 2
Round Robin Part 1 | Jeff Espley i 2,
Henry Leel Who's He? Tom Owens 1 1z
1952 Loncon Report Dave Gardner il 8
Editorial The Egitors & 1
lelpful Hint ctec. Dave Gardner 2 5
Socicty History (cont.) Tom Owens 2 15
Retrospect: 'SHE! John Roles 2 72
News From The North Matt Elder 2 2
Sprockets,lMissals &Space Gabble Jeff Espley oA 1
The Atom Bomb Tom Owens 2 2
Fantastic Science Fiction John Roles 2 %
Round Robin Part 2 Tom Owens 2 5
You Won't See It In The Editors 2 1
Tripewriter In The Sky John Carncll 2 3
Solution to:lenry Lee! VWho's He?A. Vincent Clarke 2 2
Science Fiction Personalities H.J. Cempbell 2 2
Lines From Letters -a department Worman Shorrock 2 3
Editorial The Lditors 3 1
Scicnce Fiction Personalities Peter Hamilton Jr. 3 2
Your Preference Please Normon Shorrock 3 11
Science Fiction Personalities William . Temple 3 2?
Thanks to Vince Dave Gardner 3 2
Round Robin Part 3. John Roles 3 3%
Retrospcct: 'The Time Machine' John Koles 3 51
Science Tit-Bits Lewis Conway B.Sc. 5} 1§
HMancon : John, Tom, and Norman 3 2?
Local Affairs Tom Owens 3 ’
Comics? John Roles 3 z
Here and There - a department Dave Gardner 3 1

LOOKING through the above credits we find that the Co~fditors
and Producers of SD have contributcda total of 46% pages out of 66
(listed). Let us assure you that it isn't all through want of
seeing our own material in print -- it's due to a lack of contributions
from Outsige! So all you hopeful authors give us a break and let's
see some of your work. The worse that can happen is that you get 1t
back -~ but 1f you forget to include rcturn postage even that won't
happen., Ve want good short storicecs and articles ~ articles of a
serious or semi~technical nature by preferonce.

=51~ Thanks from the Four of us.
i



With Best Uishes for a

Jantastic Christmas

and a New Uear of
Astounding Janac !

from the 'Space Divers

-52-
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