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All artwork by me. (Encoursgement on the cover by Atom) Cover idee by Bruce
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"Day of the Heggis" (Which was dore by Angus MecNitt) was done by me.
Duplicating by Courags Press, Lstters of comment welcome. Also All
contributions. All fenpubbuers who trzas, plesse do so.
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cryptic echoes from PAT KEZARNEY

When I first suggested that I would like to sturt a fanzine, a great
cry of disaproval scattered the tumbled piles of smog that had nesstled
against the sagging walls of the SFCoL HQ in Kilburn. I staggered from the
meeting that night, ears ringing with the words of warning that had been
poured upon my unsuspecting brain.

And, for a while, I left things alone. Then, I borrowed somec fanzines
from Ella Parker, and I became obsesscd with the thought of publishing one
of my own. But cautious fans of a celtic breed told me that I had not been
around long enough to start a zine, that I am too young to enter fandom's
harrowed halls. Somecnc even suggested I hadn't rcad enough fanzines to
know what they're supposed to be about.

So here I am.

Despite the number of people who have advised me not to start a zine,
I have decided to go against the tide of caution and with the help of
two kind souls (Ethel Lindsay and Bruce Burn), 'erec we are.

Now read.on. And I hope you like it.

WE TAKE A BACK SEAT AT THE MOVIES.

It constantly amazes me that such rags as '"What's On' and 'Films and
Filming' both normally first rate film mags, should reffer to cvery horror
film as being SF. There have been so very few good SF films that I think
it is about time somecne straightened things out.

Now the grand-daddy of all SF films is of course Fritz Lang's 'Metro-
polis! which came out in 1927. There were several shorties too, back in
those very early days of the cinema, the most famous probably being 'A Jour-
ney to the Moon', which was maBe scmetime around 1897. Producer and Direc-
tor both was Georges Mclies, a professicnal magician and owner of the Small
Robert Houdin Theatre in Paris.



In 1931 came a semi (that is, half-baked) SF picturc c2lled 'Franken—
stein';, starring Colin Clive and Boris Karloff. This tilm woe banned in
several counties at first, and was rcputedly resvonsible for a large number
of faintings amcng feminine nudences. After seeing this piece of horror, I
can't see what worricd them. This was fecllowed by hordes of sequels, as
was 'Dracula'; which cmme out a ye~r lator with a bloke c=lled Bela Lugosi.

LR

In the thirties came n vast number of Horror films, most of them
starring Boris Karloff (the cnly true Ghed t-. Horrer fons!) =nd Bela Lugosi.

Only tWo'films'of nete came out before 1950; when the real good stuff
started produetion, ~nd thesc were "7 Days tc Necen" »nd "The 4-Sided Trinngle.
Both films were English, and both were very good, thcugh only fringe stuff.
The first dezlt with a man whec wos sickened by the world in gencral, =and more
particularly he was herrified by the veseibility of stomic Warfare, so
he got hold of an A-bomb and threntened that unless prcduction of ‘thcse
weonons wns stooped he would detcnate the bemb. Scenes of evacuaticn were
very well done. (Oh yes: he didn" blow Lendon up). The second dealt with
two geniouses who, with the help of a local country doctor, invented a handy
gndget for duplicating matter. Trcuble starts when they both f£all in love
with the samc girl. What hanpens is nretty obvicus.

In 1950 come & new wave of SF films, starting with a shertie cnlled
Rocketship XM, and continuing with "Dcstinatiion Moon" which wns produced by :
former Puppet Master George Pol, (Who later preduced the wendeorful "T'ar of \\

the Worlds) frcm o script by Bob Heinlein.

Shortly after came ""hen Torlds Cellide", "The Day the Zarth Stecd Still",
and "Forbidden Planet", 2ll being very gocd films. This however, cculd not
last; and soon such films as "The Beast from 20,000 Ezthems" started to .make
an appearance. Most of them being very poorly dene. There ~re however
excepticns. Therc were films like "Them!" and Tarantula!, from América, and
from England we got "The Quatermass Exneriment" snd "X the Unknown" - the
latter being about 2 let of Radiocactive Mud which cczed out «f a crevass in
a big sand nit,

Then Walter Viagner dircected 2 classic in SF films: taken from Jack
Finney's off beat novel "The Body Snatchers", it resulted in a masterpicce.
Another master piece, from the spcceial effcets angle wag "The Increditle
Shrinking Man", from Mathesocn's great ncvel. "wWar of the Vorlds! was in
there too, with a remake by Gecrge Pal. ‘Yonderful specinl effects again.

HERE BE THE GOUDY TRUTH, which is that this fanginc is fc be a ghastly
quarterly eftert which, for the time at lenst, is frec, groatis «nd for no-
thing. If you want o copy of the next issue let mo Wfyd/ddddy kncw ~nd
I'11 see what I can do. All material, including art work, articlcs ond
steries are ' gratefully =accepted. Denending cn you lot, the next issue will
have & letter coclumn, so let's hear from yer!

P.S. I'm a Conan fan. A4ny others in the¢ audicnce?
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The theology student was furiocus, e'd agreel to o on the trip with
with his fellow gtudent, and tien only at the last uinute, en it weps voo lote
for then to Join ihe main party. 4And, of course, ke and the irreprengille idiod
Ze roomed with rtad migged the bus over the new bridge zcrosg the harkour, Jo.
they!d rusgied tirough the eity in a mad nanic to catek 2 ferry 4o the obker sids

there they could cateh a bus, -nd 5till raech their destization
H

S e Toil e

aigerable drizzle that drenched the city, they!d bought tickets
ot the mad thet they had thirty minuvtes to wait, cnd then wanicred onto
the whar 11 time watching the patternc of weves in the ses, Zut, sluost
imedictely, the ghoot izmnze of a Doat had berthed alongside the drizzle-irenched
Thorf, and the student and his companion had clambered cboard, brzathing husiky
youns Besrfroct ac they went,

hac they boarded the arparently deserted ferry-soat, then our
c ERG ] zade hingelf

(® X

two eornegtly besieckled young nen had seperated. The ot u
reegonekly eonfortable in & cold and bare navilion on the forward deck, zad hio
rooz nate ted left in a dazed gearch Tor o crew menmber, o Tacsenser, oOF
o the degolate boat,

Mow,a geant few uinutes gince dhe iiitrepid gvudents had Bosrded her,
the bLoat wag moving, Therc was a thrum ond o judler benesth the decing, end
gsomewicre bells clansed, And as the boat wmoved over the bickering waters, the

air grew colder, The student shivered, then reached up o white hani and cleaved
the lenses of ~is fromeless glasges. Very soonm, they begsn to frost over again
Zroa the weenm zir that floated from his »rim little wovth ond his politely
officiots mose, =nd thence into the iey air of the navilion, ;

The otudent stacped igs foot on the decking, ond with cach starp k
wiich he damned his friend, "#here's e got to now?" he thought,
"Tae blanketyblank fool,,.." . i
Ze otcod up ond wranned Rig erme round hig shoulders
getting colder!" And Re walkeld to and fro on the Loards thet
And he rot colder,

o I Emeny eitiie
glimmered like ice,



"T'il go end lock Tor him mrsal?. He thought, end stemped his way
oa to the deck cutside. Nobody wds in sightb. ‘Tz all dircciions was caly the
cold groyness, end he found 1% impossible tu sse beyond the sids of the boat.
The student) fueling coldar all the time, stamped and stumbled
his way aleag hte deck. H8 pago red into eorners, botthis, fhe. 504 pJv1llon,
and into ary nooit nr cranhy .hc could flﬁq, Bt nowhure could ho find his
frignd, nor in his ssascn Aid ho rost ey other scul. And strangest of all,
though he cculd run aloﬁg PGS ekt @l & Asm Diinelie)Sly S Sriuilel et itokalck
an entranca to go insida the beat. It was liko cwnming along the outsida of
a gigentic nodal carvod cut of ~tool, a7
And tho Heet wes situaedy now, a8 tvaough ib hod reached c3lm waters

away from tha storm in tho barbour. Tho thrum aal, juddioxr : from baneath the

decking had chengod te s sorone throb of power es’tha host mada 1ts way
through thoe groy silonl mist.

In dasperatica, the soudent ciimbed the Qua“l ledderz Yo tha bricdge.

Thera, surely, stasone with authority would Lo con duty. With case

bcra of panic, the studen’ scrambled oato thu deck of tho bridge. Hes ran to
the whealhouse, snatched ths door coen and loocked imside. He relaxed, forg-
atting the cold,
; In the whoelhousse was an old m=n, Hs was a very old man, arnd as he
straightened himssglr, ris bonus UTﬁbGSued against the movement, ard hs had to
stand sligatly bent, cunning as Papgin with his wild grey board end long hair.
He was incorgrovsly: d:asssc in 2 neat groy louage suit, parfsciiy -tailored,
but twc or these sizes toc lerze for him. Fis sairt, the, arnd .shoes, natched
the suit and lccked Forsign %o him. & metching ket nmang firom the nserby
handle of the helm. ' '

The oldster stecod his ground and smiled st thh studant.

a

Gl s O Taen . | he e 2idd Yol S NanEd vty
But the student wasn't liztening. He'd just nosized whas: the

oldster keld in one wrinkled head,
The oldste:r gabiled oh. "¥ou yourgars. Alweys.in sihnrryviyor are....
"whu*e d you got thoce?" The ctudsnt barked,
2%? The glasses?" The oldstar clmekled. "They belongad tu s fella
came here before veil. Such 8 nice chap. He lmew why he was hera,.,...no fuss,
no bother. He Just went straight shsad throush +the door... only a few
mimites sgo it wec, He seid hs'd sean you on deck, but o'course it won't be
time for you to go for e while, so we csn havs & nica 1little chat. tieh, long
tima since l had 2 talk t0,..-"
"3top your gebbling, old manl' The siudanl wes &b’ onece angsrel
and frigrtenacd, ‘unﬂ el el - e Rl e ge* thoss glassses? Ther beslonged
to a friend of mine, and I want tc find him,"
Tha oldster held the glassaz up, "These?" he said, and cluckled
gaily. "Oh these novar-got through. Anything artificial like tiese comss
baclk, gloves'and girdles, teeth and +oupuhﬂ, it's all tho same, Thay slways
come right Leck to ms." He winked slyly,. "Nny, sowg psople evin mage os 3
present of their stuff. Sse this suit? Bit big for ze, but T don't mind....
Got it from one of my hest .pesscngsrs. Rich bauker hs wes, back oa Zexrth.
Heh was quite hacpy to pess on, not 'like some people I've had in here,...
. The student wes completely perplexecd. Who wes this old man?
What sort of toat wes this? Who ware the passegpgers who pessed on? Just |
whet the Devil wes heppeaing? His mind was full of un-ansverable questions,
bewildered. Then he remembered his trgining at the University and the anylit-
ical mind he'd been taught to use started working, His natv—l dogmabism
came to help him in this frozen moment when his rationalism was strained, and he
: /sneered
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slightly at the oldster, who still happily rambled on about the passengers who
pessed 1, The student interrupted him by frowning somberly, and clearing his throat
suddenly., "Now look, let's start agein." He paused, then said on one breath;
"T came aboard here with & friend who has disepeared. Now tell me first, who
are you?" :
"iJe? Oh, well, I've so meny nemes, though once upon & time they did cell
me Cheron. O'cource, thet'd be before your time, bub...."
The studert wes quick %o arger. Charon? The son-z0é of Erebus who
carriad the souls across the Styx? Ridiculous! Cbviously ths fallow was 8
cranl!
"And second," he said, "What sort of ferry is this, arywey? Ve should
have reached the other shors minutes ago. And whers are the pessengers?”
"Bh? This is no ferry young men. ‘This is my boat-though it's a little
modernized, but they wented it up to dets-end oh I doa't know. .....And s
for the passengers..." he looked emberrassad, "... thers were only the two
of you. There . +*  ghould hsvs been mors, but...but I don't lmow
' where the rest of them got to. Pluto seid there'd e plenty." The oldster
) stopped and in the silencs, cocked his hesd to ons sids. "Oh dear, listen.
Tha’'s him calling now. Time for you to go, I think..."
“But what the Devil's happening arourd here?”
"[lappening? Oh, but it's routine. Y'see Pluto's got %o btuild up his
army of souls-the Millenium is getting quite closa, yes quite close....So
‘ he decided to modernize my ship and give ma an axecutiva post-yes ma an
executive! Wall} :
"ad we have a...8 little srrangsment yon know, for afterwards.." That
sly look cems end went with a confident wirk."So I get 2s many souls as I
cen for him. This is just & routine {rip, somstimes I get 2 big load. Got
one a while back... off 2 ship, as I recall... Yes, the uariapns - or...no,
'"Twas the ierie Csleste --that wes it. lluamm, And of course we have to chengs
YOUT, » + 8T+ » s body chemistry, I thiuk. That's why you think your so coll, but
vou'll be moras conforteble now in the heet down there. Yes hnm..." He
started suddsnly end looked at tha cold mist outsida. "He's getting angry, and
we're st anothsr porit. You'll have to ‘gonow, young man. Just through thet door
whare your friend went. Go on hurry along now! Got o be ready for those pa..."
Anger raised the blood pressure in the stuaents haad, Ridiculousi
"Lot of nonsensel!" he said, "But if my friend's in there, I'll go end gat him:"
% He wreachad open the door to the interior of the boat., As ha walksd
through to the world insids, somsthing clattered to the floor behind him.
The oldster bent creakingly dowm to pick Thcil up.
"Ohoh,." he sighed with anszilent breath, "I shculd heve rembered. These
spectacles, they salways coms bacg... Euh, aad the tasth too, people are so
unhealthy nowadays." : i

o

Ths ind.




'. | ;
e ~.j§
e, 7
R \ \F
& ‘\ kJ{i“'
2 ; %ﬁ S
\%:%7”’-/;22&442k
g SEOVER : \

By Pat Kesrney.

Films

H Men., A Japasnese movie. Released thru Colunbia. Cert 'X’

The best advice I can give about this i~ 'Don't sse it.'
The plot concerns a radiocactive goo thet invades Tokyo from a deserted
cergo boat. It has the aslightful capability of dissolving humans, and
does Just that on seversl occasions.

All this corn is mixed up with & clip-joint and geng warfare
4 la Japanesa. Directing and diologue sre shocking, although in soma
placaes the photography is spcctacular.

&

-

@
THE CRIMINAL, With Stanley Baker, Sem Wenesmsker, and Moel Willmsn. Coxt 'X! \ "

This will souna hellishly gosh wow, but this movie is faasbulous.

I don't think thet J've enjoysd & crime film sc much since "The Rosring
Twenties", snd "Whita Heat". (I will not cdunt "Psycho" .or. "Macabre" as
crime, as they were more fentasy.)

Stenley Baker plays a »uthless criminsl who pulls a monay grab at
the racecs, end burvies the loot in a field. He gets caught, however, and
put beck in prison, where pressure¢ is put on him,by another gang who heve
members 'inside', to tell where the money is, At flrst he manages to
preveil over his snemles, but........

Everyone takes their parts superbly. Photography, directing, and
diclogue are brillisnt. Tremendous fights, and furious azction. First rate,

The Incomplete Fnchanter. By DeCamp & Pratt. By Pyramin, et 3/6d.(354.)

Gosh Wow! What a boolz! Best bit of fantesy I've read. (No I've nc#
read "Lord of the Rings." My gran'me collared my copy as scon &s I got itl)
Without looking, I think I'm corrsct in saying that this story appeared
in & somewhat different form in Struet & Smith"s "Unknown" in the '40s,

The story concerns & young psychologist who discovers a methed of
transporting himself to different dimensions. He does this, and he lends
in the kingdom of the Nordic Gods, and gets involvad in all sorts of hair
raising and hilarius aaventures. Asecond trip seénds him to the period of
Spencer's "Fasry Queen". Using modarn science like spells, he fighis
aragons, warlocks, snd knights of old. Great stuff, and well worth 3/6a.
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I was twelvae years old when I wes teken on my first Heggis hunt. Until
that time the hunt had been shroudsd in mystery ana the secret whisperings
of the ghillies on my fathers estete dsep in the hesrt of the highlands. Bul
today I wes to become a men, wear breeks, and arrow my own haggis.

My fathers estete wes not overlerge, some ten thousand zcres, cultivated
mainly with haggis grass without which the wild, end as yst untemed haggis
could not exist, It.was, however, ths only tract of lazna left in ths
highlands where the true wild heggis lurked emong the tsll blue-black greass,
ever watchful, ever ready to defend itself from hungry highlsnders, and it's
traditional enemy, the dreaded sporran. '

The greet chase of '938 had almost killed off the trus haggis, which
providad Scotlend with i1t's basic food end clothing - the hair of the
heggis meking up the meterisl for the only genuine kilt. Hed it not been for
my father's forsight in prohibiting the usu of his estate for the great
cheseg there woulu have only remeained the stuffed "Heggis Naturis" which
cen be seen todey in the NaturﬁlﬂMecHlstory Museuvm of Scotlend.

However, this is history and I am digressing. I was awske early on the
morning of the hunt; it wes a perfect dey, & real Highland dey with leaden
skies and the promise of snow. T well remember listening %o the pleintive
cry of the bagpipes es they lazily. circled the tell fir trees near our castle
and smslling the hsather coocking on the farm stoves for the msns' breaskfast.
I drsssed hurriedly, putting on for the first time, the traditional garments
of the haggis hunter and surveysd myself in the mirror. The srmeur plated
kilt, tarten breestplste and stout thigh boots combined to make me much
taller than my three fobt onv inch and I imeginea mysslf alresdy in the chase
closing in full cry on 2 gigentic heggis turned at bay for the last fight. I
could hsar the dsath scre2m as my arrow plurngea into the round black body.

As T stood dreaming my ghillie Angus 0'hkellly came to my chamber snd
kneeling before me handeu over thu ceremcnial heggis alrk with which I would
be blooded efter the kill. "Yoor Mecfsther mecswelts yc the noo in the
meestudy young .iacmester the noo" Angus intoned: in the Geelic. "Aye" I
replied in his own tongue knowing well the pleasure 1t gewe him to hear the
lost mecpatois of the northsrn ghillies,

9



iy father seemed pre-—occupied when I 2rrived at his study but-putting
the perlourmeid down turned to survey his eluest son dn his hunting clothes.
I mist heve buen sstisfactory for. smiling through his sporran skin which he
wore 8s a bueard on ceremonial occecrions, he clappsd ms on the shoulder saying

in hls joculsr wey "e mons a mon for a' thet". iy fether hau meny sayings
like this which he would quots for time to time anc his most wvager listener
was his valet Burns. "Awa wi ye Dafydd " continued my fether mixing my

name as usuel with that of my young brother whom he slweys czlled Llewellyn,
"awa to yon chase" enu picking up the parlourmsid agsin 81gn1f16a.that the
interview was at en end.
Angus was walting for me in the courtyard with my charger. The kelpies
anxious to be away, sireined at their leesshes barking excitadly.
"Gregorlach willie Bech" I shouted the time honoursd hunting cry as I leapt
into the saudle - the hunt was on !

iile efter mile we surged, ocross glens anu burns until, suudenly, came
the cry "wectelly hol!" from 2 dozen Scottish throats 28 the kelpies swerved
into 2 clump of long haggls gress and there, there deep in the gress,
feather defiantly upright, stood a round black bell, my first haggis, looking
for 211 the vworla like 2 Christmas pu.aing 2t bey,

with unstesdy hends I fe2thersa bv bow enu climbeu off my horse,
scvencing slowly until I uould be- sure of the kill., I drew back the string
of my tow taking csreful 2im anu, 88 I uid 82, 2 sheft of sunlight pierced
ths grass throwing up the haggis in sharp relief, It's mysterious blue
eyes were fixed upon me stea&y and unvwevering, full of savage courage and
I knsw, desperstaly, that I could not, would not meke the kill, I dropped
my bow ana walged wsarily away.

Looking bze's over those eighty yesrs I cen still feel thu surge of
gratitude from the heggis »s it followed me like 2 dog from the grass, And
elthough I neves became e men in the eyss of my father snu his ghillles
and I haé to flee over the bordar to unglcnu, my" haggis is still with me,
aever fa2ithful, & cowfort to me in my old age sna I am truly proud . te be.
the owner of the last haggis in the world.

I heve nevar testud real heggis but I cen sit zna onjoy thu synthutlc
haggis prouuced in Scotland for the lost eighty ysears =2nu think back over
my life to thet dEy,.SO l-ong ago, the uey cf thu haggis,

The, End. ;

This first off "Goudy"

Mey be doudy,

But it was my mission _

To create & first adission

For use as crud

Lt's wrdbiinsanle ot alud,

It contains no horror,

To my sorror

So the next . y
¥ill be ext ; o u' 3 ¢
Ra crudse and bluadery :
And shoodery - -

So watch 1t raise your halr,

And sesir

You o

Blou 10
So thair. n
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