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ini § i ‘ sor, the
Pertaining to_the mysterious affairs of The Profes_? : .
fabulous Baby, the strange experience of CGene Williums, &and. .

NVERSIORN

PART ONE #F LYELL CRANE

Tt was kind of & 3var night snyway, there seemed to be &bout
thxee inches of water .n  the dry spotis. Meybe they'd taken the
bottoms out of heaven to be cleaned. Sydney's weather averages
out fairly well, but tonight it was doing some outching upe.

"Sunny Australia be damned!" I mumbled as I struggled into my
reincoat; then there came e greet thumping at the door.

"So you do open doors eventually" it ruttered, clumping sogglily
geross the threshold, dripying mess all over the carpet.

i1 was just going out" I replied bluntly, becausc of nll the
people I would rather net have seen at this time, Gene Wiliiems
was ©11 of them. .

Sure, we'd got along O0.K. years ago; ‘but I'd been away o 1ong
time, and while he still did fairly well for an cging party wolf
when tiie lights were low, he had to be watched at all times or he
might louse up other peoples! affairs.

"I haven't ssen you lately" he ehallenged, by way of getting <the
conversation started.

"That's eorrect" I replied.
"You didn't turn up at the birthdey party the other Saturday" he
continued; "I thought you said you were coming."

I didg't reply to this one, but buttoning up my coat, sat down
to sece if my worst fears were to be renliscd.
They were.

"I hear your car's in dock?" he questioned.

Wfezni" I replied, "headlights on the blink."

UToc bad" he lamented,

I knew northat I'd made a fatal mistake the other week. We'ld ben
scuatting in the A.ubien near my joint at the Cross, sipping et
boiling ecoffee when Baby welked past ocutsides ¥Wow DPaby'!s some
dish. Looks around the 22 years she claims, with thick and spec-
tacular blonde hair, and on hour glass figure and a woy of moving
it that would drag & whistle out of Father Time.

iGawd!" he drooled. "Did you see that?" And it wes here thet I
fox pawed. I let slip that T knew the dame.

T must have been asleep at the switch that morning, because YTe=
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fore the session was over,he had extracted the information thet de
wes the Professor's daughter or niece or sumpin', and that I wisit
ed the 0ld guy several time . a week.,

Well, to get back to the story;it was still making with the cats
and aogs when Gene and I got to the veranda, and knowing him, his
kind offer to drop me off at any place came &s no suprisejalthough
I etill don't know who +tipvasd him off as to who I was visiting
+hat evening.

I looked at himy, at the sky, and at his bomb parked near by.The
ploy wes now in the openy; and the prickly feelings of dillemn
horns were becoming quite noticeable. I'm not usually suspicious
tut I started to wondering if the sudden failure of the headlights
couldn't have been organized. But then while Gene never ceases to
gupric . me, I don't suppose even he could have rigged the weather
100

Just as the ranbling paths end outhouses of the Professor's
joint hoved into hazy view, J. Pluvius turned on all taps &nd ve
c¢ashed for the portico as water poured through the side curtains,
making the front seat quite uninhabiteble.

Fron thr moment Gene laid eyes on Baby's sixty inches of whnistle~
baited formy I could see it was on; fronm Gene's sid: anvway; &al=
though Boeby's opening remarks dempened the atmosphere a little.
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"Don't look now Mr. Williams," she purred, withdrawing her pDaw
from his extended hend shake, "but doesn't it strain youxr eyes
when they stick out like that?"

"Not when they can rest upon such beautiful form" he replied,
without missing a step.

Baby rallied with "I suppose you'd like me for a daughter Ifister
Williams?"

why not?" he replied with a flashing smile; "Then I ceould smadt
your 1little bottomi"

There was & slight pause for station identification after that,
and conversation settled down to the usual banalaties among people
with a stranger present.

Gene hung around for about ten minutes, Just leong encugh o5
make sufficient impresuion, eand then had enough sense to cudlznly
recall & previous engagement,

"Oh, I rust dashl" he sxclaimed, glancing quiciiy «f% his wrist=-
watcn, "I have an cppointment in fifteen minutes."

"?oo bad", answered Baby, the irony showing through faintly.

"Yes, isn't it?" he said brightly. "But even sceing you this
short time has brightened iy =vening."

It's funny cbout womeny even intelligent ones. I'o nmatter how
obvious the flattery, it always gets them. She simpered o 1ittile
and showed hin to the door, ©vut I could feel the nessage forrine.
in my nind.

"o + « don't bring that ck=ractes here again » » o

It's a funny thing about telepatizys Of course Baby and the .To=
fessor could comrunicate aguice raridly and in detoil; as yet ny
own ettenpts were restricted, but wecording to Leby, I wis Tledxwm-
ing rast. She elways claimsd she was 22 and the o©1d buzza:rd wes
75 years old =~ which I'1l adnit they looked. My hunch, however,
woull put them at three times that.

I renmenbered when we first net. I was out in
gnd it was getting dark. She screamed, and I arrived on the scene
in & rush. Ohe'd marched into one of those great bush spider wels
not looking where she was going. I swatted the spider, the old

guy was useless when it cane to that sort of thing, and drove then
both back to the city.

the bueh & was

A Mittle later on it was really pitch black, and I attemptedto
read the time or my watch in the light of o pessing cer. I coulde
n't see a damn thing.

"It1g eighteen past nine" she muttered impntiently after [°d kud
three tries.,

"Huh, how cen you tell?" I asked.

She paused a moment and then replied :
on my watche"

The next ear had the headlipghts up ond I could see quite clearly
Eighteen past nine it indicated on the dial. Punny though, I was
regulating my watch, and T knew it wes thirty five minutes fast.

"I havz o luminous dial




THE PROFESSOR

Later in the evening shc asked the
old guy for a cigarette. It wasstill i
pitch black, and I held out a box s
of matches 1in the darkness of the
sedan. She grabwed the box and
1it up without a fumble; then it
gsuddenly dawned on her what I'd
done just as the mirrored metch
flame from her eyes 1lit up the in-
terior of the cer. Like the Prof=-
essory, her eyes had no distinct
pupils either.

I never said anything to anyone;
the pair of them aivays wore
strongly coloured glasses in pub-
lic and were cereful to hove the
ligrhts on at night when they had
visitors, which was not thet often,
so I figured what was their bus-
iness was their business = Anyway
back to the stosy.

After Gene left we had a slight snack. For an old house buili in
the late Colonial days, the joint was cersainly water=tight. Thie
thundzsr and lightning was b.~inning to fade inte the distance when
the two of us finished our cot'fee, and wandered downstairs to get
on with the experiment,

"Are you sure it will keer going?" the old guy demanded bruskly
look.ng at the miniture pump suspiciocusiy.

Would you pay for it if i+ didn't?" I snapped. "and would I
work Tor nothing if I could help it?"

“He didn't say any more, but turned into tl.e laboratory. I guess
he knew thet the atmosphere of some of his experiments didn't ex-
actly sit well on my stomrsh, end T ha” & habit of getting a bit
edgy et times.

The patient that night was o large dog. Baby administered +the
ancesthetic, and in almost no +time at all the Professor had the
mein arteries out, adaptors fitted, and I joined them to the inlet
and ou . let ports and set the motor going. )

I'm not the squemish type or anything of course. Well, maybe it
wes something I ate, because by the time he had most of the vital
orgens in seperate beakers, I decided that the machinery wesn'! t
likely to quit and wandered off upsteairs.

"How was it?" I asked later on when they joinec me.

"Just so" +the Prof replied.

"Did the pump do alright?" I queried, probably subconciously
expecting a bit of back-scratching for my work. i

"apparently it kept going" he replied ungraciously. Leaving me
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feel n bit flat.

The next time I +turned up at the house I knew the old idiot wos
in one of his impossible moods even before I got inside, de'd
wired the doer handie ~ <here was o spark about two inches long
and I landed half weay acrcss the porch.

Beby's eyes are en attractive sight, but when I finally did get
inside I seemed to detect darkish circles surrocunding them, onc
the old guy eyed me strangelye

"Tf you insist on leaving the door unlocked" he remorked pleas~
ently, '"there's no knowing what will crowl in."

"cut out the comic dialogue", I snapped, "I'm here on business."

"Oh, so this miserable worm wants vulgor money," he sneared .
"Toss him & few coins and send him away."

We sald nothing till he wondered ocut, Inowing that it was use=
less to press him in that sort of moods I Jjust forgot the folding
stuff for the moment and poured myself a cup of tea.

_"Szy, have you seen any*ling of Gene lately?" T rewmarked casudl
"Hle said he was coming around here last Monday."

"yo." she almost whispered it, and it seemed to me she Pecane
& littie paler.

"That's funnylI pressed, "He did mnention he was comingo You
know he hasn't been home for nearly a week."

This time I didn't inngine 4. Sha did turn pole. and clum..ly
tippel over the tea cup onto "he polished rloor.

"what's up?" I asked. "Have a heevy night?"

She d%dn't reply to that one at all. bPut picked herself ouu of
the cheir and +tore straigrht out of the rocr: 04dd, I thought Of

course Baby heas her own peculiarcaties, but evoiding issues st
vsuelly one of them.

"Crazy bunch!® T muttered to myself,,and when neither of Llher
loocked like returning for the moment, I wendered ocut the back to
BUrvVey the storm damege r* the previous week. The fading Autumn
sunlight shone down through the trees and on the ancient stable
doorse I moved closer to get scme of the warmth.

of course the stable wasn't used for its original purpose now.
Lost time I'd %Deen inside it had been full of empty packing oses
from the Professor's crazy machinery, A bit better preserved ond
it would have bocn quite a histerioal edifice; with solid stone
wallsy the erstwhile servants' guarters above, s01id cedar dcuss
rein’orced with hammered iron, and along whe hottom o o o

I suddenly noticed the marks, They weren't visible between the
front gales or across the thick carpet of grass, but Jjust
vhere the leeky guttering.hod stunted the grass, were two impress=
ions = and the Prcfessor didn't have o car.

It wes the work of a moment +tc pry o board locse, and in th
wan light of the fading sun my worst suspicions were confirned.
There it was, Cene’s jalopy, large as life. A1l its leaky tyres
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INVERSION 9

flat, and he hadn't been seen for almcst a week.

I didn't waste any time getting back to the house. Baby with
her back to me was just mopping up the tea as I blundered through
the French windows.

"Where's Gene?" I blurted out. "His car is in the garoge, and
he hasn't been seen for a week!l"

Any hope I had of suprising on answer out of her faded there and
then. She turned her hecd, and stared at me with her jet=black
eyes, unblinkinge.

"So what?" she snarled. I'd never heard Baby talk like this be~
fore, it gave me quite o turne.

"50 the police will be interestedl" I replied, recovering from
my momentary setback.

"So they probably will" she smirked; "and in your part of the
proceedings also.!

"That's e liel" T saide "I've had nothing to do with your damncu
experimentsi"

"Cf course you haven't® she sneered, and no: doubt you have a
gslgned statement to that rffeczt?"

New this slowed me up some. I could see that the gal wasn'tg
fooling; and if anyone thought they'd get ony sctisfaction out of
the o0ld goat cither, then they

heve some learning -to do.

"Remenber, you brought him
here in +the first place® she
continued.
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with eartificial blood circulat-
ed by a very ingenicus pump,the
plieces of which were all b“ought
in oy name. I gradually caimed
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"Is he still in «~ one piece?"
I eskedy, at which she nodded.
"Alime?" I asked, to which she
nodded again.
‘ "Wery?" I asked.
_"on yes, quite alive" she answered, rearranging her blonde heir
with a defient fliok of her head.
. "gut I presume something about him is changed?" I guessed out
OUu,e
"Well, yes, he-does seem to be a little different’ she answered
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vaguely.

Seeing as I was in this up to the eyebrows anywsy, I demanded to
see him. We went downstairs, and Baby led the wsy, around the bun-
dles of untidy junk, packing cases, tubes, reasilstors; coiles = the

whole kaboodle; and in the corner was something which looked like
an old fashioned open type of elevator cage.

“There he is" I said,and stumbled towards him, hand outstretched
in greeting, stimulated more by relief than any spivit of friend-
snip. He tried to rise, and instead of clasping my hand with his

right, he made vague motions with his left, then sat back baffled
on the oouch.

"Whet's up?" I demanded abruptly. '"What the hell have they done
to you?"

*T don't know" he mumbled in an inarticulate sort of manner. "I
feel so =funny, all over."

I did notice something strange about him but couldn't tie it
down for the moment. It was his eyes. Instead of pointing In the
one direction, +they were roving around at random. With a shok I
realised that his thick curly hair was parted on the opposilte
side; but the light finelly dawned when I saw the scoar on his rigit
hand which was the mirror image of the one he had always carried
on his left.

"He seems to have got laterally inverted" volunteered Baby tomy
questioning glance.

"What do you mean ‘seems to have got'!?" I asked, looking suspic~
lovsly at the pseudo=-elevrior ceges "That gadget over there looks
mighty like the Prof's las’” attempt at o time machine.am I Fight?"

'Well ~er- could be . . " she finally managed to set out.

This was & nice kettle.of fish. Here we werc " .th Gene, in fine
heelth; 1living, eating, +talking; in fact doing everything which
one normally manages to do with both sides of the body at onoe.
Hodever, the monent he tried to welk, write, line up his eyes, or
do any of the things which required o different voluntary aotin
from each side of the body. he was lost,

"Something seems to he e gone wrong" rmrbled the Professor as he
entered. I didn't see him come in, because at the mcment I was
looking at Gene's one gold tooth. It was vaguely faxillarp bdbutat
the same time very strange-on the other side of his mouthi like=~
wise the reversed mole on his chinj the wrist~watci: on his right
hand, the figures reversed and the hands going the other ways

['m afraid we argued rather strongly for some time. However,
mich egainst my better judgement as I like to think, we £inally
moved Gene, bed and 2ll, into the machine again. The Professor
adjusted endless dials, ocoils and plugs, and then with hardly eany
werning he plunged home the starting lever.

There was e blinding flash from the back of the apparatus, the
lights suddenly went out, and against the rising whine of the motmwr
generator set out of control, we fumbled our wey out of the noom
Just in time to miss the pieces of bursting armature es it soatter-
ed itself noisily around the room, and out through the lile roof,

(TO BE CONTINUED IN THE NEXT ISSUE) == LYELL CRANE




AN EDITOR SPEAKS ON sCieNCE FICTION (3)
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H.J. CAMPREL

Bucking myself up, I decide to give you rather more fcu yo -
money than I have in the last two columns. Your editor!s bezn at
me all the time for 'at least 2000 words!'. I've Ybeen consigund
ignoring him because it's more trouble to write on sheets of rancr
than an airletter. Still, as a penance, here's the 2000. IZi-me
Leo, not me.

They tell me, too, +that PERHAPS is going to be about science-
fiction and fantasy, not about fans and fandome. I didn't know they
could be seperated, Dbut I stand corrected and try to talk about
f & s-f without having fans peeping between the lines. ( walter
Willis got firmly wedged between the last two lines and I had to
kick him out.) This issue I'll talk about general standardsof
sclence fiction, going on in later columns to deal with particular

facets of the genre. Okay?

There doesn't seem to be any doubt among science fiction fa - er-
readers that there are two types of science fiction, good and bad,
or high and low standard. That word standard is the key to the
situation. As soon as you introduce the concept of standards, you
get right away from the hard, clear facts and move in the re2.lns
of personal opinion. And these realms are fraught with incidentel
factors such as education, hereditary endownment, past experiences
and all sorts of subconcious quirks and teboos and inhibitions and
manias and phobias and, very often, 'isms'.

So I am going to throw away the key and concentrate on the al-
ternative classification of good and bad. Under this scheme one
con pose the question ( of a particular story ) : "Is this good
science filction?" This tactily aossumes that 1f the story is not

ood it must be bad, or at least indifferent. But, = scicrntificly
which more or less means loglcly and sensibly), the above gquestion
is meaningless. Let's take an easier example for a start. I'11
pose the question : "Is smoking good?"
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As it stands. this question cennot be answered. (pecarise it 1is

recningless). It is incemplete. Many pcople couplete it 'n their
own minds and it becomes: "Is smoking good for cigarette : :nufact-
urers?" (The answer is yes.) Or: "Is smoking good for r ple with
congested lungs?" (The answer is no.) Or: "Is smoking g¢ | for the

ordinary man in the street?" (The answer 1s nobody kno.s, but a
good many biassed people think they do.)

It's the old, old prineiple of relativity (well~known long bef=-
ore Einstein, who merely put it in mathematicel form) . Nothing
is good ( or bad } under all circumstances. In other words, there
is no absolute good or bad. This conclusion is not suprising, it
ties in with what we have said about standards, and we see that
the ]‘t-:\%ro modes of classification lead, as they should, to the same
result.

Applying this to science fiction, we come up with the superfic-
ially startling conclusion that there is no such thing as 'good
science fiction. Equally, there is no such thing as 'bad' science
fiction. Try to believe this, for it is true. Once you have
thought around this argument and seen the inherent logic and truih
of it, you will have to recast your assesments of scicnce ficti a
stories in other terms of greater extent than before.

One way of expanding the original question is to ask : "Is tiis
good science fiction for those who have read the stuff fcr yearz?"
The true answer may well be opposite to that for the question: "Is
this good science fiction for mnewcomers to the field?" A story
that is perfect for the old hands ot the gane will haove all sorts
of ideas and situations that wouldn't mean o thing to the tyro.

Maybe you think that science fiction is only gocd when it gives
mﬂxmnun.entertainnent to veterars and rookies alike. Alright. You
are entitled to your opinion, But don't state it as fact or as a
universally eaccepted <tenet; because there are many, including my
self, who disagree - and have every right to disagree without being
lesser or less perceptive or less sensitive or less skilled in app-

reciat;on than you are, simply because we approach the problem with
less biass and prejudice.

There is & vast mass of science fic-
tion, productions of both Britian and
America over the past few yecrs, that is
comnonly referred to @s 'the slush pile
Those who refer to it in such terms
differ from many hundreds of thousams
of people who have peid out ' ther
money for the 1literature contained
therein, and have been perfectly satis-
fied with what they got. So satisfied,
indeed, that they coffer & far biggT
morket to @ publisher than the few thae~
and people who read the kind of scilence
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fiction that is not destined for the slush
pile-

And let's not get snooty about those
people. You can't ignore +them just be-
caugse you went to college and read Shake-
speare. You can't deride them because
they haven't had a background of what yu
call ‘'good litergture!'. You can't, with
sense, scorn them for liking Spicy Stories
instead of (Gelaxy. You can't, 1f you've
any human understanding and cornpassion and
sympathy in you, +try to daw up the supiy
of the only literature they like and under
stand.

Believe me, meny of them are better men
than you are. I've lived with thenm 2ll my'/
life and expect +to go on doing so. I've—
known these 'ignorant! people to have a
far higher sense of decency and the fitness of things and sheer
intrinsic beauty than many of my dignified 'literary' aqueaintences.
As classes of nen, the two are about equal. There are ratin
every cellar, but you don't have to look far to find good wine

t00.

This, you may think, is strange coming from a man who 2as public
ly stated that he is trying to raise the standard of British scigwe
fiction. Let me show you where I stand - and where I went YOU 1o
stand too. I am trying to raise the standard of fietion I prit
eccording to MY standards. I wouldn't for one moment suggest that
my stoandards are the only ones, or the highest or the best. If
enyone else wents to start a ocampaign according to other standards
they have my blessings and good wishes and support. ’ This has
hoppened, anyway, several times. There is o negezine whgse ston-
dard, from my point of view, is lower then Authentic. But it pub-
lishes riy stories, not becausc I need the money, but becguse I
went to play my part in giving the editor o choige of stories. I
think science fiction would be & happier end better thing for its
readers if every author did likewise. They don't. ¥ot British
euthors, anywaye. Not many of then, at least.

Let’s leave me cut of it now. Whet I have been scying is that
science fiction has many facets, and all these facets are capable
of indefinate perrmtation and combination. Each pern'and each con
gives a different standerd. Different, not bette?, in the obsol=-
ute sense. I1'd hate to see science fiction existing in any other
form. We all know quite well what happens when a single standerd
of thought and eppreciation is forced upon  people. 149 el ju§t
o8 bad in literature os it is in life. The tws are not essentia-

11y different.
And don't forget that science fiction in any forn has its oppon-
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ents. There are people who think the whole field is tripe and
wish to stamp it out. Well, so it is tripe.- to them. But _what
do you say about their effrontery in trylpg, by ever so 1ittle,
to take it away from you? Whet do you think of thelir assesent
of you as ignorant, illiterate, sensual cranks?

You would, I anm sure, class them as bigoted snobs. You would, I
think, say that they are so befuddied by the pretty~pratty nmores
of their own little coterie that they have lost the cormion touch.,
They walk with kinks, cannct telk with crowds and have no virtue.

Let us keep such ideas outside the ranks of those who read scilence
fiction.,

Few can doubt that one doy science fiction will, probably very
soon, attoin the status of an accepted literary forn. That ieans
that the self-constituted authorities - reviewers, critics, panp=-
leteers - will begin to discuss and dissect sclence fiction stor=~
ies as routine, not as & daring experiment. Science fiction
authors will be placed in the sane brackets as detective writers,
historical novelists and otnosphere Bpecialists. audations and
belittlements will be taken from the field of the fanzines and
becone the raw naterial of literary wecklies. It nay even be that
censorship in places like Australia will be relaxed so ruch that
it becomes reasonable. When all this hoppens, the gulf between
those artificial categories 'good science fiction! and 'bad scin-
ce fiction'! will be appreciably - but not appreciatively- widened.

But it will not natter very rmch in the 1last analysis, os few
things do,  Dbevause there will always be a far greater marketof
the 'bad' kind than the 'good! kind. This is becouse the massd
people are not interested or influenced in the niceties of tech=
nique end presentation; they are sublimely indifferent to the
hall marks of 'good 1literature!’. They read not as an intel-
ectual exercise -~ they get enough of that trying to live within
their limited means and capabilities - but as an entertainment
For them, good science fiction is science fiction that entertains
them. To hell with gremmar, with culture, with depth, with form
and forrmlal Vhy should +they bother about the subconcious ne=
uroses of +the mean morooned on Mars? Such problems are trivial
compared with the ones they fece a dozen times o doy = ond nights

And who cen say they are wrong, these nillions of ordinary, decent
citizens?

We can only say they differ. And we should agree to differ wit
out any sneaky innuendoes about their education or ignorance, for
thot is the besis of democracy. Let us not turn totalitarion - or
worse., Let us go on remading end loving the kind of science fictimn
we like, while allowing other people their intrinsic right to read
and love a different stenderd, a different style. By all meens
let us act positively and try to boost our own fornm to the el

by lessons and examples. But let us not act negatively and try
to crush down forms that do not please us.
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If eany of yocu are of tho
wooly-minded kind who cannot
cccept coexisting contrasting
zoods, let me give you a
basis on which you night rat-
ionalise a situaticn « You
could arrive at a single, =all
embracing 'gocd! by defining
a science fiction story as
cgood if it fulfiled its func-
tion to the kind of reader it
is aimed at. This way you
can e&pplaud the ‘'literary!
story TDbeczause it is aimed at
the literary reader, and you
can accent the =~ shall we
call it =~ 'action story! be-
ceuse it is aimed at the non-
literary reader. This way
you might not fall into the trap of thinking that literary rcoders
are better people than the other type. They are sirmply better ed-~
ucated, which rarely affects the more fundemental qualities except
by meking thenm more exhibitable.

You see, there is nothing essentially peculiar cbout science-
fiction. Though nany people cherish the pathetic idea <that
they are disciples of a totally unique thing, they are demonstrably
wrong - which makes it & fact that they are wrong. Science fic-
tion obeys and operates under perfectly normal end ordinary 'laws'of
nature and logic. The arguments I have adduced for it can be and
are applied by logicians (i.ec. sensible people} to all manners of
phenomena =~ including other literary forms. That is why it is so
very beneficial to the individual to approach scicnce fiction’ _with
a logical ( i.e. unbiassed ) attitude. It is possible tiien, and only
then , that the individual will use the same sensible approahto
thie problems and decisions of life.

He will aquire a tolerance of other people's ideas - & quality
that, if universelly exhibited, would solve every minor and major
social problem that faces the world today- It is o pity, I think,
that science-fiction, with its inevitable preoccupation with alien
nentalities and future social states, with its belabou;ed a?tem@ts
to reconcile differing standards that will face manikind in_ %ts
space travel age =~ that it should harbour within its ranks of de=-
votees a large number of thoroughly intolerant and biggoted people.
To use the forbidden word -~ we, thec fans should be cmong ?he f{r§t
to afopt the tolerant attitude that rust characterlse_mank}nd ir it
i@ to survive not only its dinternal strife ond Dbickering bgt
also its extra-terrestial problems. That means you, and you and

yOUs )
'Bye nowe F&ﬂ



"Forwarned is Forarmed" - But Not Always. Sometimes the lMessage
Is Forgoiten, And Man Tails To See It, Until It I8 « o o

T IS WRITTE

_BU_
M T IERON=

It is written in the Good Book. «

"And he laid hold of the dragon, that old serpent, which
is the devil, and Sstan, and bound him a thous:d years,
and cast him into the ©bottomless pit, and sa2uit hin ups
and set o seal upon him, that he should deccivc the nat-
ions no more, till the thousand years had been full lled,
and after that he rust be loosed aa 1ittle seasconssscos
And when the thousond years are expired, Satan shall be
loosed out of his prison, ond shall go out and deceive
the nations which are in the four quarters of =he corih,
Gog and Magogy tc gother them to battle, +ne aumbesr of
whon1 ie as the sand of the sea., And they weni up vnon
breadth of the earth, and compassed ‘the camp of
saints about, and the beloved ¢ity : and fire com: d¢ina
from CGod out of Heaven, and devoured them. And ithe aevili
thet deceived then was cast into a lake of firc and
brinstone, where the beast and the false propiizt c-ro  nd
shall be tormented dey and night for ever o9 eve. ¢
And I saw the dead, small and great, stand befcic Col 3
and the books were opened, and another book woe opcued,
which is the book of life : and the dead were judged out
of those things which were written in the books, according
to their works. And the sea gave up the dead whirh were
in 11; and death and hell delivered up the dead wn:ch were
in then : and they were judged every man azsoxd +J to
their works. + . "

R
e

12 and s

REVELATION , Chaepter R0, Verses 2,3,7,8,9,10,12 2

~Q0= =Q= Qe Qe - -

There has heen & thousand years of peace, and row it poace
is threatened by the greed of & nation = greed for ihe Zuad wiich
is ours.

Their war plans lie naked to the watching eyes of our space

16
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stuulons, their mechanical senses watching, recording and relay-
ing all they see from their celestial dais far out in space.
From reports it is clear that before many days have passed war
will be declared, end there can be only one irrevocable out -
come of such a move -~ total and horrifying destruction as never
before dreamed of by human beings.
Why does peace have to be threatened? Why?

For over o thousand years Earth has been a peace~loving planet,
bound together by one common religion, the inevitable comhimtion
of oll past branches of Christianity. How, through one nation's
insane, jeanlous greed it is to be wiped out.

Naturally we are going to fight back. Human nature has not
changed so greatly that our survivel instinct has died. At this
very moment our scientists are prepering a virus so deadly that
immediately its metal shell disintegrates it will spread its
deadly cargo over countless miles in a few moments and  kill
horribvly.

To think that medicine ~ the channel that our good soienﬁists
have worked in these many centuries- should now be turned into a
remorseless murder machine is rather o sickening thought.

17
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Only time will tell which nation will strike first, and that
first strike will be the last. .

The single men of our netion have been formed into one nighty
arny ready to advance, suppress ond toke. over after the virus
has done its horrifying work. Death to whoatever human beings
remaine Such is the mocking irony of the price of freedon.

I and countless others with families have been spared fron this
ghastly nission, the obvious reason being that in most cases shng
le nen hoave no dependents. It is heartless, I know, but who are
we to say?

We are sitting here waiting, watching avidly the shirmering
screens of our +television sets, 1listening %5 the Dbreathless
cormentators giving the progress of hoth sidea.

We have just 1learned that our scientists are in the last stge
of preparing the smell but deadly nissile which will contain the
virus, and it will not be long before it zooms &t incredible vel-
ocity across thec skies to land Somewhere in the enery's territ-
ory. We also learn that the enemy's scientists have likewise
reached the lest stage of preparation.

It is a2 raoe of timel! 'The first hand to press the launching
button will rule the world =~ or what will be left of it Man-
kind, nine own executioneer.

I feel helpless, we all feel helpless.

At any tine now an atonic nissile - a nillion tines riore dest=-
ructive than its anoient counterpart - might explode over our
heads, illuninating the heavens with a gigantic, burning light.
¥y wife is frightened, so is riy son. But who is not?

We three sit huddled together in our dwelling., Silence reigs
Ve are too frightened to allow nere words to form.To give us cai-
fort we think of the teachings of our Christian religion.The
Ressurrection and the life and everlasting peace and happiness
beyond the dreams of this world. And we are praying, too.

Tine passes, and we now see the pictures relayed to us fronm the
-pelescoplc eyes 9f the space stations. We can see a huge laurnch
ing tower protuding from the rugged country of the eneny. Mach=

ines are slowly hauling e huge nissile up the monstrous reng. It
is now half way.

What an awe-inspiring sighti

It is even more fear-inspiring.

My wife and son come closer., My wife's nouth trermbles. At any
nonent she will cry. And my son tries to be a brave little chap.

And now the nissile has reached the top of the tower. All over
the world now people are waiting, weiting. We have been told by
our leaders that these nissiles can travel four times the spced
of sounds We shall neither see or henr it until it detonates &
thousand feet overhead.

How ore we progressing, ve of the Good Nation?

A vhite faced commentator informs us that our scientists are
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not far behind. Thank God.

My wife, unable to bear the nind-wrenching suspense any longer
rushes over ond switches the television off sharplye. She cones
crying into iy arms. My son looks on with downcast, unknowing,
unconphrehending eyes.

It is getting darker now. We are sitting quietly together in
the silence of our darkened room, as perhaps countless other
fonnilies are doing at this nomente. The suspense 1is frightfl
Let it come soon if it is going to comes. And let it be a quick
deaths And nay we, God, 1live in your life hereafter peacefully
and happily. May we?

The roon is nearly pitch black. We three are afrald. Ve are
not cowards, even the bravest of the brave would weaken at the
thought of what will hoppen to us if the eney wins this nad
race of tine.

Why rust peace be threatened, why?

Quite suddenly the air vibrates faintly. My wife looks fear=-
fully into ny eyes, alarned. My son's face nirrors his nother's
fear. Now I can feel the atnosphere vibrating violently. In God-
's nane what is causing this? Has the eneny nissile exploded?

With a shriek the window shatters and collepses in a thousand
fragnents. A gust of burning air rushes through the opening and
scorches ny face, riy hands.

My body groans under o pressure like walls pressing in on a}l
sides. It is becoming hotter in the roorte Drops of perspiratim
trickle down iy burning cheeks.

My wife clings to ne. And ny son cones fearfully over for
protection.

The temperature and pressure are alnost unbearable. What IS
causing this? Can it be the nissile? If so, it shguld heve been
21l over by now. It would be the end of ne, my fonmily and all he
hopes and dreans of nankind.

Perhaps it was faulty, and will not fully detonate. Perhops.

A dazzling brillience illuninates the heavens, gsetting the very

%ky on fire. Its searing heat singes ny hair ond blisters Iy
acee

God, what is it? T rmst find out. I must. Before it is =~ too
late.

I free nyself from ry wife and child and stagger painfully to-
wards the shattered window. The dazziing brilliance increases.

Every step taken seems to rip and tear ooy body horribly. In
agony I shield ny eyes fron the glare, and I stand before the
window. Surely this is the end?

Through near blinded eyes I see a sight I never want to see
ever egain nor ever shall, for I an soon to die.

The whole heavens are ablage with a burning, filery light. Lord,
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it rust be the sun or onother star - it rmust bel Certainly no
hunan being coculd ~=-= ng nuwnn being could ever hove devised a
weapon of such magnitude.

And then, quite suddenly, I laugh. My face cracks and the skin
boils up and burns away. No longer can I gtand, no longer can I
see. Yet I laugh. I laugh because we, the mighty h'umap Razseyshave
been cheated of our suicide, our insane self destruction. Vhat
fools we were not to have known. For this can be none other than
God's doinge The Good Book was right, and God is to have the lsst
laugh on mankind. The end of the world hos come, and lIlan shall
not die of his own hand. The end of mc, my family and of -
everything. . i ) 2

I can no longer sec or feel pain any ii’i_‘or’é"s' . “he light haos bl
ded me. The heat is burning me up. I caniot stand it much longer
4nd the pressure is hard egainst me: It hurts to nove. 1 cannot
II0VECe

I stend now in the full glare of the fiery mass and awalt eog-
erly the end.

My wife sobs for relief,

My son cries out for salvation.

And I 9ink slowly to the floor to die.

BRUCE F. HERON

BEAUTY IIT TIITS IRON AGE

Ry
Philip Jose Farmer

Besuty in this Iron Age must turn
From fluid 1living reinbow shapes to torn
And sootened fregments, ashes in an urn

On whose gray surface runes are traeed by & Horn
Who hopes to weke the Future %o arise d ‘

. In Fhoenix~fashion, and to shine with ravs

To blast the sight of modern man whose dysés

Of selfishness ond lust have stained our doys
With ecid blotches, days that should be white
With Helen's sea~foom breasts, with wheat

of Delrdre_'s heir be rippling, deys whose flight
From Time is hand in hand with Beauty fleet.

Reader, proy that soon this Iron Age
Will crumble, and Beauty eseape the rusting cage.

~ = Philip Jose Farmer
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Gentlemen,

Herewith the final report of the . Research Project
TIFF which, as you know, was started twelve years ago, snortly be-
fore the Spece Stations were turned over to civilian operation.

Preliminary research, carried out under the title of Techniques
for the Investigation under Extra~Terrestial Conditions of Social
Problems in Free Fell, was devoted to the study of the ‘situations
to be expected in free fall and to the changes they would involve
in the 1living habits of the personnel. The problem giving the
greatest concern was that of course in all the hundred odd posit-
ions recorded by the students, the force of gravity was & common
denominator. It was feared that in free fall the absence of this
factor would cause the other two factors to drift apart at the least
provocation, leading to & general state of dissatisfaction ahd frus-
tration cmong the personnel, and to & high rate of employee turn~
ovVer. Indeed, two of these early investigators gave considerable
time and effort to devising & device in which the force of grav-
ity was replaced by a spring. This line of investigation had to
be abandoned when the investigotors were trapped in one of the
devices which was under-damped and went into free oscillation . The
investigntors were rescued only in an advanced state of debilation.

However, subsequent experiments in fleld conditions showed that
many of the fears expressed were groundless, and I am happy to
report +that the second stage of the Project, Techniques In Free
Fall - popularly known as TIFF, has been an unquelified suocess.In
fact it im0y be noted with emphasis that under conditions of free
fall, =a number of techniques are possible which cannot be dup~
licated under terrestial conditions. In addition, any technique
used in free fall requires a degree of co=operation that is greafly
to be desired but which is seldom obtained under surface conditims.

In conclusion, this investigator wishes to toke the opportunity
to tender his resignation. Because of the unqualified success of
the Project, and the many close friends he has formed in the cour
se of his work, he prefers to remain on the Station.

GEORGE O, SMITH
21
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It is with deep regret thet we announce the death of Dr. Alcock,
to whose pioneer work the Research Project TIFF owes SO rmicie I_ie
was, in his passing, one of science's 1llustrious n_mrtyrs, & vie=
tim alike to the inorxorable workings of Newton's Third Law of
Motion and his own- indefatlgoble zedl.

Throughout his period of service in the Research Proj ect eand,
indeed, all hi3 life, he was an enemy of mechanical appllances on
every occosion that such appliances tended to . come DbetweenMan
and his llate ~or, in the Space Stations, when such devices enfor-
ced an unnatural and, at times, undesirable propinouity. "If that
was whaot the Almighty had in mind" he would says "our first an=-
cestor would have been a rubber treel" He did not scorn,however, the
boons, blessings and resources of modern chemistry.,

Tortunately, the partner in his last experinent, =@ Iiss Cphelia
Knultz, survived the disaster +thet corried the great scientistto
that bourne from which no traveller returns = she having the pre-
gsence of nind %to snatch an article of bedrvom furniture, ornamentd
rather than useful on a spacestation, and use it as @& nekeshift
space helnet until the arrival of help.

Dre. Alcock, she tells us, had declared that his own strong right
arn, oided and abetted by his strong left arn, was for superior to
eny contraption of gutta percha and steel springs. From past ex-
perience she had no reason to doubt his assertion. On this ogcas-
ion, however, he acheived a paradox of no rnean order, this being
no less than sirmltoneously in his coming and going. lils 1line of
flight with referrence to the longtudal axis of the Station was
outwards, and, avers Miss Knultz, he rust hove been acceleratingat
at least six gravities when he hit the outer wall., Iis lost des-
perate words, carried back on the tenuous shreds of atimosphere
accompanying hin theough the ragged cop created by his egress into
infinity were = "I've reversed Wewtonl! I've nessed our n=ssesi"

Lunar Redio reports that the corpse of Dr. adlcock, before it
finally foded  fron the screens, was following a trajectory that

rust ultinetely culninete; after o lapse of 93.65873432 years,in
the Centauriazn Systen.

Proud Terra could hope for no better ambassador,
29 A, BERTRAM CIANILER



‘by E B VIN WEEELAHRAR

IURDEROUS VEAPONS OF SCIENCE FICTION ( henmd veriety )

"Smith drew his blaster, aimed quickly and firsd. The rav
bolt of enexrgy struck his enemy emidships. THe buckled and splid
slowly to the floor. The room wag full of the stench of fr
roested flesh o o o "

"Smith drew his autcomatic, aimed quickly and fired. The bullet
struck his enery amidships. He buckled and slid slowly to the
FLOOT o ¢ o oM

Which of the above would you prefer? Either one could be part
of & science fiction epic (or opera), but there is & noticeable

aifference Dbetween them. The use of a "blaster" in the first
paragraph makes possible the addition of an extra line describing
thes condition of +the corpse pfter the affray, and the sstete

S
of %the room afterwards. The second paragrapgh, while less grarhic
s1ill adequately describes the scenee There is no " sicrening-
stench of freshly reoasted flesh ", but the author could have sid,
instead, "the room was full of the atmosphere and contortion of

sudden, vielent death."

Why is it, then, that some people prefer the first to the sec-
ond version? Is it becnuse of the author™s use of the ,weapon
known %to them as the "blaster!? Perhouns these wise and knowledge-
able people think that en s~f story would not have the right at-
mosphere if such a weapon were not used at lenst once during the
course of the narrative. Certainly, most s=f authcrs choose such
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weapons for the murderous use of their characters. It would be
interesting %o know whether these authors have any real reason
for selecting their weapons from the range which includes such
horrifying items as : Blasters, Proton or Neutron Pistols, Flome
Pistols, Heat Rays, Para-Guns, Hypno Bearms, Gonma Guns, and
various other assorted lethol compenions of <that ilk. They could,
just a8 easily, have made o choice from the range that includes:
Needle Guns, Autometics which fire extremely smoll slugs at high
velocity, .45 aAutomatics, and improved model machineguns. Some
authors, though noticeobly few in number, do use weapons from
this latter range. For example : H, Beom Piper, A, Bertram Chan-
dler and L. Ron Hubbord. The majority, however, heave a tendency
to dwell among the first range. Do these = or wculd those = beam
and radiation weapons have any real advantage over projectile
weapons, and, if therdid, would their operatiocn be practical?

People who work in the radlo and electronie field know that a
very large ammount of power rust be used up to produce o rela=
tively small amount of energy suitable for either comrunications
or heating purposes. Now, if & heat ray could, say, produce
enough heat to crisp your foeman's body at fifteen feet,wouldn't
your hand become just a little charred? Remember, if enough heat
were produced at that distance, the heat generated at the barrel
of the weapon would be so many times greater. Any other result
would be in direct contravention of the Iimown laws of physics.

zviz.p]s{e?uently, the heat roy would be o danger to killed and killer
ike

Another point. Authors have cloinmed silent operation of heat
and flanme guns used in their epics. How could they poselbly
have 'silent operation'? If a body can be heated to darn near
incandesence 1in a split second, surely the air around it will
expand and nove away, mnaking way for a violent inrush of cold
alr? The result would be o niniture typhoon swirling around the
charred corpse of the hapless victin. Similar remarks also apply
to the companions in the heat rey range.

Even a blaster or paralysis gun would have a denoralising
effect on the user.  And how is it, that, sometines, spaceship
crews are arned with such advanced weapons and yet  do not
have inter-stellar drive? The latter would present an equally
comparable problerts Let us then assume thot all these objections
will be overcone in the dim, and very diztant future.

Used a8 described in our s-f, just how effective would these
weapons be?

If hit in & vitel spot by a beam, bolt or flame, s man would
most certainly acheive his ocuietus. But, if he were hit else-
where, what then? Would he be killed, stwunsd, kaocked over @
just plain stupified? Or wonld the wild ravening tolt or energy
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simply burn out and destxoy
the victim's nervous sys-
tem networki. in that par-
ticular area, leaving him
s8till on two feet but in-
capable of receiving any
furthur “wmpulses from the
effeeted non-vital area?
Would he then be incapable
¢f returninghisassailant's
fire, and perhaps killing
him? What would be the
penetrating capabilities
of weapons in the beam and
rodiation range? Would
they have instentaneous
penetration of " steel?
Once agains if they diad
have, they would be e~ -
trenely dangerous to all
concerned, unless they were
fortunate enought to be
clothed 1in asbestcs.

What defence could be
used ageinst then?

Well, it is ©possible ,
shat 1f they were count-=-
ered with a similaxr beam of 180' phase difference , they could
be neutrelised. Roy screens or barriers might possibly be devel=-
oped nlong these lines, meening that o battle fought with such
weapons would go in favour of the side capable of developing the
greater power, a concept expoundzd greatly in the works of E.E.

Snithoe

How would projectile weapons compare with those in the beanm

and ray renge?

According to certain military authorities, a man hit anyvhere
with & +45 autonatic pistol ©bullet will go down and stay down.
He would not be capable of returring ihe fire. And it is well to
rerierber that we hnave probably not yet fully realised the poss-
ipilities of the projectile weapons. mone of his paratinme stcr-
ies, author Piper equipped his characters with automatic pistols
which fired 10 grain bullets at extrenely high velocity. These
bullets, although disintegrating on contact, coused instant

death on striking any'part of the body. The theory was that the .
inpact caused instant and violent compression of the blood in
the impacted areas, which, in turn, brought about burst blocd

vessels and heart seizure. The idea behind the weapon appears
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to be feasibleo T4 could also be used without danger to the
user and without harm to innocent bystanders. Such weapons, when
actually developed, should prove, in facts; horribly effective.
Any sane person should acknowledge that such a gun would ©prove
the equal, in killing terms, of eny of the so-~called ray guns.

In "Ullr Uprising"; Piper again ecquipped his charag’cers viith
projectile weaponse. This time the gms fired explosive bull-
ets, an equally and horribly effective idea.

If you have read Chandler's "Frontier Of The Dark", you may
haeve noticed that towards the end certvain characiers did not use
ray guns to shoot dovm an opposing helicopters They used a
machinegun. It seems apparent that this author does nov “Tavalr
the use of ray guns in his stories. For example, the ray guns
quoted in the above story hod o very poor range indeed. A good,
present day automatic would have been far more effectives

Let us hope thot others will profit by the exomple given by he
above authors, and produce more credible fiction by doing s06

As to penetrating powery; o brick wall is no protection from a
modern rifle, noxr is sheet steel, exzluding various types of
armour plate. Possibly the penetrating power of future automatic
pistols wTi ke Lrought uv to this level. A significant incren-

Be ;1Gn accuracy will probably be casincident with this develope
nence.

At this juncture, It should be pointed out that the object of
this article is not to make or set out mles for suthors to
follow, but rather to suggest that they climb up out of their
respective ruts. Do they use blasters because their predecessas
always used then, or have they thought about %the matter and hon-
estly decided on the weapon of their choice? Why not exoriine
the possibilities of other weapons? The field is still wideo

No one will deny that blasters will eventually be developed ,
but aren't they just a 1little out of place in siories dealing
with the colonization of planets in this or any other system?This
is especially true when the characters in these stories are cone=
tinually beset by grove power situetions tha® continually en=
denger their planetary footholds. If those same characters  had
blasters, it then follows that they would have super-efficient -

power~supplies and could not possitly heve any “uel or other
power difficulties, Renmenber, even o hond blaster would need

killowatts, and,subsequently, the universe would be theirs for
e few pounds of fuel.

So come on nen, pound the keys, but let's have some originality
eh?

KEVIN WHEELAHAN
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(With Additional_ Notes. ] ~

Thiz bibliography includes, apart from any inadvertant omiss-
ions, all of Howard's fantasy stories and verse, save that
such fragments of verse ag he put at the ©Dveginnings of cer-
tain chaopters of his stories are not included. Numerous 'western'
end ‘adventure! stories were written oy Howerd, of course,but
these are notv 1listed; save [or those tales which appeared in
Oriental Storieg, Magic Carpet and Golden Fleece.

I have not compiled separote 1lists of the Solcmon Kane, Bran
Mok HMarn, and King EKull series, as I am net sure off all the
titles of which these were made up-

THCMAS G.L. COCKROFT,; Moy 30thi 1933

ARTICLEIS AT D ET Co ABOUT HOWARD

A Dbrief obituary by Farnsworth Vs g*u appew;ed in The Eyrie,
Weird Teles, Aug.=Sept; 1936. The local paper of Cross Plams,
Texas (where Howard had his homn), published an obituary, aomp-
arently on the day of Howard's denth. Juns lith; 1936.

Appreciations of Howard by H.P. Lovecraft, 0tis. A.Kline,
E. Hoffman Price end Jack Biyne (thon cditor of Arscay) appeared

in Fentasy Mocazine for Sepiember 1936. The Lovecialt essay was
reprlnted in "SKULL FACE AND OTHERS'.

A long article by E. Hoffman Price sppeared in The Ghost Ho,3
May, 1945 : "Robert Ervin Howard". Chapter 2 of The BooX O of The
Dead ( @ series of articles by Price on departed Iriends)s. Tnis-
is substantially the sems as Price's essay 1n"SKQLL FAQE AND
OTHERS", but some edditional material is appended, 1n91ud1ng-an
autobiographical note by Howard, written by Howard in 1931. A

R




28 PR RHAPS

brief essay ( 1,200 words ) by Price appecred in Diablerie, c.
1944 (Definate da.‘be and title unknown 1o MEoooZa)s Two other
pieces by Price are Reminiscennes g_fgg"r_)gvi Ea. Hoverd, from o
Jletter to H.P. LoveoTalt, une 8bir: 1960, ond Furihur Reminig-

ences of Poberi E. Howard, fLfrom o Jei’m' toc Francis T. Laney,

July 22nd; 1944 -==- THesc were published together in The acolyte
wWinter, 1945, A letter frem Price., referyving mainly to Howard,
was published in The Acolyic. Fali, 19435,

BOOKS BY ROBERT Fo HOWARD L

SKULL. FACE AND OTHERS. Arkham House, Sauk City, Wizconsin, 1946.
475 : xxvi pep. Black cloth, 9% x 6¢in. CONTENTS : Foreward, by
fuguet Derleth; Which Will Scarcely ]ie_ Understood, Robert E.
Howards; A Memoriam, H.P. Lovecraft A Memocy Of Robert E.
Howord, E. Hoffmen Price; Wol:t‘shPa.d, The _lxl_ac]_t Stone, The
[orror From The Mound, The Cairn On The Headlar*d" Black Canaan,

The Fire Of 4Asshurbanivol, A4 Mon Eating J'eonara" “Skull-face,

borian Worms Cf The Ear Earth, The Valiey Of The Worm,
& In The Agtars. Ra. ttle Of Bones, The Hills Of The Dead,

8 In The Nf%  Shadov Kingdoms Tne Mirrors Of Tuzan
Ig‘%n_ ings e N s The Phoenix On The Sweord, The Scariet
Citadel, The Tower. O

e EIepheLn‘E. Rogues In The House, Shadows
in Z__g:_nSouT'a, Lines Written In The Realization %&‘t I’_l\iuét Di€s

(Note : A Man Eating Jeovard, vwhich appeared originallyin
cowboy Stories, June 1936, 13 a "western", so does not appear
in the alphabetical listing of stories,)

CONAN THE CONQ,UERO‘Ro Gnome Press, New York, 1950 255 peps
Red cloth, 8% x 5gin. CONTENTS : Introduction, by John Ds
Clark, Ph. D; and the ncvsl The Hour Cf The Dragon, retitled as
Conon The Conquexor.

THE SWORD OF CONAN. Gnome Pregs, New ¥ork, 1952, 251 pabe

Red cloth, &g x 5gin.,  COMTENTS The Pecnle Of The Black
Qu,;i:le, T’me Slltherlnp Shadow, The Dogl Gf The BlLock ORes , Red
Hails. £

KING CONAN. Gnome Press, New Yori, 1953, 255 pep. Red
cloth, 8% x 53in. CONTENTS : Iptroducticn, by L. Sprague de
comp; Jewels Of The Gwahlur, Beyvond The Biack River, The Treasire
Of Trenicos, The Phoemix On The Sword, whe Scarlet Citadels

==

CONAN THE WARRIOR. Gnome Press, New York. ( EDITOR!S NOIEe..
A8 *this issue goes to press we recelver news of o forthconing
book fron Gnone Press, titled cither COSANIIE WARRIOR or THE
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COMING COF CONAW; a bit of confusion seems to have arisen. The
de‘billl:’i of this bock, together with anclhier recentiv discovered
verl: "In The Forest Of Villefere", and any other new data that
ooy hove turned up in the neantime, will be given in the next
:-LS;SU.Q of PERIIAPS e 00000000 -T}le Edito.‘:‘a)

The lost three books cre in the “Conan The Borbeorian" series ,
\.vhlch include the following as yet unpublished=in~book=Form stores
in the following sequence :

The lover uf The Elephent, Regues In Ihe House,  Lueen oiThe
plack Comst, Black Cclossus, wscnadows [In Tne Moonlisiit, A Witch
Shall Ee Torn, ohadaows in cemboulas nhc Devii In ivsn, (The God
In The Bowl end The frost Gianiin Daughier fi+ in  omong these

eight, but their exact po3 13 are nct known to me, though I
fancy that The God In The Iowi should come first Te.C.)! ,then 7oll-
cw the storfes includcd “m WLl STOND OF COW., KING  COHAN
and GOl LI COMQUELCR. rroscent plans Iaticate ol Gnone Press
will publici: the reosining Conon toles fa one voiunme ( See KOTE..
The Editor.), and that *this will te foilowed by enother bock, or
books, of stories Dy Howard, iacliuding the Tictionzl history, THE
LDYBOREAL AGE.

The cyclostyled booklet, The IIvoorean Age, 22 plus xii pages,
published in 1938 as a memorial o Howard by LANY (T.os Angeles-
N¥ewr York) Co-operative Publications, contains the title essay,
dedication, introduction, 4 Protahle Ouiline Of Conan's Career,
v P. Schuyler Miller and Johil D. Clalks fn.D., ond o map of te
world of Conan's time. A gimilar mey oppecrs on the end papss
of ‘the four Gnome Press volumes,

o

FAUTASY TALES or ROBERT B
=000~ =000~ FOWAR D

ALMURIC Weird Tales, Mey, June= July
and August 1939 (5 part sersl

BEYOND TEE ELACK RIVER Weird Tales, lay and Junel935
{ 2 oort serial.)

BLACK CANAAN Weird Tales, sune 1936,

ELACK COLO0SSUS Wrird Tales, June 1933.

BLACK HOULD OF DEATH Weird Toles, November 1936.

THE RLACK STONE Vieird Tules, November 1931.

WGRIM DTZATH", anthology, nede
NSLEE? WO MORE", cnthology; 1944
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THE BLACK STRANGER

EBLACK VULMerA'S DAUGHTER

THE BLONTE GODDESS OF RBAL~SAGOTH
THE BLOOD OF BELSHAZZAR

THE CAIRN ON THE HEADLAND

THE CHALLENGE FROM BEYOND

( In
Ae Merritt’ He. Po

Lovecraft,

THE CHILDREN OF THE NIGHT
CONAN THE CONQUEROR

THE DARK MAN

DEVIL IN IRON

Ml NO GRAVE

DREAM SRAKE

FEARSOME TOUCH OF IEATH
FIRE OF ASSHURBANIPATL
FOOTFALLS WITHIN
FROST GIANT'S DAUGHTER
GARTEN OF TFEAR

DIG

GATES OF EMPIRE
THE GOD ON THE BOWL

THE GODS OF BAL~SAGOTH

GODS OF THE NORTH
THE GRISLY IIORROR
THE HAUNTER OF THE RING
ITAVKS OF OUTREMMER

THE HILLS OF THE DEAD

THE HORROR FROM THE MOUND
THE HOUR OF THE DRAGON

THHE HYBOREAN AGE

( The
in "King

Fansasyy February 1953.
Ireasure Of Tranicos
Conan".

Golden Fleece, November 1938,
(see THE GODS OF BAL-SAGOTH.)
Oriental Stories, August 1931,
Strange Tales, January 1933.
Avon Santasy Reader,;Mo.7,1948.
colloboration with C.L. Moore
and Frank Belknap Longs Jnrs §
Fantosy Magazine, Septembexl93d
"EREYOID T WALl OF SLEEP" by
H,P, Lovecraft, Arkham House,
1943,
Weird
( see
WVeind
Weird
Weird
Weird
Welrd
Weird
Weird

Tales, April 1931.

THE HOUR OF THI DRAGON.)
Tales,; December 1931.
Tales, August 1934.
Talesy Yebruary 1937.
Tales, Tebrunry 1928,
Tales, February 1930.
Tales, December 1936.
Tales, Septcmber 1931,

Marvel Tales, July=august 1934
"THE GARDEN OF FBEAR". booklet,
1945.

Golden Tleece, January 1939,
Space Science T'iction, Septem-
ber 1952, (BeR«Eo 10,1}
Weird Tales, October 1931,
Avon T.R. No,12, 1950. (o8 The
Blonde Goddess Of Bal~-Sagoths)
The TFantasy Fan, March 1934,
Weird Tales, TFebruary 1934.
Weird Tales. June 1934,
Orien*al Stories, April- Moy ¥y
June 1951,

Veird Tales, sugnst 1930,
VWeird Tales, lay 1932.

Weird Toles, Docember 1935
Janvary, TFebruary, MNarch. Ap-
ril 1936. ( 5 part seriale)
Published in book form 1950 by

Gnome Press under the title
"CONAN THE CONQUEROR."
Serialization begun, but not

completed, in The Pantographs
ce 1937. Published in booklet
form, 1938, by LANY Co=~operat-
ive Publichers.
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THE HYENA Weird Tales, Morch 1928.

JEVIELS OF THEL GWAHLUR Weird Talecs,; March 1935.

KINGS OF THE NIGHT Weird Tales,; November 193C.

THE LION OF TIBERIAS Magic Carvet, July 1933.

LORD OF SAMARCAND Oriental Stories, Spring 1932.

THE LOST RACE Weird Talesg, Janmiary 1927.

THE IMAN ON THE GROUND WVeird Tales, July 1933,

THE IMIRRORS OF TUZAW THUNE Weivd Tales, September 1929,
Lovon =R, Nc.2, 1947,

THE MOOW OI - SKULLS Weixd Malesy; June and July,
1930, { 2=Part serial.)

OLD GARFLILD!S HEART Weird Tnlesy December 1933,

THE PEOPLE OF THE BLACK CIRCLE Weird Teles,; Sepitcmber, Oct~
oher and November 1934. (3-Pte.

serial.)
FEOPLE OI" TIIE DARK Strange Tales, June 1932.
PHOENIX ON THE SWORD Weind Tales; December 1932,
PIGEONS IFROM HELL Weird Tanles,; My 1938.
THE POCL OF THE ELACK OIhE Waird Tales, Cotcwner 1933,
QUEEN OF THE BLACK COAST Welrd Tnlcs, May 1934.

Avon Fer,, H0:8, 1918,
RATTLE OF BOTES Wzird Tales, June 1920,

KED BLADES OI" BLACK CATHAY (1’1 collavoration with T. Ca Smi"ch.)
Oriental Stories, February and
March 1932 .

RED NaILS Weird Tales, July, August=Sep=
tember and October 1936. (3
port serinl.)

PED SHADOWS Weird Tales, August 1928,

ROGUES IN THE HOUSE Weird Tales, January 1934.

SEA CURSE Veird Talesy lMay 1928,

THE SCARLET CITADEL Weird Tales, January 1933,

SHADOWS IN THE MOOWLIGHT . Weird Tales, April 1934.

SHADOWS IN ZAMBOULA Weird Tales, November 1935.

THE SHADOW KINGDOM Weird Teles,; august 1929,

THE SHADOW OF THE VULTURE Mogic Carpet, January 1934.

SKULL~FACE Veird Tales, Octoher, Novemb-
er and December 1929, (3=Part
scrials)

Tamous TFentactic Mysteries,Dec-
empar 1952,

SKULLS I¥ THE STARS Weird Toles, Januery 1929,

THE STLITHERING SIADOW Weird Toles, Scriember 1933,

THE SOWERS OF THUMDER Orientnl Storiea, Winter 1932,

SPEAR AND FANG Veird Tales, July 1925,

TEMPTRESS OF THE TOWER OF TORTURE AlD SIN (§$E)THE VOICE OI"' EX~
Lol

THE THING ON THE ROOF Welrd Toles; TFebruary 1932

A THUNIDER OI' TRUMPETS (in collabevaiion with F. Temple Torb
Weird Tales, September 1938.
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THE TOWER OF THE ELEPHANT Weird Tales, March 1933,

THE TREASURE OF TRANICOS Fantasy, February 1953. ( As
THE BLACK STRAWNGER. )

THE VALLEY O THE LOST Unpublished,

THE VALLE¥Y OF THE VORE Weird Tales, February 1934,

THE VOICE OF EL=LIL Crieuntal Stories,; October and

Tovember 19300

Lvon =R; Ho.l4y 195C. (a3 TEMP-
TRESS OfF T TOWER O TORTURE
AHD S(F.)

WIRGS IN THE NIGHT Velrd Teles, July 1932

THE WITCH TROM HELL'S KIiTCHEW 4von F=R; W0,.18. {Originol tit-
ie was THE HOUSE O ALADBIT.}

A VITCH SHALL BE BORN Weird Tales, December 19354,

Avon F=R; N0.1Q,; 1949,
VITH A SET OF RATTLESNAKE RATTLES iProse~poem?) Leaves 1, 1937.
WOLFSHEAD Weird Tales, April 1OR6.
VORI OF THE EARTH Weird Tales, Hovenber 1032,
Weird Tnles, Oc¢tober 1939,
WEEEP 03 TIIE LIGH1S"ganthologs
Node

Temous Tantastic Mysteries,.Jun.'d

VERSE BY ROBERT E. IHOWARD :

(';‘he porenthesized symbol DM after the title off the peen
indicetes that it appeers in the anthology DARK OF THE 1M00J
POEM3 OF FANTASY AND THE MACABRE, edited by August Derieth, ond
published by Arkhan Eousc, 1947, )

ALWAYS COMES EVENING Stirring Science Stories, Feb=
Tuary 1941,
ARKHAM (mr} Weird Toles, August 1922,
AUTUIN Welrd Talcs, April 1933,
BARTL {VOI(ES OF THE NIGE!L) The Fantasy Fan; Jaauary 1935.
BLACK CHANT IMEERIAL Welxd Tedes, Sentenber 1930,
CRETL WVeird Tales, Fcbruary 1929,
TEAD MAN'S HATE Weird Tales, Januery 1930.
TESERT DAV Weird Taleg, Lurch 1939,
THE DREAHM AWD THE SHADOW Weird Teles, September 1937,
EASTER ISLAND Weird Tales, Deccmber 1938.
FORBIDIEN MAGIC Welird Tales, Juiyv 1929,
FRAGMENT Veird Teles, December 1937,
FUTILITY (103 Weird Tales, November 1937
THE GATES OF NINEVAH Weird Tales, July 1933,
THE GHOST KINGS (o) Weilrd Tales; Decembher 1938.
THE HARP OF ALFRED (D) Weird Tales, September 1928,
HAINTING COLUMNS Weird Tales, Fehruary 1938,

THE KING AND THE OAK (1) Weird Tales, February 1939,
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THE: LAST. DAY Weird Tales, March 1932.
THIT LAST HOUR (D) Weird Tales, June 1938,

LINES WRITTEN IN THE REALIZATION
(DM} THAT I MUST DIE Weird Teles, Augustrnl938.

MOONLIGHT ON A SKULL Weird Tales, IMay 1933.
MOON MOCKERY (DM) Weird Toles, April 1929.

THE OPEN WINLOW Weird Tales, September 1932.
THE POETS Weird Tales, lMarch 1938,
RECOMPEISE (Dr1) Weird Tales, November 1938.
REMEMBRENCE Weird Tales, April 1928.

THE RIDE OF FALUME Weird Teles, October 1927.
THEVRIDERS OF BABYLON Weird Tales, January 1928.
SHADOWS GN THE ROAD Weird Tales, Hoy 1930.

SHIPS Weird Tales, July 1938.

(DM{ Weird Tales, April 1633.
SOLOMON KANE'S HOMECOMING (DI Fanciful Telcs, Fall 1936.
THE SONG OF THE BATS Weird Tales, Moy 1927.
TEE SONG O THIE IAD MINSTRIL Weird Tales, February-llarchl®9ad
A SONG OUT OF IMIDIAMN Weird Tales, April 1930.
THE SOUL-BATER Weird Teles, August 1937.
VOICES OF THE NIGHT (see THE VOICES WAKEN MEMORY and BABFL.)
THE VOICES WAKEN IMEMORY (VOICES OF THE NIGHT - 1)

The Fontasy Fan, Septemberl934.

WHICH WILL SCARCELY BE UNDERSTOOD Weird Tales, October 1937,

THE SIKGER IN THRE MIST

DON TUCK!'S FMONUHEHTAL PRODUCTIOL
"A HANDRCOX OF SCIENCE FICTION AUD =~ FAMTASTY

This immense volume, comprising many years! work and arduous
rewriting,is the biggest publishing venture to be underteken
in Australian faandom in the last fifteen years. To ccompare it
to Don Day's INDEX TO THE SCIENCE FICTION MAGAZINES wouldn't
be far out! ONE HUNDRED IULL FOCLSCAP PAGES, PRINTED COVER,
TULLY, PROFESSTIONALLY BOUND! All the details on authours,
magezines, stories, books, series-tilles -~ the lotl The price
of this volume will be around 12/6 when published, sc write

to the Victorian agent, your editor; at the editorial address,
for full particulars. 4ny questioma you'd like tc ask - ask them!



R ANZINE

To put it out or not, = thot is the question =--
Whether 'tis better for the ego to suffer

The pangs and torment of being an LNI,

Or to toke the mimeo against a host of troubles,
And by printing a fanzine, end then?

To print....to Pubeces

¥o nore, or to pub to say we end . _
This suffering ego ond & thousand natural 1114

It is heir to. 'Tis a consumation

Devoutly to be wishedl

To print, to pub, to turn the handle,

Perchance to foull Ayey there's the rub,

For in that dark monment what agonies noay cone
When we have halfe-printed the fonzine,

¥ust give us pouse. There!s the respect

That nakes a fanzine sugh o cruddy thing.

For who would bear the looks of disgust from

The BY¥F at our side, or the reviewing pro;

The pangs of hope deferredy; kind sleep's delay;
The insolence of pity, and the spurns,

The patient fanwed nekes vhile turning the handle
When he himself his quietus rake

For one thin dine = or twe? Vho would fardels bear
To croon the misic of -&ar fast nineo?

But that the dread of something lecdged within

The paper=cetch of the trusty ABDick,

Fron whose pangs no nind at ease returhs,

Puzzles the will, and nmakes it raother bear

The ills it has, thon fly to others that it knows not of.
Thus fanzines do moke cowards of us all,

And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of fear:

And mony o fan, whose courage seeks the nineo,
With this regard his footsteps turn away,

Scared at the nane of TFANZINE!

By

BOB s STEWART
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Editing a fonzine 1s much like teking a ticket in the local
lottery or putting your shirt on The Tip on Saturday - at least
from cur point of view. The odds are just as gocd =~ or bad =
and the rewards just es appealing. The difference is that plac-
ing a bet requires just that much work - editing and putting to-
gether e fanzine is another matter entirely. It is great fun, 1t
is = at times = demned frustrating, end at times it is dishearten-
ing. Launching o new magozine into the whirling cesspool of some
hundred=odd titles is a hazard comparable to leunching & new gpo-
mag into the swelling tide, but ~ alag = not so profitable.

The fan ceditors have Dbecomne accustomed to their losses over
the pest years, being mostly willing to dismiss them with &
shrug as part of their hobby. T'ar be it thern for us to go con~
trary to the rule =~ wunless, that is, the 1losses per issue run
up into the itwo figure mark againe. And we don't mean pencel

(Ycents" to our cousins acress the water.)

It 1s; then, with a mixture of regret mnd moybe just a little
disappointment +that we announce thot in future = for the time
being, ot least = the printed covers will be discontinued. The
reason for this step is meinly to cut down the lcsses to a rets
sonoble level (contrary to an idea popular among scme Aussie
smeeds ‘that amateur publishing is @ "business" and should De
treated as such) and to be able to afford = little more finance
for other needy items. First on this list is paper. Future smioe
willsee the introduction of o fir heavier peper ond will jnprove
greatly the reproduction of both criwork and printing,

We'lve got other problems - we adnit then ~ but we're trying to
lick the lot so stick with us. : X

Ag it is, PERHAPS is now back on & steady schedule againg afier
on unfortunate setback, and we trust you will lend your support
end encourescgement as you have in the past. ]

Cine thizghas not changed, ond that is our policy. We stillwmt
only the best ameteur fiction and intelligent = or hunourous- ar=
ticles. A look over this issue should give you an idea whot wele
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after in that respect. About the only fictlon we'lre rea.l]_.y viante
ing at the present is the well=written of f=trail stoz.'y '.lee.Bruce
Heron's yorn in this issue. Incidentolly, we'd be nighty interas
ested to hear your opinions on this onc. Controversial isn't in
1+ herel "It Is Written" is +that type ot yern that will eltherli
you with an impact that elmost steggers you, and nakes you say,WoW
WHAT A YARH! or it will sound like absurd crud to others. Welre
hoppy to say we are in the former category. Weld still 1like to gee
your letters though.

And as this will be the last editorial to be featured, we'd like
to take {this opportunity to say good=bye, Wetll still hong arounc
in the letter colwurm, but as of now this so=coiled editoriasl tdes
up veluable space that could be filled with o story= or cven sSone
cartoons.

Be watching for us next t ime round. L.J.Ih
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A D v B R T i S ¥ I K T :

what dis the world's largest fon organization ?
what is the service that offers more for less than any othe:

what is the name of the only fan service run by fans?

OPERATION

F ABT A ST
~ of coursel

IF you have @ yen to get hold of some of those fatulows American

science fiction and fentesy magazines; IF you would like to receiv:
any or alli of them regularly; IF you weuld like to receive the

worlds' leading printed fenzine, "Operation Fantast", together witl
regular newsletters telling you all %he latest in the world of s=f

- then OPERATION FANTAST is your logical answer. ind, remember s+

"O,F" is_the cheapesi-to-ioin fanclubh in the worldl

s 01 i e s P i 5 - e b

Contect := Dovid Cohen, box 4940, G.P.0, Sydney, F.S.W., official
australian representative, for full details, free of charges
YOU ARE UNDER NO OBLIGATION? WRITE TODAY!
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A WORD ON THE "WITCH HUNTERS"

Wolter A. Willis

PERHAPS errived today, postmarked 6th i
July; they must have just cast it adrif% f‘fﬁyé %g}c‘%{:? e Sl

I hope no one will be offended if & say it's & hell of o lot
better thé?.n I expected. For this long time past I've bech inclin-
ed to write off Australian fendom, partly because keeping
abreast of two fandoms is quite enough for anyone, parily be-
cause of the stultifying delay in the mnils, but mainly because
I'd never seen anything really worih while come out of Antipodes.
Stone's ncwsletters ( even though he doesn't oppreciate HYPHEN!)
and now PEI_{}LAPS mokes me hope I've been wrong. I sSpecially liked
the portralt of Sydney, I WENT TO IESERT ROCK, and practically
oll the non-filction.

Abhout Dard's article. I'd appreciate it if you'd give nme the
space to point out that I didn't soy what Dard says I dide In
fact I don't think I was even reported in FANTASY TIMES as say=
ing ity though the FT account was inaccurate enough. Dard!s
nisquotation of a misquotation wouldn't have really annoyed ne
except that he implies I an in favour of censorship, which I
consider a deadly insult. I an in favour of censorship as
rmch as Dord is in favour of the Austrolion Customs Authorities.
What happened was that in Los Angeles I held a sort cf Pres
Conference at which I answered several dozen questicns on sub=
jects ranging from the British National Health Service tolee
Hoffrian's physiogonoriy. (Incidentally I was in favour of both)
Two of then involved L. Ron Hubbord and the answers seen to have
got mixed upe I said (1) in answer to a question about differ=-
ences in reading tastes on opposite sides of the atlantic, that
British fens were riore leftewing in outlook and preferred_ the
liberal Eric Frank Russell humanistic type story than tpqtvmﬂten
by outhors like Hubbard, Fyfe and Piper and that (2) British fus
did not fall for dianetics partly because of a distrust of L.
Ron Hubbard and &ll his works. I still think both stateu?nts were
quite true. If sone English fan now writes to conplaln_thaq
everyone he.lknows in English fandon is a estounch Conserveative Id
like to anticipate hic by pointing out that thls.was o year &go
and at thot tine four out of five British fan editors were tony
knowiedge adherents to the Labour Party. (X don't know about the

newer faneds yets)

I needn't flog the dead horse of dianetics at this stagte. 4as
for the 1literary questlon, of course I never mpl:_.ed that an
outhor's work should be judeed by his politicol opinions. Howev=
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er it is legitinmate to take the political opinions @nto account
if they are injected into the story. Hubbard's earlier work was
readoble, Lf not distinguisheds. 1In fact he wrote at least two
stories I occasionally re-read with pleasures But his later work
is not only poorly written, but nauseatingly plnged with the
parancvia, sadism, worship of violence, racial intolerance, and
81?2 the other symptons of the disease of the nind known s
faolsn. I don't think it is unreasonable to object to a storyon
these grounds. If Hubbard starts writing good stories agaiQI
shall read then with pleasure. If he doesn't I still won't bein
favour of eensoring then, though I hope to be allowed to con=
tinue to critieise then without being accused from Western Aust-
ralia as helping to push the world into & "dark age of Censor=
ghip and suppression."

WeA W

- - - AND A _EEPLY

s =2

Roger Dard

As assistont editor to PERHAPS, 1t was my privilage to read,
prior to publication, the above letter from Mr. Willis of Horth~
ern Ireland. I am o little suprised to find thot Mr.willis takes
exception to & comment of nine concerning hin in my article in
the previous issue of PERHAPS.

Let ne assue MNMr. Willis here and now, that I have never hel-
ieved, nor do so now, that MMr. Willis favours censorship; and
if ny remarks in iy article tended to give the impression that
he does, then it was purely unintentional on oy part, and I con
only hope that Mr. Willis has suffered no embarrasment as a res=
ulte. If this were the only issue at stake, I presune that this
gssurance on ny part, that no nalice was intended 4%owards Mp
Willis, would be sufficient answer to his letter. However, Mr.

Willis raises e nuober of contentious points, which, I think
requlre a rebuttal fron ne.

To his cormplaint of being mnisquoted by FANTASY TIMES, I can
only mwke the obvious reply that this is no fault of nine. To his
corplaint, however, thot I nisquoted hin, wupon checking oy art
icle, I see that oy aquote attributed to Mr. Willis the statenent
that os a left=winger he "heartily disliked writers like Hubbard!
Now it is rather iInteresting to note, that in his 1letter IMr.
Willis tokes great care to inforn us that he is a left-winger ond
dislike; Ron Hubbard; hence it appears that even if I " nisquoted
g nisguotation" as Mres Willis alleges, the facts were correct
nevertheless! Thus I fail to see the couse for Mr. Willis's ang=
€T T would like to emphasize that nelther the politics of Mr.
Willis, nor eny other fan are oy concerns (Indeed, the bone of
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confeniion inIv orticle was m onjection to Hubvard's slleged
P eing used as & reason for attacking his litemry
works . ) Party politics nave no bearing cn censorship., People of
2ll shades of political beliefs dpprové of censoiship; converse=
1y, peoples of all shades of political beldefs disapprove of cen-
59?Shlpe A3 an exapple : vwhen the Perth Tfans riet in June of
tiiis year, and unoninously pessed a vo%e of confidence in e for
iy fight to gain intelluctual freedom for Auctralian fans,; the
Tans voting for this resoltion renged Lron o wealthy and ruche
travelled businessmon who is an uléra~conservative, %c a postal
clerk who 1s much nore left-wing than ¥r, Willis! TIf Hubbard is
ta sadistic facist" I will hold no brief for thiz writer, for T
#2n ossure lMre Willis that I loathe facism just as rmch a8 hes,
However, I am not convinged that Mr. Willis'!s views on L. Ron
Hubtard are correct,

Contrary to what Mr. Willis seers to believe, miy oarticle was
WOT ained at hin. It was an attiack on cengorshiv in generei, not
an attack on Mr, Willis. T cuennot belicve <1nat any Intelligent
person reading "Witch Hunters Of The Atonic Age' could possibly
rniscorsbrue it as an aftock on Iire Willie, In developing =y
theme, I simply found it convenient to gquote a number of prorine-
ent peopile ¢ Walter A, Williz, Horace Gold, Jolin Metcalfe, Ben
Roy Redmon, Howard Hayeralt etcoe etece Telt us exanine this sinte
nent in the third paragraph of iy article : "Jillis!s comparative-
1y nild criticismlecscels not important in itself......" Here I
guite cleorly staoted that T wes not treating HMr. Willis's ren-
arks too sericusly; and, ofter writing this, I prooptly forgot
Mr. Willis and went on to develop oy zxticle in’%o an exposure of
2ll forms of censorship,

I do not object to Ir. Willis defending hinself, 1if he feels
that Dy article treated hinm badly, tut I fe*l he is Ybeing a
1ittle mnelodranmatic when he wildiy terms my very nild renarks
pnent him, "a depdly 1lasult.”

Tn oconclusion, I agree enmphatically with Mr, Willis that he
should be free to criticise L. Ron Hubbard or anybody else with-
out fear of being denounced from Western Australig. May I gla}m
*ne 1like privilage of being ailowed %o o¢r.iicise Mr., Willis
without Northern Ireland regarding it s e deadiy insult."

R.N.D
E T ® 1T 5 ¢ 0Tt & i T e

DON TUCK (Tesmanie)... General meke-up - not bad, except for 1?3
gpacing in a few spots, and the trimning was o blt close, Allen's
foctual aorticle was not ny meat, waerees I thought Roger — Was3
right to some extent. I've had my own troubles (Customs = Edes.)

ond still look at every parcel with fingers crossed ( I could
.
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40 MORE O THE SAME

ite ood article self})sos0..The bulance the issue was
g\iize go%d - but Ia?: was page 3 neces§ary?.o »oGlad to see a
éood space given for book reviews, One pocint - could_the yeaf 'of
the edition be given alsoc? ASF and GSI are the only Jjournals that
do this, and also list the publisher, pages; andqc ost. All these
factors are necessary for book buyers like mysell.

(E4 speaking : book reviews have been dropped for this “tine
Don, but will be back next issue under o new set-=ups.)

RITI. VENEY (Brisbane, Q.) General comments : You seem to Thave
mostered the duplicator fcause the second issue is uniforrly good.
The block & red pages came out quite well...Both covers were good,
(But - oh, the expensel) as were the interior illustrationSs..
About the best of the issue was "I Went To Desert Rock'. Very
interesting reading. "Witch Hunters Of The Atonmic Age" also good,
but I cannot altogether agree with Roger's pessinmisn about the
future. As Roger has pointed out, cur censorship policy nnlkes us
look 1ike didiots to more tolerant countries, but I olso fthink
that the government is relexing many of its old regulations,par-
ticularly with regord t6 .eéicnce fictlonssoso"The Ghoulaxy! also
appeqled.o..Don't like fon~fiction as a rule, but you seem to be
setting a standard well above average, so I'!'l1l reserve ry opinioms
for @ few issues.Both "Growing Poins' and "Honecoriing" were quite
good.... Oh, yes! Full narks to Ian Crozier fcr his "Viewpolint.!
A9 & Sydz:zey-smer, though now living in the wilds cf Queerslandl ,
I found it funny end lock forward t¢c o reply in sinilar style
fron the Sydney fens.

M (Ba agein @ That reply didn't eventuate Bill, but we'lrs
waiting for it. Any coners?)

DAVID COHMEN (Sydney, N.S.W.) Very glad to seec %ot you have in=
proved PERUAPS so rmich. Covers good. Keep then at this stondard
and you won't go wrong., Interior illos : some good, sone poor,bad
and so-30: Inproverient celled for. Best was on {he contents page
Watch the typing and dupliceting; too naay noissed letters scatter-
ed throughout the ‘zine....Personally, I liked Rozer's article
best; then "Desert Rock"....Your s+ozies : 700re ITugh TLetter
nigg:d%ﬂo.fxlsodlik?dlﬂz_% TEVieWSsoseo0nn'tt you find a way to conme
P he readers esvters intd o smlle f ¢

will be more letters printed? ) L".L..cr Space; 80 that SASE

(I.T.M.A, ¢ The foct is Dave, that we pet abo i g ‘

s oSl - ! set ebout eight lettars
Og CO{-T’»"-JG:"il’G pigrt;.lssx%el SOtl't isn't odviseable to compresasg then ,
especially 1 ey've got something interesting to say. T re
letters though, please.) . ingftolsay. |EULRER

I‘;'EL'L.CRME. (Sydney, NeS.W.) Now for & few words on PHRIAPS ,
L've just finished reading it. To begin with,the cover-nhoth back
end frontt each illustration, $itle, sub-title etc, = was excell=
=nts  Lixewise the inside illo on the contents page and severs=
ci otherss Hong onto your artists pal, keep then happy at oll
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ente Likewise the dinside illoc on th

he contents page and sever-
al Sthers. Hang ontg your artists pcl, keep theg Ghappy ag S{i
oosusg-.;.Ybur € ditorial 1s goode (I1Ji Hde) eees "I Went To D~
ert_Bock was good reeding, was it first release or reprint? The
atonic explosion illo was a goalidefssssoThe other material was
we%lmba;anced.....The letter colurm is a good idea, likewise the
e;uractlnngron letters., A good selection. The stencilling aml
riineo work were vastly improved over the first issue.

( Harding agein : "Desert Rock" was first release toPERIAPS,
and I rust thapk both Rog Dard and Hal Shapirc for supplying this
really astounding piece of fan writing. It rust be true. Graohan
Stone Said So.) X

And that tears it for this issueoeoaaooonooenaooaono.ocoByeo

PERHAPS is an omateur ragazine devoted to science fiction, fan=-
tasy, and any allied subjects. It is a non-profit making venture,
rainly running at o loss, and that's why we charge for this
issue rather than hand it out free. It is published in the cause
of furthuring the bonds between Australian, British and Anerican
science fiction fandon, if one is needed, and is perpetrated by
Leo J. Ilarding, ot 510 Drurmong St; Carlton, W.3, Victoria, AUST-
RALIA, at intervels . of gbout Gvery two nonths or thereabouts.

Contributions in the form of fiction or critical essays are in=-
vited, and need not necessarily be typewritten. We would likehow
ever, to see written lines double spaced on the paper, for easier
reading. Contributions should be sent to the above address. The
only payrnert made is in the forn of a free copy of the issue in
which your contribution appears. All copywright remains with the
respective writer, however. In other words, if you think yourstory
is good enough to appear in ASTOUNDING, and worth the 3ca word
paid, then by 211 neans sell it to Corwbell s PERIEAPS will_have.no
clain on any sole of naterial that originally appear within its
DREES THIS ISSUE PRINTED BY A, I's P, A, PRESS, UNDER THE SUP-

ervision of Mervyn Binns.
NEW  SUBSCRIFTION RATES:

AUSTRALIA : Single copies f!yi,'six issues (1 year) for 6/~, inc.
postages Subs to the editorial address. Longer subs at sane ratio.

of PERHAPS by sending one
hange for two issues of P.
years sub, or nore if

UeSele sAnerican fans nay secure chies
used U.S. prozine of good quallﬁy in exc
Subscribers nay send three prozines for o

desired.
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' AND . e copies will be sent free of charge on application
:Ftnc])GLthe ediiig',glas sgmple goples only. Subsecription rgr.‘te iz three
issues for i 2ix for /<5 twelve for 12{-‘ Subscr:..bers pleaBe
note thaot postage per copy on PERHAPS is 5d, aastrolian, and .ao
takes quite a bit out of the cash! Subs to 1 Capte KeFo Slaters
13th. Gp; RePeC, BeAsO.Re 42, c/0 G.P.0, ENGLAND.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS ¢

The poers by Bob Stewart and Philip Jose Farmer gxppeo,red origin-
ally in STAR LANES No.ll, and are here reprinted with thanks to
the editress/editrix Orma Mac.Cormick. The'article" by George O.
Snithappeared a while back in SLANT, under a differc.ant by—line!&
thanks to A. Bertran (Jack) Chandler for supplying }t, along with
his witty follow-up, appearing here for the first time.

WHAT OTHER PEOFLE SAY ' . . . . .

it" .« a"lgibl %ZT we%p %ii.:‘ggrhtgars for the untimely fall of SLANT.
is a dea ow to Britis an publishing. Thus how the mighty
doth fall. With the exception of NEBULA, thet mekes SPACE DIVER=-
JIONC the only decent fan~mag appearing over here nows . oV

[/

John Ditmar.

"Galaxy and Astounding? My
opinion is that they have both
reached a very high standard
of mediocrity « « WV

A, Bertram Chandler

SPEAKING ON THE LONDON CON=
VENTION IN “HYPHEN" No.4,Welt
Willis says o & o & &

"eooMrs. Sollieback from
Seattle was, Carnell revealed
ed, a member of N3I'. Suit-
ably impressed, we applaud-
ed warmly. llowever, I am

sorry to say that lirs. S.
ecrza 10 have detected a
note of insincerity in our
tribute, for in a letter
published in GMCexrr's

o, X3 GEMTONES she reports that
gHSF 18 not popular among the fans here.! ‘Presumeably we I:;hould

??Efgfﬁc’id our heeds and stood in silent tribute to the hoble or-
Grnitetlon, firing the ritish representetive over its graves"

(. _.we think Ken would objecto)
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18% - 5 Elizabeth Strect, lfelbourne,
For All The Best In Science Fiction, Contact McGills.

MAGAZINES

Astounding Science Fiction BRE 2/3 Science PFantasy 2/5

Amazing Stories BRE 2/3 Startling BRE 1/3

Authentic Science Fiction 2/- Science Fiction

Fantastic BRE 2/3 Quarterly (on order)

Fantasy & Science Fiction BRE 2/3 Thrilling Tonder  BRE

Galaxy Science Fiction ERE 2/3 Stories /5

If BRE 2/3 Vargo Statten Stf

Nebula Science Fiction 2/10 Magazine (on order )

Nova Novels 2/3 Tit Bits Stf Library 1/3

New Torlds 2/6 Australian Flying Saucer

Planet Stories BRE 1/3 Magazine 2/~

Space Science Fiction BRE 2/3% ‘Beyond 2/3

Future Science Fiction 1/3 Popular Science Fiction/
Bl

Future Science Ficticn FRE (on order)

POCKET BOOKS

The Time Maghine H. G. Tells 2/ -

Voyage To Venus C. S. Lewis 3/-

The Lost orld Conan Doyle 3/-

Space On My Hands Frederic Brown 3/~

No Place Like Earth E. J. Carnell 2/9

Thuvia Maid of Mars Burroughs 3/~

Lost On Venus Burroughs 3/

Tanar of Pellucidar Burroughs 2/~

Tarlord of Mars Burroughs 3/-

The Red Planet Campbell 2/3

The Immortals Rolf Garner 2/3

Resurgent Dust Rolf Garner 2/3

Another Space Another Time Campbell 2/3

Corridors of Time Desgan 2/3

A1l Vargo Statten and Volsted Gridban stories at 2/3 each.

411 Curtis novels at 2/3 each,
Torlds of Fantasy, Tonders of the Spaceways, Tales of Tomorrow,

Tuturistic Science Stories and Spencer Novels at 2 B
They Found Atlantis Dennis Theatley 3/-
The Lonz Loud Silence  Tucker 3/ -

ik

REMEMBER, IT'S McGILLS FOR THE LATEST 1IN
SCIENCE FICTION & FANTASY
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BOOK LIST

Adventures in Time & Spacc He@ly 2 NMcComas

Best Science Fiction Stories 3rd Series

Beyond Human Ken Judith Merril

Crucible of Power Martin Greenberg

David Starr, Space Ranger Paul French

Demolished Man Alfred Bestcr

Dark Doorwveay Jonathan Burke

Drcadful Sanctuary Eric Frank Russell

Earth Abides George Stewar?t

Foundation Isaac Asimov

The Humagnoids Jack 7TTilliamson

House That Stood Still A, E. Van Vogt

Invaders of Earth Groff Conklin

It Happened Like This Thiliv Reynolds

Islands in the Sky Arthur C. Clarke

Long Loud Silence Tilson Tucker

Man Yho Sold the Moon Robert Heinlein

Men of Other Planets Kenneth Heuer

Marooned on Mars Lester del Rey

Puppet Masters Robert Heinlein

Prize Storics of Space and Timo Tollhcim

Shadow on the Hearth Judith Merril

Slan A. E. Van Vogt

Star of Ill Omen Dennis Theatley

Spaceways Charles Eric Maine

Time Machine He G. Tells

7. eapon Shops of Isher A, E. Van Vogt

Years Best Science Fiction Novels Bleiler & Dikty
b b e b c ok B L £t .

FACTUAL

Man on The Moon Cornelius Ryan

Across the Space Frontier Cornelius Ryan

The Adventure of Space Travel GJV.E. Thompson

Flight into Space Jonathan Norton Leonard

ik il

BOOKS ON ORDER

Strange Travels in Science Fiction Conklin
Twenty Second Century Christopher

Star Science Fiction Pohl i

Tomorrows Universe Campbell

Sprague de Camp Anthology i

Gateway To Tomorrow Carnell

The Starmen Brackett

e
O M VW
SSONNON

o)

O\ |

12/-

37/3









