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VARIANTIA

I had a nice long editorial prepared for this ish, up until today, However,
upon looking at the exehequer, I find that we won't be able to put out any more
31 page ishs for a while yet., So, this has gotta be short.

Maybe it's a good thing, who wants to road 2 long editorial anyway?

Unfortunately, tere won't be any Egoboo and Drcamdust in this ish. Fred
Chappel was in an automobilc atcident and broke his leg in two places, He'll be
allright in time for the next ish tho.

I got a letter a little while ago saying somcthing to the effect of "The
Variants is the lousiest club I have ever seen, and V.W. isn't any better, And
wot are you gonna do about it?¥

To this, I have just one answer, wot are YOU gonna do about it? 1I've been
running the club and V.W. to the best of my abilify, but I don't have the time
to do everything, wot with collegec....ctc.

So, why don't you --and this means all of you run for the presidency and
for the other offices of the club. I certainly made it clear enuf in the charter
how to do so}

It!'s funny, but the guys who complain the most always turn out to be the
ones who do the least work.,

I hope that I've made myself clear cnuf. I think I can handle this end if
somebody'1l1l take the administrative work off my hands.

Material has been trickling in slowly, and thanx to those who are intercsted
enuf to send it in, but how about the rest of you getting off your collective
se...e5 and doing something! There still isn't half enuf material,

NEW MEMBERS* and CHANGES OF ADDRESS (stay put, dammit i)

#Afle James White: 2275th Base Suc. Sq., Beale A,F.B., California

#Myron Ferrefra: 169 Hudson St., Hackensack, New Jersey

#*Raul Brus Ave Central 18 & Victoria, Rpto Jgohly, Marianae, Habana, Cuba
*¥Miss Fern Cobb: 843 Priestly Ave., Lawrence Park, Erie, Pa.

A. Mazzarell, Jrs AK3: Fasron S2 Supply, Naval Air Station, Patuxent River,
ﬂ/3c Maryland

~- Ira Kantrowitz: Box 66lL, 3650 Med. Group, Samson Air Force Base, New York
Stephanie Szold: Box 106 W.C.U.N.C., Greensboro, North Garolina

Roy C. Seilers: 834 Jones St., San Francisco, California

J2an Bryant Bogert: 200 Elmwood Ave., Narbert, Pa,

George Dold: Box L6, Langeloth, Pa,

Lynn A.C. Hickman; 534 High Street, Napolecon, Ohio,
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Martin Clark

It was on a Summer's morning of the year 2030 that the alien space-ship
landed om the Farth -- a unijue event in. the history of the Worlds unless indeed,
at ‘one timc.countless ages agok parhaps before the evolution of life, there had
been a predecessor. Anyway, this was the first one in r-corded history, and it
was 2 big event, and a strange onc. Its approach was heralded by a thunderstorm,
the most violent in ysars, and great winds blowing down fencing in tha pirt of
the country in which it landed. .

Stan Levan saw it first. He was on his way
home on the outskirts of Brookville, a small
Canadian town of about 20,000 inhgbitants,

It wrs a great black globe-shape, slightly
flattened and elongated at two ends, and
falling quite gently, one end downwards--

a black dot against the sky and the lightning
about 2 mile up. Therc were no flames, no
rockets, no lightning swoop, as he might have
expected from the futuristic movies of the
day -- just a steady descent from the sky.
But he was not to be disappointed., It was

a space-ship, 2s soon 211 the world was to
know.

It landed about tnree miles from the town,
and Stan hurried pver in its direction with
some anticipation.

Cci=n ¢ YCould it be a spéce-ship?" he thought.

It certainly didn't look like a meteor, or a balloon, or adything man-made,
"One of these anti-gravitic space-ships the S.F. mags talk about, perhaps?! he
wonderzd., He's scon sec. Y2 saw it land, floating slowly slowly to the ground,
and landing end-downwards. Imagine his surprise then, when the solid rock seemed
to give wiy 1like sand beneath it -- there was a terrific screzching of rocks
grinding together, a shricking, rcnding sound like fingerndils bding scratched
down a blackboard, as it sank deeply beneath the groun, which quaked and shuddered
violently. The thing was about 150 ft. in diametor, half in and half out of the
ground. It was in 3 pit about 75 feet deep, the rock all split and shattered
round the perimeter -- solid rock you could have built a skyscraper on!
Sudenly he caught a message his senses had becn telling him for several seconds
—--although he was a hundred ycards away, the thing was pulling him towards it !
Not very poworfully, but quite perceptibly it was cxerting an attraction upon
him,

#ln cont. neit page
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He conldn't understand it. Was it mamnetic? -- No, he had nothing metallic
on his person, except the coins in his pociret, and — bubt it coulin't be, not
the iron in his blood! The thought struck him, but —- a magnet sviong enough for
that....! He began to approach still closer tc the space--ship; stealthily and

very slowly, tensing his body against the ever-increasing attraction all the time
it felt like moving to the perimeter of a rovolving disc. The pull became stronger
and yet he was still 2 considerable distance away, Stan had only a very limited
knowledge of physics, and yet he knew, from the forecc which the thing exerted

upon him, and the fact that it was almost certainly governcd by a universal inverse
squwrc law, that an enormous attraction would be exerted on anything only a few
feet away from the thing -- that if he moved just a few feect nearer he wounld be
unable to resist its pull. What then? —- he would go slithering towards it, across
the ground, faster and faster, until his bones crushed and his body collapsed
against it, and the very molecules of his body were spread in a thin layer over

its blick surface, He ran....He didn't stop until he was back at the town, and
telling the authorities of his discovery. This was news indeod! Here at last,

was something Jor Brookville to talk about till the ond of time, --if it survived.

By the next morning, the inwvestigation of the space-ship from a rcspectable
distance --was well under way. There were some goverment scientists, press
photographers, onc or two politicians and a host of spectators. A metal fence
was hastily being put round it, and police were there to sce that all but the
scientists kept outside it. The latter 4Juite soon found out that the attraction
Stan hod noticed was not magnetic -- it was gravitational !}

They worked out the mass of the space-ship on the assumption that the gravity
associated with it was not artificial, but solely due to its mass, and the answer
was in millions of millions of tonsi Their assumption was, of course, not entirely
Justified, From Stan's description of the space-shipi’s descent, and from the
absence of any viszhle rockets or other means of propulsion, it could only be
. essvmed, as Stan had brightly suggested, that some anti-gravitic device was
involved. and if a machinc could counteract gravity it seemed probable that it
could also produce it. The gravitationai_éitraction, however, was found to be
perfectly constant, and not even tne very slightest varation in it could be
detected, an argument in favor of the "truec mass? theory.

The spacc-ship was slightly radioactive, emitting mainly gamma rays, cosmic
rays and neutrons -- but their intensity was slight, and would only be dangerous,
the scientists estimated, at 2 distance of about 50 fe t, which was far beyond
the 1limit a human being could approach safely. anyway.

Soon, the reporters had man-ged to gramp some of the more spectacular facts
and theories from the scicntists, and tae cvening papers werc full of the most
astounding tales abeut the spaze-ship. Spzculation as to the naturs and origin
of the occupants was rife--furtier soeculation was 2s to why the occupants had
not yet shown themselves. Pcrhpas the landing had killzd them or damaged the
controls, porhaps, some imaginaitive report suggested, to cveryone's distress, that
the occunants already knew in some strarge way all they wanted to know about Earth
and were preparing to depart * without a wordi,

#53 cont. next page




AR T BT (uont. ))

The scientists themselves wor fairly cortain that +he matori:l of tho spaco-
ship was nzutron -- matter and that the occupents, if ary. mish 2lmost cartainly
b> from a "whitc dwarf" with a density of the ordar of millions of tons per cubic
. centimeter - hence the intense gravitic attraction. What the occupants would
actually look lik» was 2 highly inter»sting question, and such 4uestions as this
the scientists debatzd amongst ticmselves. But the days passed by and still no
creatubes- showsd tocemselves to satisfy the curiosity of the waiting world. The
magnitude- of the crowds of spoctators each day waxed greater, Thoories grew
increasingly in numbefs and improbability. "Alicns Attack Earth with Death-Rays"
.. Was-ome slogan pounced upon though a misunderstanding of the nnturs of the
" radiation -mitted by the Spice-ship, and was widely believed, In vain ths scientists
tricd to enlighten the public for at the same time they were =rguing amongst
. themselyes.

' The d1ys lenghtsned into weeks and still no movement, The world grew
impatipnt and slightly annoyed. "The thing is ridiculous ! said tc mors typical
politicians,. "Why can't the scientists do somebhing about it?" But the scientists

having no wish to be madc into uni-molecular films woro in no hurry to investigate
“'the space-chip cxcept from 2 safe distance. It Sseemed, in any case, to have no
visible cx't, and cven if trre were it would certainly be impossible to force one
oper. ov any mean$ at man's disposal,

One cvening towards the end of the third weck after the space-ship's arrival,
however, a scizntist came with some excitement to report his latest investigations
to the committee appointed to study the machine. It was thought from the probable
conjectives, that if alien beings existed they would be unabls to hear, taste,
smeil or sae. There could be no atmosphore or water or any oth'r molaccular
subsLance upon a cold star. Thare could be nothing transparent to constitute the
iens of eyes. Their sonses, and they most nccessarily pssess come, in order to
ke intelligent, must be entirely difrferent from those of man. Nor would the
aliens cat "food" as we know it: if they needed energy with which to move their
bodics or carry out body-processes, it could only come from atomic processes,

Now the scientist pointed out, radioactive processcs differ from chemical
ones in being slow, often enermously slow. Here he produced some rough calculations
giving an approximation to the rate of body-processcs of the aliens and,
conse jucntly, to their rate of motion. They were astonishing! Although they
could not pretend to be accurats. Tuey scemed to indicate that what to our senses
woull b~ of che order of yeirs, to them would be the order of hours., In other
words, although the ‘alions might be making their exit from t 2" ship as quickly as
possible, they might not appear for what, in cur *time-scale, would be 2 period of
years. with this concept in mind, tho scientist had taken some careful photographs
of the shi;'s oxterior and compared them in detail with some taken shortly after
its arrival. snd there, on its surface, an elliptic portion was scen to have
bscome slightly more clevated Lhuan the rest --- a door! 4n exit from which the °
aliens voul.d rot fully cmeige antil perhans many years had passed by,

#63¢ concluded on ncxt page
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There was almost a riot, then, amongst the scicntist's audience, as they saw
his photographs and appreciated the significance of his findings. They were
pr:sented with the apparently insurmountable problem of communicating with beings
more 2lien to man than any he had previously imagined. What would they look like
to map? Beings without limbs or bodily organs as we know them; beings with
mysterious menas of locomotion, moving more slowly tnan the slowest earthly
creatures; beings with minds of unimagin ble structure locked somchow amongst
th neutrens and the juanta of -morgy? And what, in their turn, would the Earth-
men and their world look liks to the aliens, -- phantoms who flitted about swifter
than thought in a world with the consistency of soap-suds and gossam~r, a world
spinning in the twilight of 1 dizzily revolving ball of flame, thc sun?
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Ferm<Cobb}

“¥e mystetrics of scicnee fiction

Have me in a whirl of frietion,
Uxesporating scientific terms,

Have =e fighting olf galactic germs }

As for the fanguage terminology,
O%pala has me baffeled (seriously, )
I$ it oopsla do, or oopsla daisy?
Am I going nuts or only crazy?

Now problem 3 is contacting fen,

I've failed and wailed, but I'll try again.
Harkzn, fair fandom, and thea this, my plea,
Tell me, o wher: can ye local fen be?

Still through all this utter complication,
STFis a world of fascination,

I'11 solve these mystefies whatover they are,
' Because I'll hitch my rockzt to a star!

K70
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SOME WORDS ABOUT "WITCHM
—-—*—.—

by
Dave Merroh

I

I have recently comec to the conclusion that fam-fiction is not what it ought
to be. Don't get ma wrong -— I like it, I Lik: al} fan-fiction; every story
in any fanzine. Be it wodderful, or be it lousy; I Jowe it all,

Because I know the Buys who write amatous fantasy lowve it, that's why. Not
like professionals, who write it for those cool grean ehecks that come in those
stamped, self-~ddressed env:lopes, Amatzur writars have something to say, and
they have the courage to say it; no matter how crudely or unskillfully they do it,

Irregardless af their merit, amateur
fantasists hive a post legitimate claim to
the title of artists,

-"'_"—‘——'-

5 They do not even write fof the cgo-
<\Q%§& |  boo that mogt fen rcacive for their
= articlss, artwork, ang editing, princip-
X%\ ally, that is. For fan-fiction, being
Eg in the disfavor taat it is what the Big
Name Cynics end current ghods of the fan-
l:? world (Boggs, Beile, etcs,), falls on a
<§> most unappreeiative tin ear in most

quarters, Respect for tha efforts of
fan writers is to be hag in some places,
of course. TLMA is a notable example,
Tom Covington!s BIZZARRE is another,

Thare is the sezd of a good author in

zVU“:‘__-N Awﬂ every fan-writer,
. Tho

”‘“ﬁ:" ’

fn at wovlf? . But for the most part, it is a seeq among
GED € thorns,

IT

8 mentionad at the baginning, I = not wholly satisfied with fan-fiction,
It is not s goed as it could be.

I am not speaking of techaical points, T don't expecty a better fecility at
plotting, smmothor writing, or even more correct English fmom amecatours. Everyone
has to learn. Everyonec was once 12 beginner, Dig up some of the carly fan-writings
of Rradbury, or Damon Knight, or Chad Oliver, and you'll appreciite my point,

My gripe is in the concepts of Fan-fiction, Fan-writers would be much more
intefesting if thoy had never seen a Prozine in their lives. Professional fiction
has taboos. For instance, a story like "{itchn would nover be printed in a prozine,

38 cont. next page
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Som: VWerds ihout "Witch®  (cont,)

Not cwen if Bradoury, Kuttner, van Vogt, and HPL himsalf, worked on it.

Simply bocunse it is in the form of 2 play, Yct, Ithink you'll agrce -— a
play is its most ¢l “netive sctting. But the idea of publishing a play would sect
Wicird Tiles on its hesls,

amateur writers coms straight from roading a prozinz and with stars in
their eyes, sit dowm and start typing. Tho results miy b: good, or it may bo
bad; but it'1l ncvir be difforent,

1t will be tho same ol4 stuff as th. fans have been reading in the same
ole prozines -— oxcept that it won't bc a5 good,

Amatcur authors should st their goals on a good stofy first, and a pro-
typr story list, Frosh, now concopts are nceded,

Of coursc, thnseﬂ"frwsh, now concopts! arc not so casy to concaive,
develop, ind iron out, Good ! Thoy should not be, TIt's hard--therc are no
guides., Thore will be no Ed. Hamilton to point the way. No wvan Vogt would say,
"Hore ---do this, Twist the plot thus -—and thus'. No Eric frank Russcll would
say, "Plwy @n this cmotion --and this onn "

Fino !
Thore could be no better training for éspiring writers,

It wouldn't b onsy to broak way from the old Bhods, I might suggest
vory bitting satires as an aid. But if you want to try something different, thatts
your problom. Thz choice is youbs -- follow thn hard, there's where the Mickey
Spillancs are --or, try something new, 2 man named Poc once did,

F\N-AUT{ORS OF T'E WORLD, REVOLT!

III

s 6o the sctual writing of Myitch",
I conczived the idea on “onday, Juky 7, 1953,

111 stor:s closc at cne P,M. on Madnesdays around here. I ate lunch locked
myself in my room and stirted the first pen-and ink draft of the play at two P.M,
it seven PM,, I stoppzd 2 half-hour for dinncr, The final typewritten draft was
finishad at one i.M,

And I was rathor sick of the wholec ‘mess of E4 and the ¢le Man and the

Black 'Uns. I wondored frankly if I had wasted eleven hours. The next afternoon
I wis able to viw ‘Myiteh® with 1 smoawhat 'le ss prcjudiced eye, and decided that

it wasn't Ltoo bad, after a11,
: \\\\ffnt page 10 - v
—— '
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SO LORDS .BOUT “WITCH"  (concluder)

mitch" wns written in somewhat different surroundings than most of my work.
In writing it, I mercly locked byself in my rcom opened all the windows to let
the cool breczes blow, and set to work. Usually, I write in the cool downstairs
of my grandmother?!s old house, in the old fashioned parlor. I sit in one of the
rataor uncomfortable cnairs and write to the strains of Saint-Saens, Stravinsky,
Moonlight Sonata, Marche Slav, and Schubert's Unfinished, weirdly intcrspersed
with Les Brown, Tormmy Dcrscy and Harry James. an 041 combination, I admit, and
I8ve often wondered what ¢ffect —--if any ---it has on my writing. In fact,
I w#as trying an cxpafiment to sce if I could deteet a difference betiwecen "iteh"
and the rest. It didn't work, of course, "/itch" was my first all-out attempt
at a plays

I had grovm slightly disguested with the current tdevil! storics in the
prozines. It scems to be a vogue, 2t trhis writing, to have the Devil meet a
drunkard or somc oth:r juecr char:icter who treats hinm with the most nonchalantly
off-nand manner. It is very hurorous and makes good reading. I have enjoyed
many such storics.

But don't forget ---a scrape with the Ole Man would be horror. Utter horror.
W, itch" was dedicatzd to that end. Dialoguc can show the terror in a man's soul
mucihi better than any mess of w.rds the author can white, Dostoovsky'’s Crimc and
Punishmont to the contrary. i

You may think spots of ™ijitch to be repetitious. 4nd parts of it to be
unbelicvably mclodranatic, Yonu would be right on both counts. The poker-
pliying scenes are repititious te an extrcme. But people are rcpetitious in
their words and in taeir ddeds, If you don't believe it, try working with one
certain person on the same job in the same environment days on end.

ts for the mclodrama, I was aware of it wien writing, but I necded it to
gighten the suspensc.

You may thing that the writing is bad. Corrcct again. I am not a
professional playwright. This, in fact, was my first attempt.

You may think that the plot is oli. It is. But I found it refreshing to
write after realing rcams and rcams of 'cutef devil stories.

You may think to hell with the whole deale....

I wonder what von would think if you had spent eleven hours straight writing
the danmed thing i

#103¢
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B-Uetr 1 NLE SaSie JLo L o0 Bs HUE Y BOE

by Hal Hostectler

The pluap business man rounded 2 corner of Hell and m:rched up to Satan's
thronc .

"ic1l?" said Satan. :
"Harrumogh M said the man.
"Harrumph what?" Satan looked amuscd.

In a loud voice the man said, " I, Will.rd L. Mamstring, demand resprct
from everyone -- cven you M

The devil raised his eycbrows and doodlced in the sand with his long, pointed
tail. Bringing his fingertips togcther, he said, TOh?¢

iy
"ind I am here on business.” | ' !(/fff g
_ Al (e g
"Uh hul," LA e i
Pedis Py ik / ‘/ 3 i
. . i 5 AT e i
"and I moan busincss I He rapped | SEIAL §¥;‘\Q i
his fist on thc arm of the throne. ; e S SN
i } saes s Y\ v
Satan jumpcd, then replied i / Py T\
nervously, "Uh—and just what is this ! ot ’
busincss?# ! 7 K3 ‘
! / B} 2 ,/; =
fa -l %
"I can't stand the heat It & Ve 5 &
| 7 e
"ihat 7t i
"I like cool weather, I insist | AR LR e
on moving to 2 cool corner of this ! Lo, R A
. . . i . X \ V. s .
place ! I insisti Do you hcar me? I i e By e
insist I .Once more he banged his fist | g EUn el
on the thronc. P lrk e Qs G 4
oo v e e e et 3 e e e St 3 — e eyt

The devil frowned. "im I hearing corrcctly? I thought you said..;..."
"I did I Hamstring was red im the fice. "I want a cool corner of Hell M

fify dear sir--and I say this with no fondncss for you --this is unpreced-—
ented.” He turned and motioncd toward a doorway. "Boys I he called.

The fboys" came and carted off Mr. Willard L. Hamstring to the "corrcction
chamber! where they proceeded to singe his -~uh--posterior.

Sometime later Beelzebub ran up to the throne and said excitedly "Satan ]
0ld Hamstring is running around Hell singing 'Cool Water.! and all the others are
crying so much that.their teams are putting out the fires M

bY4
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Busincss Like Hell (cont,)

“What?" Satan leaped to his feect. "That JJerk said he wanted a cool
pl:ce. Now hc's trying to get it by himself. Well, I'll show him. C'mon."

But they wore too late. s they ran from Satan's 0 Tice, the last flame
went "spfft." and Hell was literally " cold s Hell.®

Shivering, 5atan pulled his cape closc 1bout himself and shouted through
his chattering tecth, "Toast his tootsics ! Singe his skin} Burn his bottom!}
Roast his....

"But sirc [" said Beclzcbub, "Thore are no flancs, anywhere,

and Satan, too; sat down and cricd. - "Now look what you've donc, Hamstring,"
he sobbed. "hat is Hell without fire? Our wholc estabilshacnt will cotlapse }
Oh, why did you do it? Why?" und Satan had A n.rvous breakdovm.

uickly Beclzcbub amd the "Boys" ran and gathcred wood and kerosensc and stole
a cigwctte lighters Soen they had 2 nico fire going', &nd they guarded it from
Hamstring'and the rest.

"There is only onc thing we can do," said Buclzebub to Sntan-the next day.
"Get 2 refrigerator for Wamstring.®

"No, T have a1 better idea,® said the devil. Mic'll...bzz...bzz.:."

Bcelzebub's cycs widened, and a grin lighted up his face. "4 great idea |
I'1l have the boys pet te work on it right away."

Later Satan called Hamstring over to a cornor of Hell.

"Yes?" said HumstPing.

"Itve got your cool corncr." The devil smiled, ¥
Beelzebub and the "boys!" smiled.

"You hive?" .,,L.H., was excited, Mhopre?

"Step right over here," said Satan, He opcnod a door,

E;hfg;why, this is a meat storage froczer I said Hamstring.

"Yes, it is," said Satan. "Push him in boys."

They diq.

Micll," said Beclzcbub, "he'll soon be frozen stiff. He'll WOrry us no more.

"Except for onc thing", said Satan. "How do we kcep the clectric bill paiden

THE BEND -~
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THE TLLE OF H, TYND4LL

by
Burt Krunzinski

Now th. boys dowm 2t Timm Journeys, Inc. try hurd to pleasc all customenrs,
but when they first sawx Harry Tyndnll, they knew what they were in for a tough

time. .;‘? {3 <TI0 NeD S 0

Not that hc appeared to be ths usual
grouchy, ulcered, business-man type,
no-- in fact, he was the exact oppositec.,
Tall and suntanned -- handsome, with a

; S bright snile -- and with a faint Oriental
!5\(2)-— touch to cycbrows that overhadowed dark

‘”__,—f“"’——’- and flashing cyes. No —=--— his bodily
- appcarance had nothing to do with it at
all. In fact, he scemed like a nice guy
to them; albeit a 1ittle cooksurc —- a
little cgotistical, He scumed to know

&) cxactly what he wanted; and he scemed to
be accustomed to getting it.

But it was his clothes that decided them,
His attire was nost outlandish, to say
the least. In the year 2986, the styles
wore simple.  "Simple" and comfortablet

' were the fashion by-words. But this
- HOPKINS - young man's clothes consisted af an
orgnge shirt ani green pantalonns == both of tho lightest and brightest silk,
Over the oranga jacket, he wore a vest-like garment of blinding ycllow, and around
his manly waist was a sash of shiny scirlet. Fron the sash, there protruded the
hilt and tip of 2 curiously curved sword., It resombl-d Freatly an ancisnt
scimitar. .nd to top it all -~ if such N cxpression may be used -- he wore over
nis mass of curly coal-black hair, a burban cof white silk, wound in multitudinous
and complex mazes, with 2 great green cmerald that flashed and sparkled in the
center of it all, &) Tt Ry T

In the first placc, almost cveryons who visited T-J wished to £o to the
future; to feast their cyes on the wonders of the future, to enjoy the super-
comforts of the future,

Judging from this custom.r's attire, he eith.r had some very mistaken ideas
about the futurc, or hs was a genuine, undiluted crackpot. 4nd the cngin ers of
Tiem Journcys swmAarily discarded both ideas. '

However, someonc had to serve hinm sometime so Rod .illiams accosted hin,
backed by John ignell.

.

".hat can we do for you, Sirgw

-

" I wish to time-trawel into the past,.n

*] 3 cont., next page




THE T+«I OF H, TYND.LL cont.

"Unmn——~yes——~Have you piid? Do you hive your doctor's pirmission? Your
family st

For answ r, the prospective triveller produced a thick shcaf of pepers. They
were quickly studied, and officially 0.K.'ed.

-"1nd you wish te go oI

"Into the past." He finished the sentence.

"Into which era do you wish to go? .ni which country?®

"Into 'rabia --ancient ,rwbiq——wﬁon Haroun al-Raschid wa2s rulecr.!
#.ho?"

"rroun 21-Raschid.”

"Hmam, .. ", John scurried over to a bip lodger, opened it and studied it.
He was back -in a fow minutes. "Thave the corrcet Aatés," he said.

"Now, if you will just sifi dowm h.re, sir...and concentrate cn the cra.t
"0kay, surc.m

dc'h*i led him to a chair. It looked quite ordinary, In fact, it was
ordiniry.

"One thing, sir, before we sthart,!
"YOS?"
"You know, sir, that you can take nothing with you?g"

M,ll, yes, I knew, but T thought...." His veicc frow 2 little despondent,
and he drew the seimitr from his sash and threw it upon tae fleor.

"Oh well, I supposc I can get arothir of these thorc....!

"But Sir‘.-ll'

His aycbrows raiscd in ammoyince. "Yes? I'm getting impatient. 411 nmy
life———cver since I first rcad about Sinbad and alladin -—-I've wanted to go to

ancirnt Arabia., I must gu now....quickly, this is ny groatest momont!®

John shrugred and signaled to Rod, who threw thec switch, Harry Tyndall
disappeared, He had gone into time -~—into ancicnt arabia.

"I tricd to tell him -=you ecan't take anyghing into time. Nothing. John
stared for ~ momeny ab the bright turban, and at the oth.r bright silken, and
empty garments, and then he busind hinself about picking them up.os..

1y cont. page 15,
PHitcon m— S
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D apl. 1 ON 3

by
Fred Chappell

I sat 1lone in a woodland glen,
shorein twisted roots of gnarled trens
g obscene fingors into the flcsh
O0f darkly-nourishzd soil.
Jdons I sat, and my meditations
Turnzd toward thim s of mien
So terrible, th~t I scarce could
kecoznize those fantastic, flitting,

Half~formced thoughts -- waich yot

wers not thoughts, but contained

Sonctning beionging to druam-roslms —
S my oin. .nd yct so vivid ~—

So rcalistice wore they, 2s if I had
Lived thos: scenes before —— or that
I should 1iv> t'1m soon —— and
My soul junked at thair portent.

Once I thought I glimps:d ne

8 2 dasmon, holding sway ovar

+ thon and scroaming shapes, and

Once legions bowed before ne.
48 a pow rful, yct nameless God.
Thers wore other visions, 1lso, of exotic
Cistles and kingdonés, and terrible rites,
But the onc wiich ssoned nost real

A8 wwen I refgncd 2s Rgler of the Cosmos.

LR T R | S )

The Tale of H. Tyndall (concluded)

He came out of timc into a dirty, bustling market-place. He thought to makd
himsalf'inconspicious ==nd t 1t was laughible, for the .rab multitude saw him in
a plight; standing moth ir-naked in a market-place, with neigher beard of
mustichios—for hoe hid not, in nis impaticnee, grown one in his own time. And
they set to laughing and yelling nd flogging him with whips till the blood ran
from hin in all places. Then the Profect came and took him to a dry prison.

-nd so it was thot Harry Tyndall who had enjoyed in nis lifetime the tales from
The Lrabian Nights --- and among them the take of the Barber's second brother -—--
round himsclf in like plight, and found it neigher enjoyablec nor humourous.

In fact, h: thought it to be unjust ---which is an ironic ending to his tale.

Proise be to Allah, the Compassionated

#15%




B0 S0P L-B"S

Gerald Hibhs

Bottl's, bottles, sverywhere. Did you
cever stop to think that, during the course
of cach regulzr 2Lh-hour day, you witncss,
in somc way, shape, ninner, or form, a
bottle? I shall ropeat that harmless
little phrage - a bottle?

Harmless did I say. I tetract that
statement. « bottlc is far from being a
harrless item. Fven a milk bottle, the
containcr of tha “substance of which
charpions are made, (or have I got it
confused with Wheatics - oh well. Makes
no difference) ¢an be the source of much
annoyn~nt,

Like for instance whan junior drops the
full bottle o milk on the nice, clean
kitchen floor, after you'we spant all

i : morning scrubbing and mcbbing it. Or
when the milkman wak s yon up 2t four in the morning with his jangling ( and
herz's that ord again) bettles, after you wrore up 'till four the night bafore,

But, if this were the maximum heipght of the bottle perpetrated cvils in this
world, I should not be writing this article, Alas! the bottle has a morc far-
r.iching influence than this. Botlle reans, in ont of its forms according to
Wibsters Dictionary, a point at which progress is rotarted. Oh the truth of those
words |} [ :

Take now for instance this litile bottle. It stands about onc inch high amd
measurcs about h21f as much arou~d. Now would you belicve that such 'a little
bottle could contain any hirmfnl ingredients. But just stick a labcl on it that
reads "Solar Gravitation" and placs it in the hads of sonc scheming woman (and
what woman isn't) and you h've the ruination of some good man,

But thrc is morc my good fricnds. Many bottles with names of swoat, lovely,
things like Four Roses and peccadilly, in r¢:lity contain ovil spirits; brewed
by the Mister brower of them 211, the devil. Innocently you pwrtake of the harm-
less beverage. Having oncs done so you must have more, more, More, and still MORE.

You arc now 2 lost souds, Notiing can save you zxcept another drink. Soon
you arc going to bed at night with little men we ring pointed hats and you have
visions of all deseriptions of Bems. and this is why I say that the bottle is the
mother of all Bems, IT is the bug-cycd—monstor that 1ics at the root of all bug-
cyced-monsters.

Harken uto me, O men of the futurg. Hear me and gain wisdom. Take what thee
will to the stars but leave the bottle, 7

The above was brought to you through the courtest of Alcoholics Anomymous
sny simil rity to real products was purely accidentzl (HIC})

PHiLcon™ Go THou !
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