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Do you wake up in the morning|

Black Cocker Spaniels feoling sleepy, sluggish, and

Registered tired,and trying to figure where

to go for your vacation?-- Well,

g0 to Nassau in the Bahauas,

never a dull woment, and plenty
of entertainzent.

A few copies of “Censorsd! #2

are still available, that is if

you have tre lucre necessary -
10f per copy
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Advertieing ratee for this seo-
/—\ tion are as folloms: 31.00per

.50¢ per half age
per quarter page. Other
sizes, 1kf per square inch.
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Omner: - lrs.Donald Hawilten,
Box 655 Aurora, Gntario.

We didn't know what to put in
this space.

80 What?

The Astronomer:--A dreamer.
The Astrologer:--i wise guy.
The Astronomer: "Such will
The Astrologer: Ipg

pass so and so”.
r omens I know".
The Astronouer: 1s in pure fact.
The Astrologe it hubug and an act.
The Astronomer:--Sighs and pulle his belt tight.
and cats well every night.
- Barbara Bovard....

Stack vour mags, and read st leisure.

This ad by; La Compafila Voluntsria de Propaganda del Ecuador




The Fdifors

Well, here's another issue. The third
issue, the one that was going to contain
flewless mimeography, and in all ways be
a gala issue. Sad to say,the correcting
£00 was not available for several pagss,
and finger-nail polich, which makes =
poor substitute had to be used. Howsver,
it's still legible,(I hope). Then too,
the proper equipment for drawing on
stencile could not be found, and a uake-
shift affair hed to be used, that mae
forever tea the stencil, However, do
better next fime "?" 3UT, et do you
think of the cover by Ron

Canadian fandom is booming; at least,
it's looking less like a dead cat. Fun-
ny thing, all the r
letter sections in Cenadian fent
are girls.

4 new Canadian fantasy
pearcd on the stands. It's
roprint edition of ASTOTIS INC STGRITS,
d is illustrated by a Canadian artist,
who is darn good at thet.  Letest ice
of 30IZNCY PICTION has a good cover

sare neat mag. Large size,

4 edges, and ro advertising, Dven
7 is getting pessably good, thoug
the cover on the latest odish would turn
s stowach of Old iick hinmself. Any of
u American o want to trade At
¢ age, step right up.

ican for Co

Just got the latest iscus of "FANTAS-
TIC ADVIVIURZS" ( listen to the Car
fans grashing tieir teeth in envy)
the very latest iscue. Has an excells
cover, by Fuqua and LeCauley.

That man Peck from out VanCCU.VJr We,
has put & bit in the latost
about "Censored" not being th
Canadian subseri fanuag, th
It seens he had nothing  better to
then dig up the fact that Niles B Froms
had publiched & fanzine is to

provio

"Censored"  And that, just after it was
estaplished that "Censored" was the
first. Speaking of Filee Froue,

is an article by hia con:
story by Peck, the cad
seis plenty of spollics
story, 1711 !im)

1 note that in 4

st pecple don't!

BElurh—

to wait for the various installments of
a serial,so we come to their rescue with

the one-part serial. Suart eh?

The next issue will have a ons-part
serial by none other Oliver Saari,
it's called "The iiissing Univorse", an
excollent story that I'm sure you will

enjoy. Coming up too, is more by Barbara
3ovard,a three thousand worder to be ex-~
act called "Castor O0il and Pirates'.
Ien't that enough uake you sick}
(varden the pun, I help my-
self) It's a good yarn though liam
in a co a

Lason has anotlier story here,"Th
", and Croutch will, I hope, come
ith one also. AND of 55
t by that unsur—
ket genius
worst, ie

D. Grent will appear
also.

cour

material. Funny bl
didn't have enough

tises ae much
o too mich
we, such are
ihe publishing

as we can print, &nd not
in the hole. Ah I
the ups and dowﬂs of
world.
Ye od.

dropped into Toronto a couple
to see the Toronto group of

fans.
notables
Ron Conium, t!
Yo ed. spent &
issuos of AST owned by Hor
listening o fantastic talce of Rom Coa-
iun's collection
o % objection
neme of this cag. A raiical fact-
by (you could Lave guessed it)

d Croutch, are all for changing
uight do
£ happened this issue ,

if you

silk-scresn
£, but all he succeedsd in do
covoring hiuself with paint, and turn —
ing out




The Hero 0f the Spaceygp

A hy PARBARA BOVARD

When the Colonel heard
about the disturbance, he
naturally sent for me, Rick
Radford, the best man in the
Service of Interplanetary Pa-
trol ever had. I swaggered
into his office, flipped a
hand iIn salute, and grinned
at him.

"Rick," he
was always glaring, 1i
show off his bushy ‘brows
I want see you put
down the piratical acts of
the Holy Terror on Asteroid
;!0.11199&6653— il

"Yes, sirl" I flivped my
hend again, and loft. There
was no nced for me to ask why
wherefor and all that, The
night before, my trained Mar-
tian monkey told me something
was brewing in the 0ld Boy's
skull,

I went out to the Rocket
ield and told them to haul
ny littel number, Goldie,
name. She was a trim-lined
tle craft, with all the
¢s and wits of a gold-dig-
", Sometimes, she led me to
belive she took lessons from
my girl-friend.

I stepped in, buckled my-
self down, swallowed some
eadache powder, and let 'er
& I shot into space in a
millionth of a second; the
acceleration making me feel
a bit dizzy. I had long since
learned how to avold loosing
consciousness.I just thought
about my income tax.

After cruising for about
teﬁ hours among the asterolds

came across  Asteroid Mo,
111991&;6635&. It was one of
the smallest asteroids in the
System,which meant that I had
to set on my stabilizers, run

pla“ed --- he
to

out the rope ladder, climb
down, pick up the asteroid,

and bring it into the ship.
Hardly had I closed the air-
lock,--- I didn't bother with
space-suits; don't do justice
to my figure---, when I heard
movement behind me.,

Turning around, ;o saw
three creatures step off the
asteroid and survey me mallg-
nantly. They were the funni-
est creatures I'd ever seen,
end I've seen quite a few;
especially after a few rounds
of Ihodka'. They were about
six feet tall, thinner than
beanstalks, and with six or
eight arms, and two or three
heads, Also, they sprouted
avery se often and had to

cak away the new arms, and
leg: so they could sec.

The smallest one, gnash -
ing his teeth,stepped forward
and growled at me:

"I yam the Holy Terrori"

"pleased to meet you," I
answered, sittifg dovn in the
pilot's chalir. "Can I get you

something -- er, some water?"
"No thanks. What's the
big idea of picking up our

asteroids"
I shrugged my broad shoul
-ders.

"Colonel's orders. No
piratical disturbances allow-
ed In the Solar System. I

just gotta take you in and
turn you over to the patrol,"
"I111 boil you alivel "
hissed the Holy Terror.
"Can't," I grinned impud-
ently., "I just had mny skin
made impervious to all sorts
of outside matter. Try again!
"I'11 smaother youl"
"Can't do that either. I
had my lungs taken out, they



were too much bother",

"Er, I'll choke you to
death."

"Sorry, but I'm surround-
ed by a death screen, and no-
thing comes any closer than T
wan 1t to."

"Lessee,
death."

"Um, shouldn't doubt 1t.
Well, I guess the Earth's
swung back to its normal pos-
ition, so I'll go back."

The Holy Terror burst in-
to tears.

"ot even one little dis-
turbance?"

1111 bore you to

Grim faced, I shook my
head,

"Colonel's oreders."

"Oh, dear. All right".

And he went over to the corn-
er and sat down to wipe the
tears from his nose

We arrived back on Earth
amid a great celebration. I

- the

.its shoulders,

I had wired
back that I had
single-handedly captured

the vicious Holy Terror and
was bringing him back.

The crowd swept me up on
and I rode in
triumph back to the Colonel's
office. The crowd also swept
up the Holy Terror. I found
pieces of him in the waste-
basket the next day.

The Colonel, his face
streaming with tears, kissed
me on both cheeks and present
-ed me with a large new medal

"Just had it made, ! he
beamed. "I hope you can pawn
it for something."

ind so I was
ever and ever.

a hero for-

end -

Herets 4 1ittle item we

clipped from a
'ROME, Dec 1 - A new type of propellorless plane,

recent newspaper:
driven by

compressed air and hot exhaust gasses apparently on the rocket
principle was credited today by Stefani with a 285 mile flight
The news agency said that Colonel Mario Debernardi, well known
test pilot, had flown the plane from Linate airport aear Milan
to Guidonia airport near Rome in 2 hours,l5 minutes & L5 secs.



-M ARTIAN EPISODE -

I paused for a moment, vhen,
stepped from the circular air-
lock to the red sands of Mars
that swept away before me in long
sinuous undulating dunes to the
nearby horizon; harsh, barren.
The sky was a deep blue~-black in
which the stars giittered coldly.
To the westm the small Sun sent
its feeble rays slanting across
the dismal dunes, casting long
black shadows against the blood-
red waste. As I watched, the
shadows moved, wavered as if
alive; then the thin wind struck
me, its bitter cold like a breath
from the frozen hell of the Norse
-men, piercing my heavy fur-lined
suit. I checked my oxygen supply,
moved 'round the charred hulk of
the ship, and set off across the
crimson dunes toward the canali I
had noticed a few seconds before
the landing.

I walked for what seemed hours
through the dreary monotony, und-
er the bleak stars; surrounded by
death and frustration. With every
step I became more and more de-
pressed, &and it was with the ut-
most joy and relief that I greet-
ed the first signs of life. Life,
for there, on the rythmic slope
of a high dune was a small clust-
er of stunted cactus-like growths
thrusting their dusty, sickly
green knobs through the sand. I
tried to break one off as a spec-
imen, but try as I might, I could
not break it - it seemed to be
made of leather. I then tried to
dig it out, but after following
its cable-like root down through
four feet of sand, I gave up, and
crossed the dune. Before me as
far as the eye could see, stretch
-¢d an immense plain, coveredwith
the cactus-like growths. The con-
trast was almost as sharp as that
between the harsh red of the des-
ert and the cold blue- black of

the sky. Behind was barren death
then suddenly, 1life --- life of
a sort anyway. To the right and

to the left, the sharp cleavage

extended, as though some deity
decreed that here shall there be
life----and here there shall be
death. True, here and there the
desert poked a crimson finger in
-to the dusty green, and here
and there a few 1isolated
clumps ol green reared defi-
antly out of the red, but the
artificial aspect was undeniable.
To the left a few streaks of
white among a mass of rather an-
gular dunes attracted my attent-
ion. I slowly walked toward
them.

The white streaks resolved
themselves into ruined walls-
the bare bones of some civiliaa-
tion that perished in the relent
~less grip of Time. As I gazed
at those silent testimonialsof
ultimate doom and futility, I
recalled the words of Sir James
Jeans.

"Is this then, all life
amounts to - to stumble almostby
mistake ir%o a universe which
was clearly not designed for
1life, and which to all appear-
ances, is e'ther totally indiff-

erent, or definitely hostile to
it, to stay clinging on to a
fragment of a grain of sand un-

till we are frozen off, to strut
our tiny hour on our tiny stage,
with the knowledge that all our
achievements must perish with
our race, leaving the universe
as though we had never been?"
The wind blew past stirring
the crimson grains;I glanced up.
The sun was close to the horizon
the temperature, already fifty
below was dropping rapidly. I
turned with a sigh, and headed
for the ship. At the summit of
dune, I looked back for a moment
- the sun was dropping below the
horizon- the mocking stars seem-
ed to 1look down upon the ruins
in cynical amusement; thenwent
on through thedark and the cold.

- Fred Hurter Jr



- SOLUTION UNSATISFACTORY -

Jimmy Graft found the way to

close his Pullman window, fin-

ally. Now he's having the sash

cut away to get his arm out.
-PLAGIARIZED PHENOMENA-

On Earth 1s the well known
vhenomena of symblosis, where
animals, and or plants make a
living sponging off each other.
The species of WMammalia known
as Homo Sapiens,(sap for short)
carry out this practice regular
-1y, in a manmner kmown as "in-
lawing." The "lower" animals
are quite incensed by this plag
=iapism. .
"What? no

bags
under

{ the eyss"r

Elephants, it is well known
have trunks; but on the island
of Kittichicoo, in *he Venerian
Ocean, there 1is an elephant
with three trunks. He gets a
Venerian Porter to carry his
luggage.

-STRANGE CREATURE-

Our sclentists recently brot
back from Mars the weird, and
rare critter known as the "yag-
iter". No one knows how he de-
veloped on Mars, as his sole
article of diet 1is _an-mags..

Some of the more overripe ones
give him indigestion. Censored

“thersts N
some= - [~

-DAM SALMON-

Two thousand salmcn paraded
through the stroots of Portland
Oregon,one day, to demand their
rights. The dams across the
Columbia river had stopped
their migrations. Refused, their
petition,they flopped back into
the river, and swam away. That
is all,

EDIBLE WORLD-
If all the molecules in the
world were placed end to end,
how far would they go? To the
end...a six toed man was found
recently. He wuses the extra
toes for balt when he goes fish
-ing...it's a well-knovn fact

that girls dr.nk 1lye to keep
their skins white. It does...
it has just Dbeen discovered

thet the Man in the MNoon is
cross eoyed...the average man to
duy uses less than three tooth-
plcks per year...a noted scien-
jus: estimates that 59873239956

people on this Earth sneeze,
every second....a firm on Siam
has patented an inflateable
rubber fish for fishermen to

show to their friends......B.B.



" HE WAS POOR ..

. BUT HE WAS RONEST

~ /-‘

— Y GORD Peck—~ w&

"I'm sorry, Mr.Dunk, I under-
stand how you feel, but business
15 business."

Tlmer Dunk eyed the

g6

"But Mr.Browney, I've alrcady
told you I'm gstting close to a
lode. All I need 1is a coupla
WeeKSeeoan

"Tut, young man, my time is
valuable. If you haven't the
money by noon tomorrow,
time, your property w
to the Saturn Finance Company.
Good day."

Elmer snickered as the prissy

Ltl\, agent stumbled over a coil
hosc end fell flat on his

n

YEal ha! Many happy rsturnst
chortled Elmer Dunk, and Bronney
1ed into the airlock, mutter

&
"7 rustn't swear, I mustn't be

profane. . "

Dunk sat down on
octolene and pondered.
hours to sa his mine
ng tenacles of the SFC.
ess I'd better go out and
have another try at that lode."

& murmered hopulessly, t who-
r heard of blasting away about
twenty feet of durlite in fourteen
hours?"

Grunting, he heaved to hils
feet and looked out the lucilite
port at the surface of Saturn.
Cold and rugged it was, lashed by
Turious gales that tore with fut-
le "y at the plasteel dome
which Tlmer Dunk called home.

Opening the suit locker, he
yanked out an old 2017 model air-
suit and climbed into i
inside the cumbersome st
ruminated on the impossib
blasting away the durite witheven
the h powered PQ blasters. But
he had to remove twenty feet of
that super dense matter to get at
the lode of syrinamide, which

would bring him fifteen solars a
gram at the market at New Nuyork,

He opened the lock, stumbled
out onto the rocky plain, The
gales swirled futlilely about him
as hs approached the syrinamide
workings.

Then he halted,dazed. Before
him, where once a hill of durite
had defied his feeble attemps t ©
remove it, stood a heap of slag,
in the ccter of which nestled a

pool of pure, sparkling syrina-
mide!
Dunk rubbed his faceplate,

pinched the steel scat of the
suit, but it refused to vanish.
Yo hallucination, this!

Walking up he put his gauntlet
out to touch the glittering
wealth. rd as rock,it had evi-
dently beon, like the hill of dur
-ite, melted under terrific heat,
and then coolsd by the atmosphers
almost instantly. As he watched,
the syrinamide began to bruak up
into convenient-sized crystals.

Then Dunk remembered. The SFC
had recently developed a radical-
1y new drive Tfor space ships.
Sub-etheric fission, it was call-
ed. It feel into place with the
rest of the evidence.

Pronney had used orc of the nu
ships, and the blast had melted
the entire mine workings!

"hew! ILucky it wasn't the
shack!" grunted [lmer Dunk, pers-
piring. He set to work loading'
the precious syrinamide into his
gpace tractor.

- Bther is composed of carbon ,
hydrogen, and oxygern in various
amounts. The new drive mentioned
apparently split up the molecule,
and prloaed the carbon and hydr-
ogen in the oxygen. No fusl,
would have to be carried in such
a ship. - Ed.




At noon the next day, E. T.,
Theophilius Bronney rang the bell
of Elmer Dunk's shack. Elmer op-
cned the door and the little agent

stepped from the air tube connect-

ing his ship with the shack.
Pacing Elmer, he stended
mortgage papers and a pen.
"Just sign here and get out",he
said in what he hoped was a grat-
ing voice,
"Oh no," said Elmer.

th

"Young man, if you don't co“nply
I shall be fOI‘Cud to resort
force -- er, I have a

torpedoes outside."

"Look here, you shriveled, mal
formed, atrophied, desiccated;y
twiddle-brained, cross-eyed, bow-
legged, buck-toothed, knock-kneced,
dricd up =----," here Elmer stopped
for breath, "Why don't you call
your cfficav They'll tell you Itve
paid."

Bronney had recourse to his w
stumbled over the same coil of ai
out muttcrlng,

"I mustn't swear - mustn't be p

rist radio,then started to scram. He
rhose, and as Elmer guffawed, limped

rofane",but his self control yeiled.

Mow, what a vocabl" said Elmer.
HE SAID: "TO 'L _WITH PRACTICAL SCIENCE
Why? If he knows, as is obvious, Eeck, you have to know some
from his mournful meditations rg about the practisal sido of

every constellation, every galaxy
every what-ever-else, why should
he feel that way? Why should he
think the Universe is flat and
meaningless?

If once he thoguth the infin-
ite space was terrible in its
majesty and distance, he will
always think that, no matter how
his mind was crammed or with what.
If anything, he should be more.
cognizant--my,myl-- of the wonder
of the Universe. I know it sounds
a trifle stale to translate size
and shapes into figures, but even
the most ignorant layman will
blink if you tell him the nearest
star 1s 275,000 times 93,000,000
miles away.

Such figues are beyond his com-
prehension,b: they are noross

science lnorder to appreciate the
aesthetic side,

Perhaps you must name Vega,
Arcturus, Polaris, Deneb, and Al-
debaren. It glves you a feeling
of assurance, of reality, Think,
Just a moment, of how you would
feel, if you couldn't tack down
and catalogue the stars.Each time
you lookedup into that awful dark
-ness, where pin-points of light,
twinkle with a cold glimmer,you'd
feel your hair rise at the terr-
ible impersonalness of bodies of
light and heat. Who knows what
they are and what they will do?

Knowledge 1s nec.ssary--almost
for sanity. Of what we are ig-
norant, we are afraid.

- Barbara Bovard



The DiaGER g

If the Earth decided all of a
sudden that 1t wanted the Moon
tied on so that 1t wouldn't wand-
er off, 1t would do it by physic-
al contact, wouldn't it? Would
it?

Just to show you what & tremen
-dous forceour gravity has on the
Moon,1it would take a solid pillar
of the very best stainless stesl,

21,0,000 miles in lenght ---- with
an added elasticity of 13,000
miles for precession -- and a
thousand miles in diameter, to
equal gravity's pull.

So what? you ask.

I dunno, except that it's a

good ideea for a story.

Puzzlin' question: what's the
astronomical name for mocshine,
and I don't mean the hillbilly...
kind.

Just to prove that this ole
world 1isn't entirely ejicated,
listen to this:

In Florida, U.S.A., there is a
sect of people who firmly believe
that this earth is as flat as a
pancake, disk shaped, with the
heavens an inverted bowl fitting
snugly over the edges. People go
around the world, yes, bub in a
circls. The inverted bowl extends
an interminable distance upward,
revolving about the disk. No one
knows what the disk stands upon.

Au contraire, in South Dakota,
U.S.A.,is a sect firm in the con-
viction that the Earih is nara.
Yes, square and flat, something
on the order of a piece of paper.
It floats gently in space some-
where, while the heavenly bodies
turn about and over it. People
talk about the four corners of
the Earthl

An enterprising file clerk in
a Washington,D.C., library scnt a
set of Florida notes tc South
Dakota, and vice versa. No one
ever learned what happened.

Distances,
given in billions,
trillions, and
decillions of
miles don't mean
a thing to

the lay- G >,
man. éggib/
Even g
the

astronomer finds it

hard to grasp such awing facts.
Howsomever, put a thing intoa
scale with comparative sizes, and
the idea begins to scep through,
the grey matter.

It is possible,but unpractical
to build a model of the Solar
System: it would entail delicate
proccsses and large areas of land
For instance, for a model of the
relationship of the Sun and Earth
the Sun represented by a six inch
globe, would have to be half a
mile away from the Earth, repres-
ented by an elgth inch marbls. It
wauld be impossible to builda
working model of the solar system
I size and distance are drawn
accurately to scale.

On the same line, but ignoring
sizes, a model of the solar sys-
tem and outer rim of our celest-
ial sphere, would be a: follows:

The Earth is placed ifoot from
the Sun. Since the average dis-
tance to the Sun is 93,000,000
miles,Vega one of the nearer star
is 250 miles from the model ofthe
Sun} Now, where would you stand,
to look at a model like that?

Our Solar System is all by its
lonesome. Universe trotting is a
long way off.

-~ the Digger..

"and through night to morning,
The world runs ruinward"
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It seems that this copy business is cﬂtchlng. Say, are the
publishers and writers, not to mention cartoonists, running out of
ideas, or something? Not even the innocent (?) comic magazines are

free from copy. (No puns!) Take the story "Armageddon", for in=-
stance, which ap ¢d in Unknown. Wherc should it pop up, now,but
in the November 1941 issue of "Shadow Comics". Of course, it's all

the same house, but it shows a lack of originality that is depressing.

Speaking of comics,---I was---, you know, some of them are fairly
good. Supsrman stinks, thoughe He gets boring after a while. The
Spectre 1s unusually good, because it - quote - opens new vistas of
thought- unquote. Also, Doctor Midnight is an intrigueing possibility.

Say why do the stf. magazines insist on putting out quarterlies ?
I suppose it's because the people who read them, can't rememberthe
best stories. Hmmmm, can't be very good then.

Won't you have another cup of tea dearie?

“hat member of our once- msper,ablc group of fans turned wolf and
ran to the other side? who went
was once a min publisher
word----magazine, a good cartoon
denly turned his talents t petty thievery?

MUST-SEE PICTURE OF' THE YEAR: HERE COMES I\W JORDAN,

Can't anyone do anything about those cover illustration? Now,
I ask you, man to , or any way else, how can you work up enough en-
thusiasm to re s magazine th&t has a cover that wight have gone with
the Rover Boys? I thought that the old-fashioned idea of monsters----
gad! what messes! went out with prohibition. And  those technic-
al cover,with their rocket-ships, time machines, death-rays, or what -
have-you, since when have they been comming b;xck’ And Heaven preserve
me om the dashlng hero saving the her oine by the skin of her teeth.
It ain't decent. Give us a cover with a half-way good illustration of
something in a story, something real, something scientific, and not
so®ething that Hollywood might have gotten up for publication. 4ah,me
still beefin' about something.

But, no foolin', why not let the heroine have her beautiful face
scratched up or something? notpick those classic illustrations I
seem to remember seeing somewhere, of Imaginary views of varlous sun-
dry plants,worlds,and suns-why not give something to speculate about ?
The possibility of 1life somewhere else,the reaches of space, the views
through telescopes; keep fiction sclentific, instead of low-class,
vulgar, vivid, and just no good.

Maybe T ought £ be an art critic------ even if I can't draw.
Confidentially, Wierd Tales is. the louslest magazine on the market
ouside of a few yellow-backs. That's happened to the spine chilling

stories that kept you awake nights in a cold sweat of horror? Unknown
has tried to emulate something of the sort, but either all the good
writers have gone to the respsctlve Hells of their creation, or theyiv
retired on their Social Security. No one can turn out a good story,
now, that makes you cower in your chair, start at the least noise,leap
screaming into the air if someonc touches you. Ah, me, I give up.
Speaking ef Unknown, 1t stinks. So do I. WEQ SAID THAT ¢
- Useless from Uranus




Clommmm bamaﬁ& OR OTHERWISE /

Hi you space bums, the old Major is taking over this blasting pit, AR 1
teach you rocket rookles your "Q's" and "X's", and slap you in your
places. These swivle chair pllots that come blubbering in, will have
their jets cut a-plenty. So belt yoursclves in, while I get my screens
up, and my blasters ready. And here comes the first blast from J, Grant

Donnellyeee

<. Was I amazed when Wpon opening
a smell round bundle, I Tfound:
(nuf said). What ever inspired
you to dream up a nightmsre like
Censored? BUT, not at all bad for
2 second attempt,it at leastshows
we Canadians are not all saints
And please do improve the simply
darling rocket-ship on the cover;
i1t looks like (censored) a broken
down disconnected scwer pipe wlth
a brace of Campbell's soup cans
nailec to the"back"?, "front"?
The uest Editorial - stunk
with the great and glorious humor
of that up and comming kid; Trem-
blin Ormaine. Useless from Uranus
~ now that was & SCHOlGristic mas
-terplece, given in the inlmitab-
le style of Barbara Bovard....gad
what & futuristic mind that gal's
got. Requiescat was excellent....
that Tad will go far (I hope),but
it takes a good story like "The
Moth, to haul this moth - eaten
waste of paper to fair anyway.
(Plesse have more of this type).
I rekin that's all fer now
solong dear editor. Yours till
the sidewalks (censored). J.Grant
Donnelly. 231 O!'Connor St.,Ottawa

.+ (Boy what a blast, burned out
three screens., Well, I'll be the
sun of a Lunar sea-cook; by the
red eyes of a Martian Foo- Foo
calling the Major's own ship, the
pride of the spaceways, a discon-
nected sewerpipe. I warn you, you
you, you, I'll have the ed.slap a
brace of the BE'd BEM's that you
ever saw, right on the cover,)

...and here comes a squib of soft
soap)

Not bad, dash itl Not bad !
A good story, a story that's not
so good, a stray article, what-
more would you want? Blasted
good 1f you ask me. (Yeah, T know
nobody daid) - Barbara Fovard

( now that's the kind of letter I
1like to get, but what have we
here, a bouget of Martian Zennias
mixed with some Vencrian Stink
Weeds.)

..recelved the latest Censored
okay =and still think that it's a
helluva hame,so do other Canadian
fans.Sounds too Goddamed Englishy
81lly. Here's ratings according
to Warner's system:COVER 3;GUEST-
EDITORIAL L; LUNA & LUNACY 8,111~
ustration for same 8;THOUGHT HEL-
METS 5; USELESS FROM URANUS, com-
ment on Canada's fantasy mags, (so
called) elicits 8 for this; EVOL-
UTION good and funny 8; UNSCIENT=
IFCTS 5; whatever 1t 1s on page
12 by Hurter 5; REQUIESCAT 8; THE
MOTH, best in this issue, 9; COM-
MENTS etc.7; IDLE CHATTER 3;SWAMP
COUNTRY 8; THE EDITOR'S BLURB 5;
"' 6, - Leslie Croutch. Box 121,
Parry Sound. Ont.

( Heh,heh, you wouldn't be pre-
judiced 1In the case of The Hoth?
pass me the Zeno...ah, here's an-
other squib. Hmm, from Toronto
that dead city on the shores of
Lake Ontario.)

«..I enjoyed Censored from the



first .o ths last page. I
liked the spaeing you used for
The Woth, and think double colums
should be used for articles only.
shorter Guest Editorials. About
the cover, I would try to picture
a scene from a story, and see how
the reader's takec it., You should
have interior illustrations de-
picting scenes from stories, and,
ger extracts of letters of
se¢ or otherwise. - William D.

(Well, as regards covers, the ed.
tells me that William D. will be
taking care of future ones, he
hopes, and so do I. Wheeu, I
saw one of them, and cen that
rookie swing a pencil. I'm pin-
ning up a couple of his skotches
in the crew's quarters....wheeeu,
but here comes a blast.)

sviess I was in-
terested in seelng Censored, but
very much disappointed et the at-
titude expressed editorlally cn
page 18. I see no reason to in-
vite contributors to mcke sland-
erous attacks and backbliing re-
marks against authors, publishers
or any other group they might hot
happen to like. As a matbter of
fact, I feel that your readers,
(if there are any after this is-
sue), will ignore the invitation
to be boorish and ill-mannered.
Mentally you are undoubtably
a minor. I can quite understand
a fen criticising an author for a
poorly written story; or a fan
who dislikes the work of a parti-
culsr author expressing his or ,
her distaste for the type of fic-
tion turned out by that particu-
lar author. However, I cannot
understand why it would be neces-
sary to slander or ongags in
backbiting against a person un-
known to myself personally and un

-gble to defend himself against
attack.

There was a ray of sunshine
however, in the first Issueof
CENSORED. The Moth, by Leslie
Croutch was good reading, and,

probably the best
ing in the issue.

plece of writ-

12

One gets the impression, Ar.
Hurter that you are the editor o
CENSORED. Your name is mentinned
a total of fourteen times; ten
times on the 1index peze itself,
which is a pretty falr averagel
May T add my voice to that of

Juan Aguayo and say: My God, you
don't expect to sell this! -

- Jacqueline Berke, 6 Denison -
Square, Toronto, Ontario.

(Boy, swung wild ind hard as only
a rookie can swing 'emjclean thru
all the screens; no wonder the ed
turned this department over to me
She sog she's against slanderous.
attacks, but what would you call
that? Wheeu, it's still got me
reeling., Yup, the ed.is a mental
minor, otherwise he wouldn't be
putting out CENSORED. As for not
selling, I never saw a better Jet
cleaner than tris mag..but here's
a kind word from Lamb,that'll giv,
the screens time to build wp.)

«..Cover very good. Suggestion-
keep price off as 1t makes 1t
seem too commercial. However 1it's
your cover-do as you please. Per-
sonally I like to think of a fan-
mag as something more or less per
-sonal, not like one of the pro
mags. Mimeograp y - oxcellent...
never saw such a good job. Wow
for a orickbat; quite a few mis-
takes in spelling, tsk,tsk,!

General format - fair. Sugg-
est you allow about 1/8 page for
title of story; give author!sname
at beginning if possible. Spacing
in Luna & Lunacy 1is better than
The Moth,

Guest mditorial - lovely take
off on the super burpo that Hugo
Gernsback used to bring up. KXeep
going with one per 1lssue and your

mag should go places. lNesd I say
where? (Humour or such.). Luna &
Lunacy - very humourous. I 'S€em
To have read something similar,

but it wasn't interaded to be fun-
ny. I think you xust have read
the same story, (or was it 10000

similar stories). Trought Helmets
articles are alway's welcome,

(continued on pagel5)
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by JOHN HOLUS MAsun. pe

Hugh Dalton - last man! If he
had thought of it whimisically,it
would have seemed very different
to the actuality he was now exper
-iencing.

But there was no time for thot
as he opened the thrattle The
ship was accelerating, faster and
faster. Through a "ust the in
struments on thecontrol board be-
fore him danced ez,rily then the
hideous welght that crushed in
from all sides was too much.

He didn't lose consclousness,
for he could still feel the mount
-ing heat of the vessel's inter-
ior as frictlon tore at it. But
all he could see was a dancing
red haze.

Then the ship was through.
Gradually the pain receded and
with it the numbness. Perception
rcturned to him and a weary,tired
feeling inside as though his vis-
cer? had baen put through a meat

When he finally staggered to
his feet and threaded through the
maze of the cabin to a rear port,
‘arth was spinning away in its or
-bit. Dalton bit his lip suddenly
in en effort to control the boil-
ing pent-up emotions within him.
re was still something in
~credible ebout it all. Every-
thing had happened so quickly. An
vnsuspecting Earth,then they were
thore and mankind was suddenly
fighting for existance, trying
vainly to stem the tide of the in
-vaders.

iien had never learned much a-
bout the invaders. There wasn't
time for that. But it was know
that they could breath earthly
air. They were smaller than Man,
used to the gravitation of a
world half the size of Eerth. And
they had crossed interstellar
space to find another home when
their own planet was exhausted of
its natural rcsources,and extine-
tion stared them in the face.

They built their ships and
crossed th; ab;ss Eetween the

stars. A hundred light.years,and
some said more before they reach-
ed the Solar System. Earth's at-
mosphere was the most similar to
that of their home planet, its re
-gources barely scratched and in
abundance.

A tentative base of operations
was established on Mercury. The
invaders dug into the inhospit-
able little planet and studied
the third world carefully. Prep -
arations went ahead. Great space
vessels built to carry supplies
were rapldly converted into heavl
-1y armoured dreadnoughts, Deadly
weapons were installed. Then they
struck!

Man was reeling from the vio-
lence of the onslaught before he

realized that cosmic invaders
were at his throat. But cpport-
unists rose to the aid of the

stricken race, and out of his in-
itial stupefaction, a united Man
rose to strike back with all the
power at his command.

The most powerful weapons,

barely affected the invader's
ships,and only thru suicidal sac-
rifices could Man destroy them.
But the cost is not counted in a
battle to the death and in the
face of Man's ferocious counter -
attacks, the enemy hesitated and
was driven back.
Man thought he had won. He
paused to get his breath and take
stock of his losses. Then the in-
vaders were upon him again. That
was were humanity lost.

Terrestrials rallied to the de
-fence and the toll their suicide
squadrons took of the allens was
gigantic, but they were out-class
-ed. The invader's ships were
faster and better protected,their
weapons vastly superior. This
time there was no stemming the
tide. Humanity's forces were seg
-rsgated and decimated. Di:organ-
ized, vestigal the remnants were
cut_to ribb

Dalton ‘md been 1in one of the
sulclce squadrons at the end. How




he managed to escape death in the
holocaust was almost as incredi-
ble as how he survived the crack-
up of his tiny flier after a fif-
ty mils plunge through the atmos-
phere in free falls Somehow his
automatic ejector remained intact
and,unconscious,he was shot clear
of the machine, his parachute op-
ening automatically.

The next thing he remembered
was s hospital room. He had been
brought to an underground retreat
he learned subsequently - a place
where those who were left had ga-
thered to escape the death meted
out by the conquerors above.

When his broken body was again
whole, he was released from the
hospital. And his grim determin-
ation to fight the encmy was un-
shaken by the disgusting fatalism
he encountered in the subterran -
ean hideaway. These shattered
remnants of humanity quailed even
at the thought of offensive ac-
tion against the invaders.

A few days after his release,
Hugh Dalton discove: a hidden
shaft that lead to the surface
and once more came to the outer
world. He found a truly change
world. Alrcedy the usurpers were
tearing down what remained of man
-kind's works, and building in
their stead strange, alien build-
ings. Wan was hunted in those
days - hls thousands sought after
with methodical efficiency that
was nauseating. The invaders,
were taking no chances of losing
their hard gained world. Van must
be thoroughly extirpated.

What few  humans Dalton met
were pitiful specimens, for, his
civilization gone, Man sank back
into the mie. Already the world
that Man had mastered was becom-
ing but a legend.

Dalton, however, remained un
-changed, and as the months gave
way to years, his resolve became
a terrible burning thing that
lighted strangs fires in his eyes
Finally he built himself 2 camou-
flaged hidcout in the fastness of
a great desert and here he began
the task of co-ordinating the in-
formation he had uncovered during

1.
his years of wandering.

He had learned that the invad-
ers depended upon a huge machine
on the Moon for their power-a
machine that was energised by the
vast powers of solar radiation.
It was built on the Noon mainly
because greater quantities of sun
-light could be captured there
than cn Earth and because it was
beyond the reach of vindicative
Terrestrials.

But the invadirs hasn't taken
into consideration that one man
might live through the holocaust,
and duplicate a space ship. This
however, was what engaged Hugh
Dalton for the next decade, for
he cherished a dream of vengeance
that would not be denied. Some~
how he resisted the madness that
clawed at his mind through the
years, and always wcerkel on, on
towards the day of vengc:nce,

Then the tiny space vissel was
finished. The knowledge that his
task was done was like a soothing
balm on a raw wound - the raw
wound of his memory.

That night Dalton tuned in on
the radio of the conquerors. He
had recently disc vered a way of
rendering intelligible their com-
munications to aid him 1in his
task and now he was putting it to
the test for the first time. It
was then that he learned he was
the last man.

Fugh Daltons loneliness crush-
ed in upon him 1like a tangible
weight. A queer,listless feeling,
of futility mnearly took possess-
ion of him, But ae was the last
representative of his race. The
knowledge secemed to give him a
sense of responsibility,for there
was no one else now. It was his
Jjob to strike the last blow, He
could not fall,

An hour 1later his tiny space
ship leaped "OVH the firing rails
and up into the air. Behind it,

the laboratory geyse:ed aigh into
the air as the crreful iy - laid
time bomb went off.

Now the Earth was spinning a-
way far behind,and Luna expanding
into a brilliant crescent in his
vision screen. In the right hand
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corner he could just make out his
objective as a tiny changing spot
of brillisnce. Another two hours.

Suddenly Dalton cursed. A dial
was flsshing intermittently on
the instrument board- the proxim-
ity detector. It could mean only
one thing. His ship had not left
Earth undstected.

The last man grasped the throt
-tle of ths rocket blasts,abrupt-
1y accellerating. The 1little
space vessel was away like a shot
Five hundred miles behind, the
cruisers of thc invaders gave up
all pretenss of caution and set
out tin full chase. Only for a
moment did the Terrestrial's ship

widen the gap between them.

As he slanted down towards tho
power machine, Hugh Talton knew
he was fighting a losing game.
His tiny craft was no match for
the fast ships that were rapidly
overkeuling him, Therc was 3till
a thousand miles to cover before
he would be within range of the
solar power machine and he would
have to begin slowing his terrif=-
ic pace soon.

There was only one way. A

vision of a once great race rose
before his eyes as he paused,
hand on the throttle. Then he

thrust the throttle wide open....
-the end(obviously)-

(continued from page 12)
whether I agree with the writer's
opinions or not. Useless from
Uranus - very intereSting T U

Trom U is disgusted with Merritts
"The Snake Mother" as 1t was re-
printed, let her read his ©book

"The pace in the Abyss" as 1t was
printed by Lwerights in the U.S.A
It wasn't cut up;it was absolute-
1y ruined. It had both the Gray-
don stories stuck together, then
hacked down to make an ordinary
sized novel. When I pay out good
money for a mutilated thing like
that, my blood boils. Grrrr.
Evolution ? -~ very welcome. . .-
orous STF. poetry(g) is rare. I
love it, and never see enough of
it. The illustrations were nifty
and set off the poem very well,
More and yet morel Unscientifacts
-text and pictures good, bu eep
them more or less scientific. The
first one was out of place. To 'L
With Practlcal Science- very good
amplification o e old adage
"Familiarity breeds contempt" Too
true,slas,as I have discovered in
my short 1ife. Requiescat - dol-
ful but logical. Sould you write
a poem with a more cheerful idea
something 1like Man's future ac
-complishments. Nice am I not?
Just ask you for such a tall as-
signment and expect you to go a-
head. " yvery good story
of weird raillroading. Must tell
Les I 1liked it or might be cut

off his 1list of friends (joke-
ha,ha,) Comments- always nice to
see different velwpoints. Who is
this Fred Hurter Jr. who writes
his comments? Doesn't he 1like
your mag? Idle Chatter- put this
on the firsT page arfter Contents.
Anycorments on American stf., mags
are welcome as I very rarely see
them now.If you have any, or hear
of esny for sale, (1941) editions,
let me know pronto, and I'll take
them. MName your own price as I
want to get them. Could you an=-
nounce any future articles or
stories in "Idle Chatter"? Swamp
Country - just enough horror to

e weird. Finc composition. Get
more from knight - - he's worth
reading. Editor's Blurb - oom~

bine with TIdle Chatter" and make
it a full page as per suggestion
on "IC". "I" - good except for
second line of first paragraph.
Could be rewritten and this de-
fect fixed. ( please don't throw
anything at me, they're only sug-
gestions that you asked for). All
in all, you have a real nice mag.
Well, I guess this will be all
for the present. Yours weirdly &
stfly. L/cpl. Norman Lagb,BS52537,
N.V., B. Company, B.,T.C. ,

Brantford, Ontario.

(1 guess that's all fer ndw, as
I lost a letter from Peck so
adlos mis amigos -Major Jupiters
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or DISSENTION

Some people, 1t seems, don't agree with certain of my opinions ex--
pressed in past articles, and wanna argue. So here 1is a c¢olumn in
which you can thrash it out with the ed. or among yourselves. This
publication assumes no responsibilitizs for injuries sustained thru,

arguements started in this column.

Why Not Thought Helmets?

There can be inter-communicat-
ion by thought. Of course, there
is always the image 1idea; think
of a thing and it forms a picture
in your mind. However, that is
not altogether good, because 1t
would a°ply only to concrete
forms. Abstract thoughts
would depend on the senderis idea
of them., Some people say"beauty"
and think of sunsets, trees, etc.
while others say "beauty", and
think of peaches and cream, choc-
olate fudge,or an ice-cream soda.

But that 1s beside the point .
Thought transmission in different
languages, can be done very easi-
ly. Today In Washington, and in
probably every other important
capital, there is a gadget,of a
million or so parts, that takes &
speech made by any nation, and tr
-anslates i1t into the language of
the one listening. 'Strue so help

me! Tow, what is to prevent some
aspiring scientist---- don't look
at mel----from inventing a gadget

that will work on the same prin-
ciple, with this dJdifference; it
catches thought waves instsad of
sound waves and turns them into
the language desired? The cute
1ittle trick in Washington has a
large receptor that catches the
sound waves and translates them
into different languages indis-
criminately. No one would want
to carry a ten ton machine around
naturally, but I insist thatit
can be done. - Barbara Bovard.

If that machine exists, I will
grant that you have me to a cert-
ain extent. But I don't believe
that there 1s any such animal.

And now, let's g0.e...

# # #

If you have studicd any forsign
languages at all, you should know
that there are so many idioms; so
many shades of meaning, of pro-
nunciation,that it is doubtful if
a machine with even two million
parts could translate a speech.
Moreover, think what a mess such
a machine would make if the speak
er lisped or stuttered. And ev-
en if such a machine would work,
it would still be necessary to
learn the language of the race
you wish to communicate with., -ed

A person thinks not in words
btu in pictures, Granted one
does at times‘hinl: in words, but
a person's thoughts are not in
words. No sirl
(a) That animals can thimk is a
proven fact, but if dogs thought
in terms of barks, they would have
had a lingo long ago.

(b) You ought to know taht at
times especially in crises,a per-
son thinks in seconds what wiould
take him minutes to articulate.
And if the mind ca: think tnat
fast, 4in words, you ought tobe
able to say them that fast.

(c) You've often tried to express
something which you knew as well
as your own name, but couldn'tput
in words. Has there sver
been a satisfactory explanation,
of love? No. ll-qualified as I
am, I yet say that we 2ll know
what love is, but put it iinto
words; immpossible.

(d) Also, when one gets an idea
for a picture or machine or such
one does not think of it in words.
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because one is liable not to know
the name of something they think
of. TLook at the work of Salvador
Dali. Three quarters of the stuff
he paints has no name, and yet a
person can think. Suppose you
were building a machine, and you
needed a piece shaped like this.
hat would you call ii?
Ok now, admit like a man

g that you‘x;e beaten. i
-Gordon Peck.2l4 W.l5th. Van.,B.C

Beaten nothing. Now wateh this

(a) Just what do you  mean by
thinking? Learning by experience
or association, or reasoning.
Almost all creatures, even fish,
can do the former, but few the
latter, and dogs are not among
them. Your analogy is false.

(b) This statement is nonsense.
merely because Wwe are unable to
do something because of some phy-
sical limitation does not say
that it is impossible. Merely
because we cannot see thousands
of stars with the naked eye,
doesn't say that they don't ex-
ist. Hmm better watch my own an-

alogies. Have you ever noticed
that you can reasd faster if you
don't mouth each word? And my

dear boy you are absorbing words,
not pictures, and raster than you
could say them.

(e) The arguement isn't about ex-
planations, but about wether we

think 1in words or in pictures.
We're not argueing about explan-
ations in words, but whether we
think of something nerely as_a
word, or as _a picture. Anyway

love is an emotion, and not the
produet of thought,as a glance at
what some people marry will show.
(@) I wish you would not confuse
the issue. "Visualizing", as you
do in connection with painting,
can hardly be called thinking
Moreover,it is extremely linited.
No man can visualize above six.
I can visualize about four,which,
is slightly Dbetter than a crow
can do. So, we merely think in
words, and overcome this handicap
~ it would be absolutelvy imposs-
ible to think,in pietures of any
large amounts, such as a hundred

or a thousand. Why that 1is our
chief difference from other an
~imals;that we can think in words
jthat we can use abstract terms.
Just what picture would you have
for such terms as "impossible ,
because, improbable, perhaps etec
As I have said before, this busi-
ness of t‘oinking in words,is very
noticeable, if you Lhoroughly
study a foreign language. Wnen
you have spoken it for some time,
you will begin to catch yourself
tinking in the words of that
language. Sa fact. T can speak
four and ‘sture. O0.K. now, admit
like a man that you're beat.- ed.

Tvo Suns for Mother Earth?

Has anyone stopped to fi
out what would happen if
world and solar system had two
suns each of about the same grav-
ity mass? Oh I know, the whole
3olar System would probably fly
into little pieces. But Jjust su-
ppose that there was an equaliz-
ing force that kept matters as
they are at present.

In the first place there would
tter of orbits,

e two suns, which \lould
dered earth choose to re
volve abouti It would probably
fly appart from sheer indecision
On the other hand, Nature ,
waich most assuredly has a sense
of humour, would probably allow
something like this

®

Which brings us to the problem
of day and night, as well as sea-
sons. They would be double what
they are now, the days would be
twice as long--don't ask me why--
the nights would be perfect for
lovie-dovies. The moon would
still be chasing after us, but it
wouldn't show up much because
there would be no night. How
could there be, except during the
winter seasons on the far side of

the suns? I'd better give up,I'm
getting involved. See you later,
Barbara Bovard

# #



"Well, my boy, if you've fin-
ished playing the glutton, I'll
tell you, why I had you come here
tonight.

I ﬂzlsr‘ea across the remains of
an inch-thick steak at the hunch-
ed-up 0ld man sitting across the
table from me. Thin, stooped,
shoulders topped bY an enormous
head, he resembled some vile bird
of prer. 4nd the way he looked
at me: gloating,sneering, sarcas-
tic! Tight fisted old money-bag
squeezer that he was. Even if he
was my uncle dldn't change my op-
inion any, or my feelings oither,
as far as he was concerned.

He was deucedly clever, and
rich as all get out, too. Mo, I
wasn't jealous of his money, but
when I thought how he had got his
wealth, something would rise up in
me,and I'd get sick to my stomach
and my hands would 1itch to get
hold of his srawny old neck and
do a little gentle twisting. Oh
no, I wouldn't murder the old
buzzard - at least not qulte, I'd
just make him squeak a little,
like the ret he was.

Perhaps after that tirade, T'd
better tell you something about
him, or you'll get the icdea I'm a
tough guy that should be ccoling
off under a warden's care.

0ld Nat Judson - that's his
name- was my father's only broth-
er. Dad had worked like the very
old devil all his younger days to
make a little money while Uncle
Nat had sponged on him and just
monkeyed around with this and
that. Always inventing things he
was, and I'1l have to admit that
his inventions worked- sometimes.
Well, he borrowed money off Dad
for one of his nutty ideas. It
was something to do with televis~
ion, I've forgotten just what.
But it was a howling  sucess, and
Uncle Nat made quite a wad out of
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it. Then Dad had an accident,
and was unable to work, and he
asked if he could have his mon-
ey back, but Nat said "Nuts!"
and moved out. For lack of the
proper medical attention, Dad
died soon afterwards.

Besides that, Kat was always
acting su ior to the rest of
us,as if we were dirt; wouldn't
give us & helping hand when we
needad it, and that after we'd
played the Good Samaritian to
him lots of times.

This night, though, ola
Uncle Nat had phoned me he'd
like me to go over and see him.

And just to be decent, I went.
Just because he was an ornery
old dsvil was no reason why I

should act the same.

There being no love lost be-
tween us, and me being a man
and under no obligation to him,
I answered with a snappy rotort

"Hold your horses. I haven't
finished thls steak yet!"

Uncle Nat glared. I juess no
one had told him where to get
off for a long time. But he
didn't say anything.

When I had finished, a1
sure took my time about it, he
took me down the hall to a big
room that must have been where
he did his work. It had all
kinds of motors,little electric
lights that blinked on and off,
and cables as big as pipes run-
ning everywhers. But the st-

rangest thing in the whole
place was a nlce looking ar
right in the mlddle of the
floor,

Uncle Nat led me to it., With
a funny 1ittle smile on his

face, and waved his hand at it,
saying nothing.

Gee, but it was a swell look
-ing Dbus. One of the latest
models. Must have cost him a
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pile of money, and I bet it hurt
him to have to fork over the nec-
essary coin of the realm for it,
too.

As I said before, it was a
swell looking car, ordinary look-
ing at first, but after a second
look, I saw something no car ever
had on it before. That was a lay-

cr of small brass tubes fastened
on top, thiy werc open at both
ends, and from their wmiddles a

lot of wires ran down inside the
body; where, I couldn't see just
then.

sll, what do you think of my
time car?" Uncle Nat asked.

"Your what?" I asked back, A
'time cart? What in sam hill was
that?

"Ny time car, idiot! I can
travel back and forth in time
with it," he explained.

I wae still no further ahead .
I guess my face had a stupld ex-
pression on 1it, for TUncle Nat
launched into a more detailed ex-
planation.

"By using the fourth dimension
I can go into the past, or ahead
into the future with this speci-
ally equiped automobilel™

I had read stories of such
things, but that it was possible
was a moot question as far as I
was concerned. What the fourth
dimension was I had a hazy idea.
Secems like it's the other three
dimensions, namelyheight,breadth,
and thickness or width, extended
into time, or something.

I didn't know much about 1it,so

instead of disclosing my ignor-
ance, I snorted:
"Nutst"

Uncle Nat glared. Maybe he
thought I was infering that he
was nuts. At least he came back
with:

"Youtre like the rest of your
family. Ignorant, and making fun
of anyone that you can't under-
stand."

Well that got me.
ignorantl! Vhy, the
old skinflint.

"Yeah, maybe we are a bit low
in mental power. We must be, or

My family
old......athe

you'd never have got
money, you old theif!"

To my surprise, he didn't say
anything to that, but he glared
plenty. For a minute I thought
he was going to throw a fit, he
got that red in the face. But he
Tinally cooled off.

"Now, now, my boy, there is no
use in fighting", he said in an
0ily manner,rubbin~ his claws to~
gether, "I admit I owed your fa-
ther money, but he died before I
could pay him back, That is why
I callsd for you to come over."

I was taken aback at this.
Something was up, I realizsd, for
old Uncle Nat had never gone soft
hearted before. He had something
up his sleeve, and I intended to
be m ty careful.
heart is bad, my boy," he
said. "My doctor has given me on-
ly a short time to live, perhaps
a month at the very best. I may
dle any time."

Hurreh! I thought.

"Ang before I go," he wont on,
"I wish to give you this time car
of mine. I have no money, and I
wish to repay your fathe
he had done for me in th

I grunted. No mon
Where had all of 1t gone to? We
all knew he was rich as Midas,
And instcad of paying us off as
he should have done, he was giv-
ing me this time car. What use
would I have for 1it, even if it
worked?

"How's it work?" I asked, det-
ermined to see 1t through.

His eyes 1lit up with a fanatic
-al light. Turning to his work
bench he picked up a comical look
-ing framework of heavy wire. At
first I thought it was a cube
then I saw it wasn't. It looked
like a cube, but had an extra
thingumabob on it that looked
like something out of the D.T.s.

"What's that?" I asked, inter-
ested in spite of myself.

"This 1is what mathematicians
call a tesseract," he answered.

"A- what?"

"A tesseract. A cube extended
into the fourth dimension.

all Dad's




I squinted at it from every
angle. A tesseract heccalled it
but it looked like a crazy mess
of wire to me.

"I still don't know what it
is," I confessed.

"No? Well,I'll try to explain
it to you in syllable words,

n

Picking up a pencil he drew a
straight line on a pad of paper
that was handy.

"What's that?" he asked.

"That's a line. Now ask me
something hardi"

"I know it's a line, but what I

dimension is 1t?"

That was casy. Any student of
geometry knows what dimension a
straight line is in.

"One dimension. The dimension
of lenght," I answered.

"Good. Now if I draw a line
at right angles to the first,
what dimension do we have?"

"Two, lenght and breadth."

"And if I draw a thir line

at right angles to the other
two?!

"Three; lenght, breadth, and
height."

"Fine, fine. Now suppose I
draw still another 1line that is
et right angles to all the other
three, what have we then?"

I thought for a moment, and
decided it was impossible. I
told him so.

He smiled and shook his head.

"No, my boy, it 1is not im-
possible to do. The fourth di-
mension thus formed would be
that of time."

Wigne !

"Time, time! The three dimen-
sions extend into the fourth;
time., There has to be a time ex-
tension for an object to exist,
you know."

I grinned weakly. Plausible,
the way he put it, but still T
couldn't get it. But I said
nothing. Turning to the car,
Uncle Nat said:

"This is an ordinary car,eq-
uiped with a machine by which

its extension into time may be
speeded up or reversed!"

c
"Oht" Inane? Well, at  the

time it was all I could say. But
I was wondering whether Uncle Nat
was as crazy as they made believe
he was. Or perhaps he was even
crazier than everyone thought.

"You see, if the car's exten-
sion into time is speeded up, or
made greater, it will travel thru
time faster than its surroundings
Thus it will go into the future.
If its extension 1is reversed, it
travels back allong the time
stream into the past. DO you un
-erstand?"

"Uh huh!" Was all I could say.
I was flabbergasted at the poss-
ibilities suggested by the thing.

"Just think of the possibili -
ties of this machine, my boy. You
could go into the past :1d see
your childhood days again. In the
future you could see what was to
happen to you. You could tell the
trend of the stock markets, and
on your knowledge reap millions!"

I had thought of all that, and
why Uncle Nat, an old money grab
=ber who would practically murder
his own grandmother far two cents
would let such a powerful thing
out of his hands, was beyond me.
Yes sir, the more I looked at it,
the less I liked it.

"But first, there is a little
job I wish you to do for me," he
said, with a sly grimace.
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Ah hah, so there was a string
to the whole offer after all? I
had suspected it.

"Yeah? And what's
asked cautiously.

He stepped a 1little closer and
looked up into my face with a
smirk on his own. He chuckled as
hLie answered:

"A little trip, my boy. Ah yes
& little tripi"

I didn't 1ike the way he saild
that. It sounded to me like:
'will you step intoc my parlour,
said the splder to the fly'!

"Hell?"

Again he chuckled, and rubbed
his hands together with e rasping
sound, 1like old dry leather be-
ing rubobed with sandpaper.

A trip into the future, my
boy, a nice little trip intothe
future!"

1t sounded too easy to me;
there was something mightyfishy
sbout the whole thing, end I did
-n't like it., But I might as well
see it through, 1t woulén't hurt
te do that. Nothing ventured,
notning geined, you know.

"ihat's the job?"

He took out his wetch and look
-ed at it.

"IN onc hour, or a little less
now, at exactly nine o'clock, you
will arrive in the future. There
you will go to the hall, on the
1ittle table there, you will find
a black satchel. This you will
bring back to me."

“Ts that all?"

"Thet is all!"

Something not on ths level
here, I thought to myself. But
whet the heck, what could I lose?

"oxey, I'll do it," I assented

"Fine!" he seid in & truimph-
ant voice, &s if he had won a
momentious move.

"§111l I stert now?" I asked.

“"Certelnly!"

And now starts the craziest
adventure any human has €
perienced. Don't accuse
veing drunk and seeing
followed. I
now, and I'

"How do

that?" I

of yours?" I asked hia.

He opened the door and point-
ed to the dashboard. On it were
a pair of disls, like old time
speedometers, a switch, end a
couple of knobs.

"Phis dial",he pointed to the
one on the right, 'tells the op-
erstor how far into the future
he is travelling. This 1little
knob,it is the time controller ,
that you use when you are trav-
elling into the future. The
farther to the right youturn it,
the faster you go. Thnis other
xnob and disl 1s for control
when going into the past. This
switch, when turned, returns you
to the present instantly. As you
can see, the diesls are marked in
minutes hours, and years.

I could see that, as I wasn't

jrd

ith the feeling of the nan
who sticks his head in the lions
mouth in the circus, I climbed
in and closed the door.

I turned the lnob that sent
me into the future. Contrary to
the efforts of the science-fict-
jon writers in descriving & trip
through time, I didn't see any
hazy scences of the passage of
time; instead, all went black,
dead black.

But as ent, I carriced one
picture with me; that was of
Tncle Hat, and he was laughing.

The disl said nine o'clock.
Uncle Nat had told me how to
start this darned ~ontraption of
his, but had said nothing sbout
stopping it. However, common
sense told me to turn the future
knob beck. This I did, and I
wss in the future one whole hour

I sat in the car and stared
out the window at the workshop.
The clock on the wall read nine,

Slowly I opened the door and
stepped out. This Dbeing in the
future maede me a little ncrvous;
and the same sensation one has
when living in a dream. Butthis
was too darned realistic to be
just a dream.

I left the
the hall. Sure

room and entered
enough, on th



hall teble was a black satchel.
How did Uncle Net know it would
be there? Had he secn it when he
travelled into the futurc some
time? If so, why hadn't he taken
1t back with him then? Why send
me for it? Why not come himself?

I could hear wvoices in the
perlour. Decidin. to make the
most of this 1l1lttle excursion in
Time, I peeked in. Uncle Nat was
talking to & bilg stout man, with
& huge bleck mustache. The town
banker, br. Wells, What was he

I thought, now I cun
untill ninc, and s‘,\, about

Wells., If he comes,I'll inow
this machine is no fake; if he
doesn't, then Uncle's a freud,

and I’v\, been teken in by o hoax.
ninking which,I picked up tr

brg, end went Dback to the work
shop and the timoc car.

Entering the door, I slmost
droppcd in surprise. Vhat th

devil! It couldn't be! Yoiy 1t
was!
Instced of only one time car,

there were now two in the room!
And getting out of the second,
.me, or my twin brother! As
I hzven't a twin, and ss I know
mysslf from acquaintaence in the
mirror, I knew thet across the
room wes & second HE!

I came rcross the floor and
looked at him, or should it be
He looked decidedly anxious
and seemed very glad to see me.
As for myself, I was very sur-
prised,and didn't know quite what

oo

to s:y. He, I, whoever it wos,
opned ths exchange of words.
"Thenk God, I got here in

time!" he sald,

"Who the devil are
I demended.

He looked surprised.

"ihy, I'm you, Garth Brooks
Judson!" he answered.

I started at that, how the
devil could he be me when I was
myself and not him, when I was
here end not there.

"I don't belicve it," I said.

"It's the truth," he assured
me. "I'm from nine thlrty, while
you're from nine o'clock.

you anyway?

2z
That's plausible," I thought.
"ihat d'you want?" I asked him

aloud. Or was 1t myself I asked?
"That bag!"
“But, I hmve to take this to
Uncle Nat," I refused.

DO you know what's in 1t2"
I shook my head.

"Then open 1t end look," he

aid so, It was literally
ovorflowing with what I took to
be bonds!

Do you know
to?" he asked me.

"To my uncle I suppose,"

He shook his head. "It's real-
y Wells',tho banker."

"Huh! Whet?"I couldn't under-
sbund this 2t =ll,
phoned Wells to
here with all thesc bonds.

wes going to buy them, and
doal was to take place here
n this house. Wells agreed.
Uncle Fat sent me, or you, into
the future to steal them, Then he
would have the bonds without hav-
ing to pay for them."

That almost floored me.

"3ut why ssnd me?  Vhy not do
the dirty work himself?" I wanted
to know.

"He hed to have an alibi," my
across the floor told me .
is with Wells 211 the time
¢, then he will have an
ght alibi. He has it all
fixed for- us to be the guilty one
not him."

"How?"

"Ze had, or has, a cemera rig-
ged up in the hall. He took my
pleturc when I took the satchel .
That mekes me the theif, then."

I saw it alright. I'd be rail-
roaded to prison, maybe for life,
while the reacl criminal would sit
back in safety and laugh up his
slceve at the smart trick he'd

who it belongs

come
Tncle

pulled.
Uy double, I have to call him
thet, broke in: "So, if you give

me the stuff, perhap: I can fix
it so I'll get clear."

I handed him the bag.

"Now you'd better return,"

I returned,with my blood fair-
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ly boiling at the
played on me,

How could I turn the tables on
Uncle Nat? Suddenly an idea str-
uck me, end I chuckled. Yes,that
1s just what I'll do, I decided.

I found my uncle walting for

. His welcoming smile turned to
e look of ragc when he saw I was
empty-handed,

"The bag!" he ,oried, "The bag!
Where's the bag?"

"I couldn't find 1t," I snepp-
right back.

"Couldn't find 1t? Why it wes
righb there on the teble in the
heall!l

"I don't give a demn where it
wos suppesed to bejit's not there
now," I snapped back

"You found that bag," hs accu-
scd. "Ané you hid it somewherc.
You've stolen it from m T
get even with you for that!"

At thet moment he front door
bell rsng. Still muttering thr-
cats, Uncle Nat left to answer it
I followed.

Surc cnough, it was ir. Wells,
the town's one and only banker,
and he cerried in his le’t hand
the 1ow familier bleck satchel.

I was wondering how mny uncle
would menage to heve 1s leave
such a velueble bag in the hall
ended for even the fow mom-
ents necessary for the theft. But
d, that I knew.

wes hengin, up his coat
:md hct, when Uncle Nat spoke:
efore WE‘ghum~ attend to the
€ss you'rc here for,lirlells,
how would you like & glass of my
best wine? Pre-war, it 1s." And
he motlonsd to the perlor.

mangy trick

Wells' eyes 1it up, It was
commnon knowledge that he was a
enthusiastic embiber, end never
passed up the chsnce of a drink
free or otherwise, I ¥new he
wouldn't let this offer slip thil

his fingers. In fact, tho first
gloss might well merge into sever
-2l before the'business" was att-
ended to. Forgetting all about
the bag, he followsd my uncle.How
easily it was all car: d out. So
sirmple, there was little chance
thet 1t would go wrong.

I entered the library, which
wes across the hall, and station-
ed myself just dinside the door,
where I could watch the hall and
bag where it set on the table.

I glanced at my wrist- watch,
and sawit read just ten to nine.

Sure enough, at nine,or a lit-
tle later, I saw myself come from
the workshop, walk down the hall,
pick up the bag, peep into the
parlor snd then roturn.

Suddenly a thought struck me,
and for a few moments my head

swam with the immensity of it.
Here I was, in the hall, and.
thore wero two of me in the work-
shop tnlking to each other! Phew-
wwwie!

hree of me in oxistence.

Uncle Nat and
ipingtheir lips and,
¢ sclf-satisfyingly.
prepering to leave the
Now the fireworks would
with 2 bang!
The thres of us

stepped out
4t once Wells
e & quick
here was only
the hall. Uncle Hat
Wells let out a
uld have done cred-
who had been stuck
of his belly with a
oo dull pitch-fork.
The satchel- the bonds! THEY-
fells shouted.
er- see."

ily uncle
friendly

coughed,
The next ten minutes were £111
-ed with pandemonium. Wells yell-

ed for the police., Uncle lat man
aged to pacify him with assurance
that the theif would be caught., I
hung around with an indescribab-
le feeling in me.
Finelly Wells left.
turned on me furiously.

Uncle Nat

"-ull, smart aloclk, where's
the bag?

I dn't sey anything, Jjust
grinned.

"You won't get ewey with 1it,
Jou know," he snapped.
ng to a light fixture a-
aovc the little hall tsole, he




took down one of those little can
-did cameras,

"I've got a photograph of you
teking that bag, you know," he
told me.

"Yeah?" I snapped right back,

"Maybe so, but you can't do any-
thing at all about it."

He was taken back at that, and
before he could say anything, I
was striding down the hall to the
workshop. Entering it, I walked
to the time car. I got in and
closed the door.

Uncle Nat came rurning in, his
face red and wild. He was yelling
something, but I couldn't hear
what it was. Raising my hand, I

placed it th'mb to my nose and
wizgled my fingers at him in a
none too complimentary salute.

Then he faded into balckness as I
turned the knob.

Where was I going? Back to get
the bonds of course. Uncle Nat
had tried, was trying in fact, to
meke me the gullty one. Now I was
golng to fix it so that his 1litt-
le trick would boomerang on him.
How was I going to do that? By
getting the bonds from myself and
taking them to Wells' house, then
when he returned he would find
them there. As he had them, he
couldn't very well accuse anyone
of stealing them. 0f course, he
would remember taking them over
to my uncle's house where they
hed disappeared; but he would
likely think that <the theif had
suffered a bad case of cold feet,
and returned them, or he might
think he was a little unbalanced.

So back to nine o'clock I went
There I met myself, =#s wvou al-
ready know, and whom I persuaded
to hand over the bonds to me.

Now I had thetask of returning

the bonds to Wells' home. I
couldn't very well walk, as it
would take me & good fifteen min-
utes to mare the round trip. I
could go far enough back in the
past in order to have the necess-
ary time, but I disliked the risk
of running into myself or my
uncle.

Suddenly the solution came to
me. I could go into the future
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to the time when the house was no
more. Then I could use the cer
to drive to the road, where I
could return to nine o'clock, and
then go (o Wells' residence, re-
turn the money, and reverse the
whole proceedure.

This I did,and it passed with-
out a hitch.

Now there were
existence at nine!
the money;
first; the
first two meet;

four of me in
One stealing,
the other meeving the
third watching the
and the fourth,
returning the bonds to Wells'
home! Also, there were now two
bags of bonds instead of one. One
bag was in the workshop with two
of me, and the other was with me
being taken to Wells' place.

Fourth dimensional multiplica-
ticn, if you ask me!

But Uncle Nat hadthat photo -
graph of me taking the bag. That
had to be discredited some way or
other. How? Ah ha, by creating
an alibi for myself, And how
would I do that? Easy, by appear-
ing some place with someone whose
word was reliable, at nine o'cloc
of course.

Now, who would I go to see, in
order to establish this alibi,
which had to be hole-proof? It
had to be somebody whose word
would clear me without any doubt.

Who would fit this purpose bet
-ter than the local chief of pol-
ice? Fortunately, I knew his son
Harry very well. It was at his
place that I read all the science
fiction that I do.

Good. To Harry's,
would go!

I chuckled at the thought as I
drove from Wells' to the houseof
my friend, Harry Thorntunn
Woulan't Uncle Nat be in a heck
of a stew when he found I had fix
-ed myself in an air-tight alibi!

Back in time I went to eight-
thirty. Pariing my car down the
strecet a bit, I welked to his
home, and rapped on the dcor.

It was opened by Mrs.Thorntunn
"Oh, it's you, Garth," she greet-
ed me. "Harry will be so glad to
see you. He sprained his ankle
this afternoon, snd hasn't been

then, I
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able to go out."

"On, that's too bad", I sympa-
thized.
She took me upstairs to Harrys
room where I found my friend 1ly-
irg in bed. fis father was there
8lso. They had been playing ch-
eckers.

%hen Harry saw me he let out &
wnoop of aelignt.
S0y, but I m glad to sce you
Garth," he said, "Pull up a chair
anc. park yourself. Zad's been
beeting me agein at checkers. I
cen't play 'em worth a darn, but
euchre- I- we'll knock the stuff-

in" outte him!"

Boy, but how fate wes playing
into my heands. What an alibi!
Playing cards with the chief of

police's family. Uncle sat could-
n't do anything now.

We played, and true to Esrry's
boast, wore winnlng consistently.
Sut I spoilsd one play, that was
when I glance at the clock and
s it was five minutes past nine
I fumbled my cerds, and dropped
three waen a thought flitted thru
my mind. Five past nine......and
there wsre five Garth Brook Ju-
dsons now in existence!

There werc thresc at Uncle Nats
plsce.Those you know about; there
wos a fourth at Wells'; and a
£ifth me herc, playing cards! The
thought of it was enough to mekea
horse laugh!

Just think- FIVE me's when
there wsas only oné brought in-
to tk orld in the first place !

“hatte laugh!
At

quarter to ten, Harrywent
op, so I left. It took me
very little time to rsturn in the
time car to the workshop. I tim-
¢d my arrivel-or should it be rc-
turn?- to within a few minutes of
my departure. I found my uncle,
weiting for me.

"ou impertincnt young pup,"he
snepped at me,"where did you g0
just now?"

I grinned at him saucily. i
felt fairly confident of the out
-come of the whole affair,and was
content to just sit back and let
things run their course,

As was to be expccted, Uncle

Nat felt I had stollen thebond
for myself, and he notified the
police that he had the man who
had stolen Well's bonds thet nite

ells hadn't reported the
theft, so they piclked him upon
thi ay over. He was pretty mys-
tified end bewildered,and had ve-
very little to say.

But he told his story and Uncl
Wet produced me as the villain
of this little comedy.

Cheif Thorntunn looked at me
questioningly, and then stared at
Wells and Uncle lat.

"Do you accusethis men of rob-
pery?" he asked, emphesizing the
"this"
11s sald nothing,only looked
the more bewildered. I could sce,
that he dién't understand what
this was all about. But the old
money grabbing uncle of mine, had
plenty to say and he said it too,

iyes, I do accuse this man,"
he poison-tengued, "I have irref-
utable ovidence that he is the
guilty person!"

Cheif Thorntunn looked at me
with a puzzled look on his face.

"ip- let me see this er- evid-
ence you claim to have lir. Judson
he demendsd.

Uncle Nat's face wore a truim
-phant look as he handed & smell
photograph over. It was the cné
taizen by the candid camers.

Cheif Thorntunn looked, and
his nuzzlenent grew.

"I- I don't understand this'he
told my uncle.

"Isn't that & picturc of him
taking the bag?"Uncle Nat snapped

UyZ yes, it looks  like 1t!"
Thorntunn admitted slowly, then
hasitly added; "At least it looks

ike him!"

“Looks 1like him?" Uncle Nat
feirly exploded, Things weren't
going as he hsd expected, end he
didn't like it."

"Yes,I sald 1t looked like him
You sec,lir.Judson, Garth herc was
playing cuchre with my femily and
me at the time he is supposed to
have committed this crime!"

Thet literally floored Uncle
Nat. He looked soutterly flabber-
gasted,that I fclt atinge of pity




for him. He looked so let down,so
bewildered, so disappointed.

Here lLir. ells took a hand, as
I had been expecting him to co~

"I don't cee vhy there is such
a my ster being made of all this"
he said.

"But-it was Xour satchel,” how
weakly Uncle Na' said that.

"’gll- er- I'm not at all sure
there was any er- robbery commit-
ted, lir. Judson. You see, I er-
that is- when I arrived back home
T found the er~ supnosedly stolen
oonds in my hallwayl™

The chief of police turned on
“'elis.
"You say you have your proper-

ty back?"

"I didn't say that. I said I'm
net sure there was any roboery
committedl"
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s0lidly on his legs and glared
belligerently.

"Say, what's going on here asny-
way? Are you trying to make a
monkey outta me? I'm called here
on a rovbery that doesn't exist.
IT'u  showna criminal that was at
my home at the time this non-
existant crime was perpetrated..

I think you're screwy" - this to
ny uncle - "and I got a good no-
tion to run you in."

"sren't you goinz to arrest
ne?" T asked, with a sly grin IT'm
a;ralc.

‘hat for® Somethin ou did-
n't do? Don't be silly!™

e 't Uncle Nat standing

there a slightly stunified look

face, which was slowly

of Gavning under-

Chief Thorntunu braced himsclf -the end-
~-ROCKET SHIPS-
"Take a look at the cover of "hy do you think that they
this magazine. Auusing rocket put those sticks on oréinary sky

isn't it?" asked the Sceptic.

"Well, T admit those rakish
fins are a bit ridiculous, but
they 're only Tor show. The lines
of the ship are all right." an-~
swered the Scicntifictionist.

"You missed the point. The
emusing part sbout it is that it
and the majority of scientifict-
ior rockets wouldn't work. Ignor-

ing the fruakish fins and gadgets
that clutter up the averags stf.
ship, the design is all wrong.
The ships consist of long slim
cylnmur with rocket jets at one
¢nd..."

"'¢ll,what's wrong with that?"
intcrrupted the Sciontifictionist
Jou uver consié
vould haphen as onc of thosc sb‘.
ships attompted to take off? - lNo
I supposv not. On such a ship,
the center of gravity would be a-
bove  the point of thrust. TE
would be very top avy ,something
like a canc balancid on the end
of a nngur. n =w1 probab
it wou. ple er and cra

C‘ha!;'s a biv hqrd to believel

rockets? liot just
casy to launch,
center of "ravit”
of thrust. Try 1auncﬁlnp ono som
time with the stick removed. T
did, with several, thinking that
they would go farther without the
vigight of the stick. Some managed
to rise all of eight feet before
toppling over into the ground. No
aoout the oniy stf.author whe vas
& tnis, vias Veinbaum, with
ng triangles, very sound
and S\:c‘.ﬁln ships.”

to meke them
but to get the
below the point

"But what about the perinent
-tal moduls wmade various
rocket societics?" "re long,

with jets at onc end.™

"Ye¢s, but you should note that
they have vory long heavy fins,
that bring thoe couter of gravity
below the point of thrust. hat's
, many of them depend on
their speed thru the airto steady
ther, and are launched from elab-

orate guides. Once out of the
atuosphere, this steadying influ-
ence would be gone. lio; rockets,

of the stf. variety, von't work."
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