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SPECTAL REPRINT ADITION

Unaccustomed as I am to running reprints of my OMPAzines, circumstances have
ranged up on me at this time to make such a procedure both necessary and desirable.
In this mailing you should have been reading the 13th issue of 0Z (and the super-
stitious among you are welcome to do an "I-told-you-so' if you wish). But alas,
07 13 is nowhere rear completion, due to my spare time having been sharply cur-
teiled by the necessity of having to visit my younger son in the Birmingham
Lecident Hospital, 90 miles from Bristol. (¥any of you know about this; for
these who don't, I will say briefly that the boy suffered a fractured skull in a
road accident on October Lth, and spent 11 weeks in hospital. He was discharged
on December 19th, not 1007 fit yet, but well on the way tec that optimum. During
those 11 weeks, most of my weckends were spent with him, and I also visited mid-
week as well during the first 3 or L weeks.)

So this seemed as good a time as any to resuscitate 0Z 8, fifty copies of
which were consigned toc the then AE in June 1968, for the 51st OMPA Mailing, and
which have never been scen or heard of since ... Much of 02-8's material is now,
of course, out of date; deor old Ken McIntyre died a few months after it was
produced, our 1955 Morris 'banger' was exchanged for a orand-new Hillman Imp a
year ago - but the Downboy Doe Bed is still as caninely attractive as it was then,
and with any luck you might get two 'Naked Artichoke' episodes in the mailing for
the price of one !

Since T am well ahead on activity reauirements for the year, it doesn't
matter whether or not Ken counts this as current activity. And Finagle knows what
T shall do if the original 50 copies turn up somebtime in the future ... anybody
got any (printable) suggestions ?

This, then is 0Z-8, originally oroduced for the 51st Mailing of the Off-Trails
Yagazine Publishers' Association (June 1968), by Beryl Mercer, 10, Lower Church
Lane, St., Michael's, Bristol BS” 83A, England.

04-8 originally copyright(; Beryl Mary Mercer 19685 this sheet copyright i:}
Beryl Mary Mercer 1969.

A1l proofread and duplicated by Archie Mercer, to whom my loving thanks as usual.
The whole lot offered to OMPA for its 56th (January 1970) Mailing, Our thanks to
those who sent us Christmas cards, and our very good wishes to all for the New
‘ear.

Over and out, ++ BM E&OR
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Ta s is 0Z~8, produced for the 5i1st Mailing of the Cff-rails lagazine
Tublishing “&sociatinon by BXRYL IERCRR, currently domiciled at: i
10, Lower Jhurdh Lane, St. lidchael's, 3ristol 7, Zngland.
l Pregters 4 ard duplicated by the indefatigable irdhie Yercer, without
Sar Uea worla weul? be ap irchie Werear-lass place. his issue includes
an interesting wctoole by 3C3BIE GRAY :only nalf of which is as yet ob §
steneil), and & OiFD <RTICHOKE EPISHLE by Fres. Don Studebaker, vhich T
haven't vet hegmun to »° meii {iay 26th) because I've beer awalting artwork

~ including tis cover. Fumeiine of which. a2il the artrork ir this issue |
is by :i‘"""‘“’“’“""‘“‘“”?""""i ZTycevt for a ape a LTvd B i Ui %
! v ; VP SCRewWers I : Noamsd Jo i ke 5 gmennit %
: / . %) thig 4 .wirz is by american funred RalNDY !
. : ﬁ'f t FTITIAYS. ‘“he shisld emblems are by courtesy!
' { R o s \‘{)" : o the Order of St. Partony, ard Archie ce-.lleri
! e AN } se » vandal when I clipred them oui of the i
i ,‘ig_x' 27 i b recert St. *. circular from Keith ‘
g\ “",.f" i Sreemsr. :
\\ // J"" ‘tia Bobbie Crayv and Lon Studshuier articles |
Y are to e credited to their respective OMFA

\\ activities. |
- :

Copyright Ber~! V. ilercer 1968. 08




WIERE MY TYPEJRITER HAS RESTED !
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Well, as nosi of you know, wc've moved ¢ r:\1n. I've written up a
full, soncvhat tonguc-in-cheek ;ccount of The Move for BADINAGE, so excuse
me if I don't so into details again here. Suffice it to say that it was onc
of thosc things whidh wasn't funny at the time, but is slightly hilarious
in retrospect. . Offhand, the only person I can think of who could have donc
it full Jus-tlce in print is the late James Thurber e..

From the outside, as all our first~time visitors would confirm, the
nlace looks frankly horribls. It's in an area scheduled for future demolitilon
- gurhemistically called ‘development' by the Povers-That-Be. Ironically,
Ziis is the first place we've occupied in which we'd like to 'put down roota’
as de saying '\,/s, our previous thrce nomes having been on o temporary basis.

WOVOr, We h #ood reason to helieve that our tenancy will be safe fox ol
ch st = ymr a,nd probably gquite o bit longer. Next door is a linoleum ware-
housc, ihe memager of whidi told me that he has a five-year lsasc with four
yoears stlll to runy this doesn't, of coursc, nocessarily moan that he'll bo
there for another four years, but it sounds hwpeihl. Our own lcasc is on
zn anmal rencwable basis. ’

Our home is a little difficult to describe. It's on the sidc of o
hill, with tht only door at the back of the building, which is on AJ:r‘oumd
levele ‘Yhe front of it occupies the sccond and third floors, and fronm ita
rindows we have- a magnificent view ocross. the hesrt of the city. The view
compriscs a -fascinutlng nizxture of ancient and modarng brand-new, towcr:mr"
blocks of flats and officcs being interspersed with huddlings of mediacval-
lookin: edifices. Including a 13th contury almshouse built on threoc sides of
a squarce - suill occupicd, t00.

i‘ec-mlcallv, our howe has ¢i ht roows. That's rizht, eisht b ~ on
two-floors. The door opons into a lu.Lh? holl=room; like other rooms on that
side of tho bu:.ld1nL ‘s 11:' on odd sort of trizn ular shape, owing to the fact
2 2% fireplaces have been walled offe  liecousce we howve no outside terrivery

.11, we have curmlrcd-uf’ onc corncr of the h.LLl-room, and behind the

curtnul lurk "the dirties’, as I call thowm: the dustbin, sacks of coal, tine
of paint, cans of paraffin for the 01l—heatx.,ro, atce

wnother door loadsiinto a passape-way Whldl connects all the roows
of the lovar floor and [ives access to the stairs. Opposite the hall=rcom
is the bedroom, a foirly large affair with o small open fireplace set in
modern blue tilcs. along the passage, on the samc side of the building as
the bedroom, is the llvn_-g; roon, roughly the same sizc as the bedroom, with
a much larger firoplace, also tiled. -The fourth room is the kitchen, "Vhlch
is the samc odd shape as bh h(wll-—room.

& short llght of stairs lcéads up to 3 ulny square lund:m from whia:
two more, cven shorter, flights of stairs lead off in opposite dlroctlons.

sbove the kitchen is the bathroom, where resides the only sowrce of rumming

hot water in the house, in the shape of’ an pccasionally~teuperamental gas
géyser;(shades.p Cagsar zt Cotham%). t's & pleasant room, lacking only




a wash-hand basin, but we monage, we menage 4 Opposite the bathroom, and
above the living-room, j§ cur little study-cum-offico-cum-den, where we have
our desks and typersy Archic's vast zinc-collection in its home~mds book-
cases (painted orange-boxcs ). OCupboards are set in the entire length of a
side-wall, and aré stacked with all kinds of Yy stuff - spare zincs, old
loetters, my ukelcle, Archie's concertina, ctec.

Above the bedroom is what was originally the BAD Group's club-room,
although rccont meetings have been held in tho living-room - partly because
its open fireplace makes it éasicr to heat, and partly bccause it's mudh
bigger than the club-room. Howeveor, the Group's fajiresized library is
housed in the club=room - and for once we have enough space thare to arrange
all the books in proper order and in full vicw. Also in this room are onoc
of our two bcd-scttees (Wo've acquired a second onc since coming to live here),
and the long table which is mainly used for collating zincs.

- Oppositec the club-room, and above the hall-room, is the smallcst room
of the lot - and no, I don't mpan that one ! The previous tenants had a small
daushter, and this must have been cither her bedroom or her play-room, since
it has pink murscry-type paper on its walls. = Caractacus B. O'Flynn von
Gestetncr lives here, along with ardhie's ancient single bed and boxes of
duplicating paper, etc.

Archic's 'infinite connectivity' system of elcctrical connections
has really comc into its own in this placec, beocause there are no elcctric
power=-points at all on thc upper floor. (Incidentally, said upper floor is
built right into the roof, so that all its rooms have sloping ceilings,
and tall poople have to be ‘warned to "mind your hcad % ") Fortunately we
have an open stair-woll, and from the landing between the bathroom and tho
officc, wo can look s’cralf_fhu dovm on to the lower floor's passage~waye So
it was a comparativecly simple matter to run a cable up from the power-
point in the. living=-roon (Wthh is convoniently situated near the door) on
to a.foromentloned landing; it culminates in a 'floating' socket, which can
be utilised to serve cither the electric fire in the offlce, or the washing=-
machine in the bathroom. (I keop it thero becausc,. as I, said, the bathroom
holds the only source of rumning hot watcre )

I acquarod the Wash:l.ng-machlnc orlglnally be cguse” the place was
broken into shortly before we movad in. The burglars pinched all the lead
piping they could lay hands on; this was, of coursc, replaccd by tho land-
lord. DBut the burglars also wrenched off the spout of the geyser, damaging
it so much in the process that ncwkparts had to bc manufactured to pui it
in working ordar again. This process took thres months, if you plcase -
and I got so fed up of secing our nice, gléaming-vhite bath and being unable
to use it that I got the washing-machine. 'I‘ruc, we had to wait about a -
couple of hours for the water to get hot in it, but at loast we didn 't have
to go traipsing off to thc public baths ir all weathers, and also Archie doesn's
now have to make his former regular trips to thc launderctto, also in all
woathors. (We didn't have a.car when we moved 1n, renember, didn't gct one,
in fact, until March st this years ) :

We 1likc it here. We only hope that . thc bulldazbrs will forget all
about Lower Churdch Lianc for ycars 'n' ycars. We should be that lucky see ??
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THE COLUMN'WHEHE AﬁYTHING CAN HAPPEN BU"SELDOM IF EVER DOES
I LOsE MY_ﬁEARTV ” I, Archibald Henry Hercer, do not wish any part of my

TN CAPEIOUN, TRa-Li  Dbody, whether before or efter my death, to be removed

- thercfron for transplanting into. the body of any other
person, so long as the rcooval of the part in question from my living body
sould in tlie normol course of events render me (a) dead, or gb) deprived of
any of my récognised faculties. ~This is entirely irrespective of whether my
iife and/or faculties could be preserved by artificial means after the removal
of the part in question.

ailarly, I do not wish any paert of any other body to be transplanted.

o
L
mine, under equivalent conditions:to those above.

.
into

I happen to feel very strongly ebout this. I have two main reasons.
Orie ic that I envisage and fear the possibility (remote though it may appear

0 be) of "accidenis" being staged in order to provide parts for the finsncially
and/or politically poverful. The other, of at least equal importance, stems
from the report that Frofessor Christian Barnard (who seems to get most of the
publicity in comnection with heart transplants) gained his experience by
sransplenting the hearts of two hundred dogs before he graduated to peoples

o hundred dogsga
I don't like ite

Their species isn't relevant.  They might equally well, so far.as my
eselings are concerned, hnve been rabbits, or mice, or elephants.  Or, come to
nnt, violent and obnoxious criminals, or instigators of inter-racial disharm-
¥ The siuple fact iz that I do not regard two hundred healthy animals as
falr exclhinge Ior one peruanent semi-invalid. Nor for two hundred permanent
seniminvelids.  Hor for two million, nor any sther number you care 10 name.

>

b
4
.

ad viiat of the distant future ?-  Vhat of the surgical millennium, when
afe and viable orgen transplants (not to mention regeneration) are as matter-
f-fact as sticking o piece of plaster over a cut finger is today ? Very nice
indeed, perhaps, for the recipients of the surgeon's bounty.  But how many
millions of guinea-pigs - quadrupedal or bipedal. - will have to be rutilated
nefore ve reach thet voint 7 : A : :

The future will, I think, heold as many terrors as the present does, and as
the past hes done, : - : :

Back to the womb, anyone ?

4»'m-o—-_o--’-.u—-.—’—--o---n—_-'-——ﬂ——r-é-.“-‘:_vu‘l—--nué
THE remainder of -this column.is’ sponsored by tie manufacturers of the DOWNBOY
Dog Bede  Genulne bird-feathers in a special plastic cover that is both' warm
=nd washables : ' s - '
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THE TEINGS I DO One of the normal facts of life for Beryl and myself is that

FOR BRIS”OLoi. _we are never on the electoral register for our current address.
Every year about October the form comes round, asklng for,

people 's wheresbouts on some arbitrary date in Novembers I flll it in and

send it off to the council. The new electoral register, for both parliament-

ary an¢ local govermment purposes, is compiled from the information thereon and

comes into force early in the following year., By which time we have (so far)

always moved to another address. A stupid system, based on the theory that

people seldom if ever move, and then only in late October or early November.

But I have, nevertheless, to live with it as best I cane

Now although I usually vote in parliamentary elections, I seldom bother
about local ones, For one thing, I don't like local government - whoever's
running it. = This tlme, thoughy with the’ world in a state of universal crisis
and brouhaha (or vice versa, whichever is the worse) I deemed it my duty to
help to keep Bristol out of the clutches (if it wasn't already in them) of the

Lbrddt Citizen Party.

Nobody had bothered to forward me any election literature, so I hadn't a
clue as o waaust happening, except for the date. I rang up the electoral
registration office for the city the day before, and the girls there were ever
$0 helpful in telling me what my polling number was, and where to use it. I
5%11l didn't know the name of any candidate in "my" ward, however; let alone
what party he stood for. The next day - the day of the poll - I even bought
2 local evening pepere But that dldn't tell me, either.

So a trifle after five~thirty din the evening, I drove the Great Hairy
Tribester out of the site compound and set forth boldly for Bedminster and -
glorye It was still rush-hour, and I chalked up a "first" when obliged to
pull up right on top of the Temple lieads flyover. I didn't get much of a
chance to adunire the view, however, and inched along past St. Mary Redcliffe
and up over ledeliffe Hill, Once I got over the Bedminster Bridge roundabout
it was easier, and without nuch trouble I located the polllng ‘station and
pulled up rignt opp031te,

THe out51de of the polling statlon was manned by three people, One was
a dapper nilitary-lcooking man - I don’t know on whose behalf he was there, or
vhat his function technically was. - The other two were attractive girls,
nuddled in the porch of t he church hall (the polling station's normal role)
against the cold and bot h wearing blue rosettes, UExcuse me,% I said o
the girlss; 4I know this probably sounds silly, but I've moved to another part
of Bristol. Do you mind telling me which of the candidates is which 7%

They were very sorry, they told me, but they were not allowed to say that.
Which vias somewhot ridiculous = I knew that solicitors were not allowed to
solicit, but this was the first time I'd ever known it to be suggested that
tellers might not tell. However, the dapper man came over and explained that
it was all right for them - as party workers -~ to give me the information.

Tt was the people inside (plus himself ?) who were not supposed to talk about
that aspect of things. So one of the girls shyly informed me that somebody
or other wos the Citizen candidate, whilst somebody else (Richards, if I
recall) was the Socinliste  Since members of the Labour Party seldom or
never refer to themselves as Socialists (unless maybe with a very small "s"),
and conversely a Labour Party member would probably have called the Citizen
candidate o Tory, it seemed to clinch the girl's identity as a Citizeness '
herself. I thanked her/them, went in, identified myself, cast my vote for
the alleged Socialist, -thanked them all agaim en-the-way out, climbed back



.we tie Tribester, turmed fhe key, pulled the starter...
and 1t vouldn ' | starto

ifber repeﬂted frultleo nttompts I put the 1andbrake off, got out again,
and nmubmptod to push the Tribester backwards dowm t he slight slope. 4

grating and the kerb got in the vay, however, and T dldn't get very far, fhern
the dapper man,-.thoever and vhatever he was - came over and . gave ne a hand,
and together we pushed the thing just far enough. Then I got in again, gave

everybody a somcviant embarrusged wave, and started to coast down the steep
hill that led streight nowl fron the road I was on. The engine caught when I

o

moved into gear, ond I wos awaye

That wes Thursdaye.  It’s now Saturday, and the battery has so far vorked
nerfectly ever sincess. i B - ' :

So I cast ny votes It comes as something of an anti-climax when I have
to admit thet I hove no idea of the result of the poll, either in Windwill Hill
Ylard or in Bristol as @ whole.  But then, I never was very keen on local
govermaent anyway. '

...o-'—:-—-.—-...-....-.—-‘-——q-—n———---—_—u——-—-—--———an—-

LET loeplng uO 75 lie ~ each on blu DOWNBOY Dog Bed na‘turally° - Hade from the

feathers of ll birds, covered with a special plastlc that is both warm and
'ushaole, th DOYIBOY Dog:-Bed is every dog's dream of contentment Buy one
for zourmdog, before the rush otartso
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PARADE OIF 1iE Don't, as the saying says, Look Now - but there are insiders
D'xR]i’.l\I'lH;CJ~ among us § This is 1 othlng new, of course -~ they've been

there hehind the scenes for years, insidiously (thank you)
worming thclr way into most of the best positions. Now all of a sudden
they 're in the open, for all 1o see, It's too late to do more than make a
token proteste We're surrounded.

Or, rather, tuey are.

Ry I'c Cke'tg o

Walk™dovh Puy Street and you can hardly miss them. My employers, for
instance, ;o0 by the name of "Ernest Ireland (Contractors) Ltd."  The steel=
fixing ou the site ~here I work is handled. by "Cara Steel (Bristol) Ltd."”

Ameng Hhe Tirms toe site regularly deals with are "Geo. Cook & Son (Bristol)
Ltde {ectually o subsidiary of "Hobbs (Quarries) Ltd."), "Ready Mixed Concrete
(Western) Lide", ‘Bouare Grip (Western) Ltd.", "Square Grip (Southern) Ltd.'",
”Pl%b Lire Services (ivon) Ltd.", and others similar or worse. One local
firn7osed to he knowm oS "John Hall (Tools) Ltd." is now called "John Hall Tools
(Group) Ltd." (So now you know what it's like to gro up in brackets.)

Some of these - inebrackets words do have a moderately rational excuse. - The
two "Square Grip" companies mentioned above, for instance, aré branches off the
same stan that somehov. reguire differentiating one from t'other - though, admit-
tedly, not necessarily in brackets. The companies of the. "Ready liixed Concrete'
group fall into the same category.  Sometimes a company - call it "Nutcra cker
Grinders and Sewrie Disposal Lid." - goes broke and is technically wound upe
However, somctiing survives and reappears later as "Nutcracker Grinders and
Sewege Disposnl (1968) Lid."  If somebody called John Smith wishes to start a

cempany in his ovn wne, he will almost certainly have to bow to prior claim




r

and move into parentheses as "John Smith (Oswaldtwistle) Ltd.", "John Smith
(Froth glowers) Ltd.", "John Smith (Wholesale) Ltd.", or "John Smith (Brackets)
Ltd." SR .

On +the other hand he parenthetlcal insertions are sometimes almost impos-
sible to follow. Panther Books are published by "Hamilton & Co. (Stafford)
Ltd."  Althouch the firm's address has been known to move at times, it's always
so far as I™ avare been somewhere in western London. Way back in the days
when they vere publlSﬂlng Authentic S. Fo, I asked its editor Bert Campbell what
Stafford was doing in his brackets. Bert was (for once) at a logs = he could
only suggest feebly that it might be to distinguish thém from the other pub=-
lishing house of Hamish Hamillton. Since the "Hamish" obviously does this
entirely adequately on its own, and "Stafford" (sorry, "(Stafford)") needs to
be sccounted for rather than. say ”(Chelsea)" I'm still none the wiser.

If you can't beat ‘em (as the other saying says), then join fems Ken
Slater was on to this years ago, when he incorporated his book-andemagazine
business as "Fantast (Medway) Ltd." The words "Fentast'" and "Medway" present
no problems - prior to his discharge from the forces, Ken had been conducting
a similar meil-order hobty under the title of "Operation Fantast", in which he
was assisted by a small but active fan-group in the Medway towns in Kent,
After incorporation the Kentish element dropped out; but-the company never
bothered to change it s title. In any case, there was never any real need
for the "iledvay" - any more than the "Fantast" - to be in brackets. Obvious=-
ly, Ken only had them put there because he was intelligent enough to foresee
the day when they'd be practlcally de r:x.geur°

Personally, I think that tne greatest mistake the BoSeFaiio ‘ever made was
by incorporating itself as a limited company without any brackets. Some day, -
it'1l cost good money to have that omission put right. '
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THE dog would not have been in the manger if there had been a DOWNBOY Dog Bed
available for him. Wuff, those super~comfy feathers with the real birdesmell.
Wuff, that lowly varm (and yet easily washable) plastic covere WU FF  §88

BOOKS " Some of the books that Beryl buys or borrows I also read, some I
AND CARS don'ts  (The vice Mercer of thatl.also applies, of course.) I

hereby tender a few: remarks on the subject of some of the books
nentioned by beryl 1n OZ T .

Alan G<rner'° tvo Alderley Edge Juvenllcs '"The Weirdstone'of Brisingamen"

and "The ifoon of Gomrath" I found. & bit, nuch, It may or may not be ccincidence
that the two storles between them. contain most of the ingredients of Tolkien's
four-volume epic, packed into such a tight space as to be ridiculous. That,

I think, is the main trouble - Garner's two books are far, far -and away too
short for all the material that's to be found in theme Mythic and legendary
concepts of, or descending from, the various Celtic and Teutonic settlers in
Britain are throvm at one from all sideés in never-ceasing profusion, with no
time for proper explanatioris, differentiations, categorisations, etc. Possibly
a child with o fresh mind (and the books are after all juveniles) can stand
being flung 1n at the deep end ‘1ike this, Tand accept everythlng strlctly on its
own ‘terms, I s merely bew1ldered°

Then Joan E. Blcﬂenlaub M, D,, and hlS "The Marrlage urt"' I thought
I'd better read this, just to see what I'm missing or something. I founc



centething Wit I nd it once well have deemed impossible - a hook about sexual
practices that, thowdh written for the most part in simple and straightforward
langurgey is not only noneerotic but is positively boring. It occurs to me
that it might possibly be susceptible to improvement were it to be re-cast in
ne form of o mnovel, vith 2 young couple doing in turn most of the various
things thot, Bichenlaub describes and suggests, being helped out in cases where
this wolld make the plot oo ridiculous by comparing notes with their friends,
In fact, it would probably sell like a bomb §

(It would make rather an interesting film, $00es.)

Then cars. tio particular connection with books of course; except that I
find it conveanlent o throw them in under the same subeheading. In AMBLE way
back in CMPLY¥s previous incar(huh ?)nation, I commented rather unfavourably on
certain characteristics of the Triumph Herald tlhat we were at that time buying
on hire-purchase. Circumstances indicated that we and the Herald should part
company last swmer, and so we did. If we hadn't done, we'd have heen paying
for it yete as it is, its eventual successor, the Great Hairy Tribester, is
sntirely bousht and paid for. T™e Trivester takes its name from its nunber-
rlate, as is usu al with Mercatorial transport, specifically 2 GHX. G for
(rert, ii for .niry (or, occascionally, Howling), X for Tribester. Technically
it’s o 1955 Morris Minor, 8CC-o0dd ce.ce engine, four doors, divided windscreen,
cmall rear window, coloured e sort of dirty cream under the dust, and showing
1t8 betile-scars with pride. (Since we can't afford to have anything done
sbout them yet. ~The engine wants seeing to first, likes) It works all right
- it took four of us to Buxton and back at Easter - and is gradually being *
reduced to something morce closely approximating the proverbial Bristol-fashions
(0ddly enouch, it hes a Middlesex registration.  Although HT, HU, HW and HY
nre oll Bristol marks, AX is Middlesex.)

although older and smaller than the Herald, it has a number of features
that represent o marked improvement on it. The steeringe-wheel and pedals, for
instance, are loceted logically more or less in line with the middle of the
driver. 0,1y one key serves to operate the ignition, the door, and the boot -

though Tfve reew.ntly deemed it advisable to add a second, for a locking petrol-

CoPa The bhorwet can only be opened from inside the car - a Herzld's can he
opened by ouy casuesl passer-by unless there are special locks fitted. The spare
vheel con he removed from the bhoot without emptying it of luggage first.

E

tiere nre disadvantages oo of course. It lacks the llerald's magnificent
concept of rubber bunpers. There is no reserve supply of fuel - at least there
wasn ', witil T bolght o loose can for it.  The driving seat does not move back
far enough ior perfection, giving an ache in the right foot on a long journey.
{On thc other hand, there is by the same token more room for the person behind
the driver,) I don' like c¢ither the colour or the shepe - the latter both

on aesthetic nud functional grounds. (You should have seen me trying to get
a borroved roof-rack O It went - somehow, and juste) -

S$ill, vith all $ he above, it's OURS 1 !4
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4 QUICK vipe over vith o damp cat is all that is necessary to give a DOWNBOY
Dog Bed (made with real hird-feathers) that clean-as=new look. And it dries

in a jifiy. However, if you wvant to make absolufeix sure that your Best Friencd
has a dry bed to sleep in, why not buy him a spare DOWNBOY Dog Bed too 2 (It
ill also, come in useful vhen he has friends to stay the night.) '



deemed.it

HOW TO G21 O I was recently commissioned to get -a stery-book by way of a
WITH Tﬂﬁ Fi¥S - birthday present for- one of my nephews. .Selecting one was not
v easy ~ all the bookshops I visited seemed to have nothing in. the
"story~book" ‘category between Enid Blyton on the one hand, and near-adult stuff
on the other.  The book I eventudlly settled on, "101 Best Adventure Stories",

edited by a ‘certain David Irish and published by Ward, Lock, comprises all sorts*

of snippets averaging periaaps a page and-a bit in length, some retold by the
editor from traditionsl sources and some excerpted direct from the writings of
others. The suippet entitled "How to Get On with the Fans” is exerpted from
Maxry Llnosley's "Pravels in West Africa", first published in 1897

. "The Eﬁn" ve lcorn fron listress Klngsley, "is full of fire, temper,
intelligence and goj very teachable, rather difficult to manage, quick to take
offence, and utterly ihdifferent to human life. = I ought to say that other

people,. who should knox hlm better than I, say he is a treacherous, thievish,
rmurderous co nnlbal - ’ '

“The crnnibalisn of the Fﬁns," she says elsevhere in the exoerpt "althouph
a prevolent habit, is nc danger, I think, to white people, except as regards the
bother it gives one in preven ting one's: black companions from being eateno"
(But of course ! Timigrants are food. This isn't colour-prejudice « 1t'
sheer survivalism..) "The- Fan," says Mary Klngsley furthermore, '"is not &
cannibal fron sacrificial motives like the negro. He does it in his common-
sense wvay. lMon's flesh, he seys, is good to eat, very good and he wishes you
would bry ite: cesve He will eat his next door neighbour's relations and
gell his own deceased to his next door neighbour in return."  After all,
let's foce it - relations are food tool

The renainder of the excerpt is not specifically applied to Fans, but is
of a nore genernl noture, Highly digestible9 thoughe If I was to come across
her writings in sonewhat larger quantities, I don't think I°'d f£ind it at all

hard to becone a fan of liary Kingsleye '
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EVERY dog has his day - g¢speclally iF his nights are spent in a DOWNBOY Dog
Bed, Well may you have cause to envy hin his comfort ! Our "Great Dane"
model measures a full six foot long by three fcot six wide. - So why not get
one for yoursclf ?
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i DOZEN LINES - 1929: the year of the 4) Rebellion, The year of the Great

TO I'ILL ~ Depression, caused by Floyd J. Winklehrmner (the late Floyd Je
Vinklehammer) throwing all 400 lbs. of himself from a "98th~

floor: w1ndow in Hoboken, New Jersey, on to the pavemen® of Hew York's Lower

Middle-Bast side.,  ind the year in which Hereward O'Brienstein first ran the
four-minute nile in 35 seconds,

It all storbed the previous year, 1912, owing to an unfortunate error
that had crept irHtd the calerdar the previocus Febriuary. = Hereward O'Brien~
stein, at that time a rising young teenager of .some 25 sunmers and half a
dozen winters (nis parents were rich enough to llve where they liked) was in
the habit of bathing in the sea every day between 12 acie and 12 pele, except
during the kipper-spawning season Wheén he seldon emerged frem the sea at all,
except when he wruted a swim. And -that's yer lot, as the saying says. ‘Bye.
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YOU ILVE HOT DE.RD THE LAST OF THE DOWNBOY DOG BED. WATCH THIS SPACE,
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ees Loing commonts on the 50th OMDA Meiling e..
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ANOTIER ONE-6. (Heinridh) Obviously I'm vory pleascd by your rerarks about tho
Bristol Con, having besn o Concommittee mecmber, and I've passed
your comments on to thu other, non=0MEAn members of that committce. We all hops
that you enjoycd yoursclf at least as much at Duxton. // I agroc with your romark
w0 Pote Weston that "IADS shouldn't be any threat to OMEA". Archie and I have
now handed over FADS to Dave Sutton of Birmingham; our last Mailing consistod of
¢ xactly one fanzinc - Adrian Cook's WARLOCX ' (I mcan the last Mailing we put
sute) We haven't heard from Dave rccontly, but somchow I doubt vwhether he'll got
mony morce zincs then we did. I don't think there were cver more than six or
soven zines in any Mailing we issucd. // "EEOE" stands for "Frrors and omissions
cxcepted'; it simply weans that if any mistakes have slipped through without
wour noticing them, you didn't mean it deliberately % // My lifc beforc joining
Tandom ? - but Heinz, that means most of it, becausc I didn't 'find! fandom
until 1963, and you know I'm 42 ¢ Well, lesscecc ... I was born and raised in
oirmingham, and was an only child until I was 125 yoars old, when my sistar was
worne  The war startcd Jjust before I was 14, and for tho first fow months of
it I was evacucted to Hinckley in Leicestershirc. Went home again becausc my
stor was fretting for me, and I misscd her o lot, tooe Continucd my sdiooling
in a rathor patchy wamncr, and mancgod to take - and pass = thce important School
Coertificate cxamination in July 1940. {(‘hey call it the CGoneral Certificatc of
Fducation nowadays). Latcr that year we worc bombed out, and moved to Redditch,
r small merket town in Vorcestershire, about 13 miles south of Birminchame I lefe
school and started work Jjust before Christmas of that ycar, in onc of the officu:
of a larzc war-factorys I stoyed there until I was old enough to join the
Sorviecs, and in august 1943 I went into the Fleet 4ir Arme It was whilc scrvins
in the Navy that I mot my husband, though we weren't married until August 1946, .
David was born in November 1950, and John in June 1953. A fow years aftor thot
ny marriage began to o slowly dovrhill; it wasn't anybody's fault rcally, it
was just that we slowly bcgan to 'grow apart. ! My intcrcsts wont one way, Dob's
want another, and finally I had to foce the facet thoat I would onc day have to
make a breake I would like to stress that this decision was w.dc long before
I got into fandom and met Archie; I was Just sticking around until nmy boys werce
0ld enough to fond for themsclves » I ;pt in touch with Dete Woston via the
“cicnce Piction ook Club in 1963, became o member of the Lrum Group ('Drum'
is just slang for Birmingham), joincd the 3.S.TA. at the end of the year.
archic was thon cditing VECTOR, we startcd up a correspondcncc, and ees woll, I
sucss you know the reste Dut if I've missed out anything that you'd particulari;-
like to knor more about, pleasec ask. // The most rccent letter I had from Don.
Studebakcr is undatcd ~ it's the onc thatv accompanicd the latost Nea. ms. =
hut the post-mark on the envelope is april 8th.  He says in tho lottor that he
still hadn't rcccived his OMBA Mailing then, so I wrotc him an air-letter pointar -
sut that this migzht be becruse he has changed his address from the onc shown
in OT (it's now 1585 Arch Strect, Lorkeley, California 94708, U.S.A. - for your
information, Heinz. ) ILot's hope that this is the rcason for his not having
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roccived his Mailing + althouth George Scithers told Archic not long ago that
America was having somo mail-delivery labour troublcs vhidh may have delaycd
all the Amcrlcan I\rhlllncs. I durmo, looks as thouyh poor 0ld OMPA just can't
win, doosn't it ? // Enjoyod very wmuch Joan's HeidelConrep - it's so very
Jean-ish ¢ I mcan, I can almost hear hor talking, in her dry, quict way, as I
road it. // Doth Archic and T liked your bacover, Heoinz - especially the bit
that says, "Ingwy (?) is a Lousc" !,

COGNATE=8 (Roscm ry\ As you'll have rcad on the previous pe 50, I, too, have a
David, and hc; %oo, was "a charming little boy." e is now 17%, and
his father (who still writes to me occasionnlly) reecntly roportcd that hc
(David) is now Mucll over six foot tall, weichs ovar 13 stone" (that's 182 lbs.
to you) Yand hasn't an ouncc of fati onhime" Gad i - I mothcred a giant - and
I'm cxactly five fect tall' // I was most interestcd in your account of
'poopling' shost towans. I'll have to try that somctime with the many old
buildings in Dristol, although it won't bc so casy bccause of their being
hemmed in by morc modern constructions, thus making it difficult to visualisec
the setting of the old buildings in their own time, what kind of view and
neighbours the occupants had then, ctec. // Your Indian boads sound like fun;
as for "is this how it starts 2" - well; I wouldn't know, not having been blctcn
soriously by any collceting 'bug. ' Foi* one thing, I believe that yours is tho
first - perhaps only = typc of collocting I've ever heard cbout that docsn't coss
moncy. Or, wait a minu%c - don't some people collsct sca-shells and mmke ncck-
laces and other knick-knacks with them ?  Fven so, we don't live on the coasty,
so we'd have travelling cxpensas to moct if we wanted to go and collect shells
Then again, I know I'm not the collecting typc, because I'm the sort of idiot
who asks, "‘fell, vhat do you do with all thcse starps (picturcs, shclls, what-
n:uvc—you) whoen you've colloctcd them 2" Stamps, for instanco - which I used to
collect when I was at sduool, but only in a half-hcarted sort of way becausc it
was at that time "thc .thing to do": you fiddlc. about with tweczers and stamp-
hinges, and stick them in an album. You swop your sparcs for other collcctors'
sparés, and stick them in your albums Somctimes you oven sit and look at your
stampses« but what's the point ?? You, of coursec, nope cventually to have a
proetty ormamont for your ncck, a demonstrablo result of your collecting zcal,
and that, I admit, cortainly makes more scnsc (to me, anywsy) than sticking

bits of colourcd papeor in a book and Juqt looking a2t 'om %

}_I;AGGIS_:_[_Q. (Ian) I can understand wvhy you and othor males applfmd the mini-

' skirt, but last winter I found mysclf cyeing wearers of it from,
vhet 1 hope was a detachcd and coldly (apt }) logical point of view. I saw
shivering slaves to fashion dressed in what wroto mc utterly ludicrous get-
ups: skirts ncarly to their bottoums; fur-lincd or wool-lined anoraks or
jackets (many hoodndg showing about two indies of skirt, and knec-high boots.-
4 Dickens dcharacter once declaimed, "The law is a ass and a idiot 4" No morc
so than fashion decrocs', in my opinion. Take women's stockings, for instance:
as Archic says they'ro pretty stupid garments. They don't kecp you warm in
cold woather, or cool in warm qu'thcr, until quite recontly they wore not at
all colourful; in fact for many years "flesh' was thc colour for stockings.
And most women have to buy, on avwgrage, one pair per fortnlght. I once wrote
an article for the small weekly paper for which I was then working, commonting
on the fact that men's clothing wes, on-the whole, cmincntly socnsible for
winter but not for summer, and women's clothing was the opposite. (I don't
include you, you kilt-swinging Caledonian Y) At that timo, & town in summer



J ieplaycd barc-hcaded, harc-armed, barc-=lcgred zirls flitting about like buttor-
flics in pretiy, llght-—colourcd light=-weight dresscs, while scowling, sweating
vion lumberod along in trouscrs, ShlI"CS, collars-and-tics (well, somotz_mus),
Jockots, socks and shoc‘"s,‘ or cven boots. Twven on tho boachcs. of Dritain onc
wicht soc middle-agod men being daring crough to discord their jackets and tics,
ad roll up thoir shirt-slccoves, rovealing writhing tattoss and striped braccs b
“ut in winter, men arc, genorally spuaking, comfortalble, but girls arcn't. Tt's
~ 411 protty barmy; it takes Archic about thirty scconds to dress, but it takos me
at least five minutes b // Glad you cnjoycd your trip in Octobor, and your visit
> use I expoct you've read about the fairly rccent doeision to dis into Silbury
.El.ill, wihich is (8o archic tells mo) tho larscst man-madc carth-works in Europc.
rcdhic climbed the thing onece; I decided to chicken-out, played the fragilc

cmale (huhb) and sat in the ¢or whilo ho climbod. Have they found anything
1’curest1n[ s G0 you know ? Iot hoaving TV, and switdiing on the radio only in the
sornings to got a time-chock, we may hove misscd something on the subject. // To

certain cxtent, I agrce with ardiic about Nutionalist movements =~ that the
creation of now fronticrs must alweys b @ rogression, pulling us further away
“row the realisation of the dream of a "Unitcd Farthe.'" However, I would always
corec that it is a pity to let mative longuegcs and customs, ctee., dic out for
ck of oncouragoment and recular usc; I nJClluVC that nobody now living can speak
rnish, for instance, znd I supposc that 7 litcrature in that Lnguugc will ~
£ "lull.] be lost to pooterlty for lack of Lranslutors.

E_’LAIL—II_Q_ (Grctc:hcn) Wolcomo to OMEA, and thank you for tclling us sowc-
thing ebout yourself. Onc small gripc: I found that brisht pink
peper a- bit hard on the cyes, cven thowh thorc were only two sidos of it. //
ou say: "I took up history bucausc it gives me o chance to study any and cvery-
thing: from psychology to mothematics «e." Rec psychology, thorc's a voint I onece
tricd to toke up with an Amcrican fricnd (I think it was Joc Gibson), but somchow
t.io anticipatod discussion never matorialiscds It's about racc-psychology and |
spece = I don't moan outer space, I moan 11v1nn spacc. You, for instancc arc
shviously guite a fow years youngor than I am, yet in your lifotime you have
to 211 intonts and purposes arossed o Continent in the coursc of your various
i""mily and personal movcs. And obviously you think nothing of ite "I have
travellod quite a bit to the various bipz citics of the United Stotes and to somo
of the countrics of wostorn Furope, bricfly," you say casually. Now, 'thc Longcst
journey which can be undertoken in the UK. - excluding Ircland, to reach vhich
one has to cross wator = is, as one of our proverbinl sayings says, "from Land's
End (th\, southernmost tip of Cornwall, looking out over the ailantic) to Jchn o
"_-rﬂoats "(the northernimost point in Scotland, cxcluding the Orkncy and Shetlond
Islands). This involvcs about 740 miles of travelling; I supposc sn Amorican
wrould think nothing of driving that distance to have dirmer with a friond, ond
Jriving back the same niht b But, to a Driton, such o Journcy would be a protty
gcrious undortaking - I romewmber my ﬁbthbr oncc suaying doubtfully that it was
¥ o very lony way to go Jjust for a wockend" - I was proposing to pgo from the
Lqula.nds to lridgwater in Somersct - o distoncc of Just over 100 miles ! That
Tt gotting at is that you live in o country of long distances, vast open spaccs;
~nd you grow up being uscd to counting your miles in four or cven five figurcs,
rethor than our two or threes  We live on a small, donscly-packcd island, and
£td imazine (somcbody corrcet me if I'm wrong) that the birgost of our open
spaccs could be casily crosscd in less than helf o day. Docs it scom to you,
tercfore, that wo Dritons tond to "think small" ? that differcnccs docs it
nceagion in our respoctive national charact.rs ? I'd bs really intorcsted to
read your = or any American mcmbor's -~ coimcnts on this, plcasc.




QPIROQ{ETE 11 (Redd.) Weleome to you, too. Apropos of whet I was just quizzing
Gretchen about, you Uresc,nt a facct of the othor side of tho
picture: our famous Weathor. H'mmm, wherc was I in 1944-5 ... oh yes, most of
194 I spent on tho cast coast of Scotland. Yes, of course, I remember now;
poor old:Redd, that was onc of tho years when we ‘never got a summer % Onc of
the most prcvmlenu Service sayings arsund that time was: "Last summer ? Oh,
I missed it ~ I was taking = bath (or having 2 cuppa in the NAAFI) at the t:um [
- As far as I can rcccvll I spent only two off- duty aftornoons lazing on the
‘boach - though onc of my moss-matos did land up in sick-bay with a bad casc of
sunburn v Mind you, I wasn't aware until now that the rest of the country was
similarly doprived that ywr. I rceall reading somewhere, guite a while back,
that somc psychologist or other had _ d said that it is our unprodickublc, madly
changeable weathor vhich makes us an inventive, active race. Nover knowing
what the weather is going to do ncxt kecps us on the gui vive, so to spoak,
koops our minds activo, ros:Ll”‘nt ready for anything. I thinkhe's gzot somo-
thing there e..

WHATSIT-11. (Sef' Ken) am vory intcerested in your fentasy-world, Ches. Have a
couple more ideas %o account for your peoplc being on this planct;
6s Rofugee planct (thorc must surcly be worlds worsce than ours in your galaxy b
7. Quarantinc planct -~ not only for thysical plagucs, but for psyt:hdtic—typc
thinkings PFrankly, it would nover surprisc me to find that our Farth is just
that, and that thc U.F.0.'s arc a never-cnding patrol to konp us in ! They'll
let us go to tho Moon, I think; porhaps cven to othor plancts of the ZJolar
System; but the orbit of Pluto mny well prove to he the "so-far-snd-no-further «
// Hoy, that thing by tho fifth-year student is dam clever, imnit ? I wondor
*rhat kind of a Sauccr hc camc out of «.. // As you'll have rcad by now (if
you've read 0Z in propcr order, instcad of hunting for your own nams first,
you dog b)), Archic and I no longer run BiDS, and in any casc I rather suspcct
that PADS is a dcad duck. // I found nmysclf 'singing' that 'Auld Sccocder Cot’
thing to the tunc of 'Wild Colonial Doy' % // Loved 'Gorey Road.' MNorc, MORF %
"The Finding of the Truc Cross' - h'mamn, if the Pope got an eycful of that, I
reckon you'd have to spend the rost of yor nmatural in confession, Koen 4 //
Ferdinand Pughcad - yes, agrecd: Yoccchhh 4 Old, too % '

WHA SIT-— . (Hin Again) No, I wasn't, unfortunately, at the Stourbridge Nove
5th pqrty. // The «.. the things on pagc 5 are perfectly horrible.
// 0.Ke, you arc at liberty to hate my 1llo'= if you wont to, I wasn't all that
keon on- 'em myself, but, like you, I can 't draw. No, that's wrong - what I
mean is, I can't draw cven tho happy 1little squisples that you throw around your
WHATSITS. (Go on, havc yourself a proecn on me %) // That you said to irian
Stableford about education rominds mc that my youngor son, John (tho ono who
uscd to beat you at dicss when he was clcven e..) started writing to me last
November, and has maintained a somewhat sporadic corrcspondence cver sincce
fdis writing is tcrrible schobdlboy scrawl, but the content of his lctters is
surprlslngly maturc. The subject hc’ llkcq bost at school is biology (which
he refers o os 'bilgc'), p'lrtlcularly genetics = he drows littlc diagrams in
somc of his letters, thus educating his gratcful Mom ... On the whole, howcvor,
hoe dislikes. school, and can't wait for his 16th birthday ncxt year so that ho
can leavo.. I'vc boen trying to persuadc him gently to give the VIth form a -
try, but vhat hc wants is to bo.supplicd with the ncccssary books, cto., de
thon loft to find things out for himsclf. He hatcs being taucht - and I can Y
really rcprove him bccausc I romembor the focling very woll from my own schoole




dayse I monitioncd this to Chris Pricst in a rceent lottor, and he says that
theré arc o fow schools in this ¢ountry which do cducate their pupils in this
rrinciple; h¢ says it's callcd heuristic cducation, and that it's obviously

shat John is scckinge . If I had timeé 4o o browsing in Dristol's Central
Library - which T haven't = I cxpecet I could find some information on the.
ubjoete Do you know anything about it, please .? // 'In Tat Land' is e littlc
hettor than the thincs on page 5, but not muchs It's odd, rcally, bceeusc on
the previous puse you say (to Ian Petors) . "Sniff o spring morning and cxult

in tho cestasy of buing alive." Now, if you wsrc to write a poem on that
hasis, it ialght be gulte sowcthing ce. :

o r

WHATSIT-13.  (And Again %) I got in a rizht tangle with this one, until I
rcaliscd thot popges 2 and 3 wers transposed ¢.. you silly old

Cheslin ese anyway, I've rccently read 'Celtic Myths and Legends! too = I
suddenly rcaliscd that, althowh I've rcad, and becn interestod in, Roman,
Greck and Seandinavian mytholocies for yoars, I'd ncever investigatcd the homo-
srown product. But, hcck, Ken = isn't it confusing ? 4ll the Celtic gb_ds
scem to have &t lcast half-a~dozen namcs apicec, and somc of them - cspccially
the Irish onds =~ arc quite unproncunccable, and thoereforc cowplotely unmcemor-
ablce . I mean, in order to be able to romember o word or a namc, I have 4o be
able to "say' it in my mind. I also rvad a couplu of other books on the same
thems, but I can't romewber what they were callod now ... I've rcad so many
daim books in the last fow wonths. Dut I agroe that the alan Gorner juveniles
you mention arc extremcly good, though Archic wasn't so keen - says thorc was
too much packed into cach onc, and that thoy should have been about three times
as long, in order to do Jjustice to their matcriale Imt I onjoyed ‘cm Just o
they wercs /'/ Ro Holmes - I supposce you saw thc rccoent nowspapor reporis of

how 2 gang of Holmes addicts woent to Switzorland (2 I think) and thorc rc=cnacto’
& £ Y z

Holmes's battle with Moriartye. Some folks apparcntly got a bit upsct becausc
onc of tho 'aetors' was a Sir or an M.F., or possibly both. I tust say it docs
scom o Bit Much eee  Dut it would appcar that thore is indcocd a Dritish Holmos
Socicty = half a tick while I nip downstairs and scc¢ if I can find any rof. to
it in the pilc of old nowsprpors down there ... (3% hours lator) = yosh, found
terl = tho higwig was Sir Paul Coro-Dooth, head of the Diplomatic Service and
Pormencnt Under-Sceretary of Stotc at. the Forcigm Office. (I E::Y") ANYWRY ,
T'11 scnd you thesc bits of newsprint by post, and perhaps you can locate the
soeicty you want via the rowspaper or somcthinge // Dear old Olaf on the back
- I'm so glad %o scc him agpin. Now then, Ken, what about us or mc or somhody
having another go at the Claf sapa that I sterted three or four ycars ago 7
Well, surc, I know wo've mo longer got MiK 4o de the illos —~ but don't forget
that Ken MeIntyre is now a Kte Ste Fs  Couldn't you thrcaten to cut off his
Guinness at Kottcring next ausust or soicthing, until hoe agrecs to toake over ?
(I don't knowhow I can bc so croolyaftcr he did the illos for the Naked
artichoke, too ..s not that I've seen ‘cm yot, mind, but he said ho would,

and I trust him.) ' o

and hers ondeth 0Z2°'s mes. for this timce

~ seing in a burbling sort of mood, I'll just carry on from horc. 4h
yes: Ste Fantony. (Pausc whilc Cheslin stops cringing and cackling at the
samc tims see) Woll, scc, I was sitting there in tho 8444474 oudience atb
Duxton on the Sundey nirht, minding me own busincss (sitting next to Kon
YicIntyre, too, end I don't bclicve in coincidence, so therc), ond thoe Knishts



had dispersed in scardh of the #Zgf Choscn Oncs. I was craning my ncck to try
t0 se¢ whorc Archic had vanished to, whon suddenly therc's a horriblc snarl in
ms car='olc, a pair of arms are flung around mc, and I got a good thump_ in tho
back = -from'Cheslin's Iron Hand ... "Gotcha Y% he crics,; griming all ovor his
muc;, while I squoak "OW 4" and then permit myself to be fAL lod up to the dais.
Where I stand alonc, thinking, gad, they'rc not going to initiatc me all on
me tod, arc thoy ? Dut no; suddenly Archic appoars at thc back of the hall
L,adlnu a dazcd Doruen Parkcr to - Jjoin maos

Abpar'on“sly Dorcen had boen havin; a quict drink in thé bar with fricnds,
when suddenly Tom Schliicxc, ass:.stnlg a frantlcallywse& ching Archie, dashced in,
said "Comc ony, I want you V", sort of scooped up Dorecn undcr onc arm, hauled
her out and proscnted hor to Archice "Ghod," she muttered to mec, "my knccs arc
trembling V" - "I know," I whispcred back, "I can sce 'cm "

Which was just about the timc that Ethel Lindsay pounced on Kon
MeIntyro. VWhen we worc prescnted with our initiantion diraushts, minc was palc
froon, which meant only onc thing -~ Vurguzz ~ and although I enjoy its cffocts,
I do so hate its peppormint flaveur ' So I said, "Oh, drat German fandom 4",
drank it down, took the Oath, and lct's have a llttlc roespeet around herc from
now ‘on, for The Lady Deryl lierccr of the Mos’c Noble and Tllustrious Order of

Saint Fdntony

No, scriously: I'm honourcds Even if somebody did shout "Nepotism %"
ag Ken led me up to the dais, I heroby assurc evorybody that I had no idea
I was soin; to bc selccted at Duxton. Anyone who knows Ardhic well will
back mo up vhen I say that wild horscs would never have porsuadcd him to tcll
ne = he didn't ovon Lot on that I'd beon nomineted. 4And I proferred it that
vmy ~ it wouldn't Have beon nearly so much fun without the clement of aurprlsc.
I'm also very happy that it was Ken Cheslin who grabbed me (yes, really, Kon })
becausé he obviously revelled in the task, and anyway I've ot & very soft spot
for -the lad. » '

Ehil Rogors.had carlier becn institutcd (invested ? instirnted ?
installed ? in-something, anyway) as the Order's ncw Noble Master. Aftcr our
initiation, he stcepped forwoerd with upraiscd hand, and cried in stcentorian
toncs : "I domand my Ri‘hts V" Dorecn swears she didn't know vhat ho meant ...
apparontly my muttcred "Droit de Soigmeur 3" in reply to her look of blank

snquiry s:nply Jlldn t registor b

Only ona thinf bothors about my new statrs: nover will I Be able to
look as glamorous in black tl”hta and red tunic as Ina Shorrock doos. And sho's
had five children, too; it just dsn't fair ...

So now I've got another 'head' to wear. Mcumbor of OMEA; mrmber of
PADS (formerly co~administrator); assistant scerctary and member of the beS.F.A.
Limited; Co-Loader, ur:x.stol nrca, Trlbo X; and Ia dy of Ste Ia ntony. cee .

ﬂhcru was a i’m:ir-31zcd contingent friom overscas at uuxton. scven
Amcricans (IAFF-mn Steve Stiles, Don Wollhcim, Dave Kyls, Alox and hyllis
Tisenstcein, Billy Pottit and Gardner Dozois); scven Gormans (Heinz Arcnz,
Waldemar Kumming, Gary Klpfel, Tom Schliick, Walter 'Fux' Roincckc, and Thea
"Molly' and ums-Jur Auler), and two Italians (Gian-Paolo Cossato and Alfio
Dortoni). Oh - cight Amoricans = I forgot Tom Disch. Thid rominds me:




Punmz:nm thing I saw at the Con: I was sitting on o corncr of the bed
at Chris Pricst's roa.n-purtyo Loozinze Swopping rude Jjokcs with Vie Hallcett
a«nd Tony Sudbcry. Kocoping an amuscd eyce on Ted Tubb, who was moking a dotor-
mined offort to stcal Pat Kcarnoy s girl. Suddenly - thc door of tho ;rardrobg
was flung opon, end out staggered Michacl Komward (who will shortly be taking
nver the oditorship of VACI‘OR om Tony Sudbcry). He was clutching his pint
in a dazcd manncr, and woaring thc most crogzled expression I have ever scun
on a human fzce. ™hat the devil worc. you doing: in therc ?" I askod hime
"I = I don't know," ho stammered. "Fom Disch - h¢ just - he just sort of
pPicked me up and put me in thorc ..." I don“r 'ti'llﬂk ike will cver be the-
samc again. Thic rominds me (again): :

I hercby declare that I am a Cordwainer Smith Fan. And for many
woons I have been trying to ot hold of =z copy of a Smith colleetion callod
fYou Will Never Do The Samee.” It was published - quitc a long timc ago, I
bcliuve = in the States by.a firn called nOgbnb or Rogeney. The proprictor
of a local papor=back shop promised to try to obtain it for me; I called thore
lusc Saturday to se¢ if ho'd had any luck (this was about tho four‘th such
call). The shop was empty. Closcd up. Finished. I do hope he hasn't sold
up and fled just becausc he couldn't get my Cordwaincr Smith book .ee I'm not
that formidable = am I 2 AM I 2?92

If anybody across The Pond can get me a copy-of this book, or has a

copy that hc/shc ‘would be willin; to sell, or swop: for sorething uha.u I've got
ne/sh : Jlll be my Friend For Lifc. : -

Dacl’ to the Cone Punnicst thing I hcard: turc'*faa a comfortablc setic:
in a sort of lobby which backed on to the Con hall proper. On Saturday, eveniz
there was a chap sitting on this settce with his girl=friend. The lattor was
woearing a drcss of vhitc lacce I was boozing at the other end of the lobhy -
with somc of thc Manchestor lot (the Group which staorod the Con), and we were
all a bit sloshed. Onc of the girls, Marge Edvards, romarked, in an ontircly
non=catty way, thet the drcss reminded her of lace curtains. We all went off
Into peals of drunken luushter, inecluding the wearcr of the dross (T think her
name was :Francos. ) I was strug;ling to find a pun or some other kind of
"capper'y but Marge beat me to ite 'Hoy, Frances,” she called, "vhat time
docs the curta.in go up ??"

I
{
(&

And if I don't go now c,_nd turn off thu t':m, my bhath will be over-
flowing. I misht think of some more burblc tomorrow svening, And then again,
I mithtn't. Actually I'a really only £illing/killin, time until I geot the
N.A. illos from Kon MeIntyro; then I can got cracking: on $tencilling Don's
stuff. What's the date «.s Moy 13th oee yecs, I recckon I shall just about meko
the Junc 1st deadlinc % -

May 14th. The postic (a -crash-hclmeted, bespectacled girl on o scooter) cets
“later and later. Time was I used to bc able to read the meil in

bed, and still get to work before my starting-time of 8.30.a.m. Sut for the

past threc weeks I've had to wait until I get home bofore being: able to got =

the letters. What maddens mc more than anything is when therc is a 'P' on L 3

back of conc of the envelopcs - as this evenin:, for instance. The 'P' is writt

on by the postie himhersalf, as o reminder that, in the depths of the mailbas

is a packet or a large envelope, to be fished out at the relevant address. And

if said postlc is late ‘this means that the packet-or-vmutevor cen't be deliver:t




(Really large parcels, which arrive later and are delivered by v‘arlz,_ arc
taken-round to the sports-equipment shop above which our home is situated.  Its
proprietors are also our landlords, incidentally. ) .

So here I.am with an onvelope bearing a 'P', and going batty bocausc it
mizht have been Ken Hclntyre's artwork for the M.a. saga ... I suppose it's too
much to hope that when the postal charges go up yet again in September, we shall .

set bettor service s..  Doreen-Parker's Ltc, lovable father used to be a ost:v,v s
and he used to say that since the Post Office-got computerised, hc reckoned that
corrier pigeons werc more reliable %

Jhlc:h brlng:s me very ncatly to the next subject on the OZ-apgendae

Courputcrs. Just before Christmas, on¢ of Mardon's (my firm's) computer
programmers: =~ I think she was the only femnle onc they had - left to take up a
job in Australia. Shortly afterwards s notice appcared on the firm's boards to
the effect that anyone interested in flllln'“ the vacancy should apply to take
on cLptn.tude test, to dls cover if he/she was suitable for training.

Well, I like my present Jjob, and i thout wishing to appear biz-headed,

I think that it would be slightly difficult to replace me risht now. With the
aclp of a half-trained junior, I'm doing two peoplc's Jjobs, and until the Jjunior
~ Jill -~ has learnsd a bit more, my working capacitics are strotdicd to their
absolute limite Neverthcless, out of devilment and a sensc of chf\llcnue, I
mplled to take thc test. ("aye, the test }") So, one morning in early March

about six of us (:mcludln'* my junior t H'wmm, wonder if she thinks I'm working
hor toohard eee) set off in spring sunshine to walk to Dridge House, a large
Llock of offices housing the. local branch of I.C.T.. (International Computors &
rabulators). The. test took 55 minutcs; I was Llater told that, until thoe thing
w28 streamlined a few years apo, it Wa,s 2 Genems, t0 Hepeme affair b

It was along the lines of > glorified 1:plus oxam. , in four scctions;
T won't go into details in casc any of you ever take the thing, but the timc-
limit for .cach section is very strict. In fact the professor~ish bloke in
charge told us, ¥We don't expcct you to finish any of the soctionss® T moan -
15 mlnutcs to deal with 60 qucstions % I did, however, mnage 0 finish the fourth
section, whida dealt with words, and which contamod only one question which I
couldn't answer. :

About o fortnitht later woe got the results. - 20 or so people from
Merdon's took the tcst in different batches, and four passed. A chap in his
twenties - who ;ot the job - o man in his forties, a 19~ycar-old fémale punch
operator - and mc. Ardhic was disappointed when I told him I hadn't got the
job (I was given a lot of cgoboo-type flammel about bomg indispensable in my
prosent JOb, ete.) (lapped it up, too ), but I wasn't. I think that the only
circumstances under which I'd have got thd- Job would have been if I'd been the
only one who passed. All I really wantced to know was vhether my brain is still
a27ile enourh to keep up Wlﬁl younger minds. - Apparently it is - s9 I'm not yct

& cand:.date for a shawl and a bowl of grusl by the fireside *

_ And I ve smcc been told tha t corr@uter 'prDg,]:‘amzu:nb is a boring job;
vhether this is true or not, I wouldn't know. Pat - the girl'who left for
Australia - never gave that. impression, but pcrhms she was the . type who isn't
sosily boreds I'm afraid I am - and whatever my present job may be, it certainly

isn't boring b




«so by Roberta Gray

. ‘Ihls @rflcle will deal meinly with the jrjthonlc Gods, as it will
develop mainly into how reli;ion evolved in this particular island. ‘Unfort-—
unately, the Dritish Gods are not as well defined ag the Irish -ones, as they
were either suppressed or altered into hunan forms by scribes. Scholars over
the years have done their best to sort things out, and considerin: the obscur-
ity of much of the material they had to otudy, they did very well.

But it is only j.n the first four branches of the Mohinogion and in
the ancient poems that the gods appear as supernatural beings and masters of
aapice  Later on gsome appeared as kings in the history by Gruffydd ap Arthur
(Geoffrey of lionmouth) and some as knishts and kings in the Norman French
ronANCas.

The stories of the rods aro storles of the constant strug;ls between
li‘ht and darkness, swmer and winter, and newer and more sophlstloated
religions overconing or absorbing the older. This is why there are three
main families of Gods in British mythology. These three families were the
Children of Don, the Children of Mudd, and. the Children of Llyr. In fact,
one can say that there were really only two fanilies, as Mudd, Lludd, was a
son of Beli, the husband of the Goddess Don. Don herself can be equated with
the Irish Danu, mother of the Tuatha De Densan. (Incidentally, there is a
lesend that the Tuatha De Danaan flew to Irelend in some sort of machine ).
Beli equates with the Irish Bilé, the universal All-father.

The (hildren of Don were moinly gods of the sky - solar deities. What
we now call Cassiopeia's Chair wes known to the ancient Celts as Llys Don -
Don's Court. The Northern Crown waos Caer ariznrhod, the Castle of Arianrhod,
and the Milky Way was Cacr Gwydion ~ Gwydion's Castle.

Llyr, equating with the Irish Ler, was a sea-god @nd was also conn-
oscted with the underw orld

Nudd, or Iludd, son of Don, founded a dynasty of his own, and is
described in a Welsh Triad as one of the three generous heroes of Britain,
In Romen times he was Xnowm as Nodens or Mudens and a great temple for him
was built at Lydney, a place Uthh contuains part of his name.

Nudd's sbn Gwyn was even,grea.ter - indec’d many oGhOldI‘S say that he
is the other aspect of the mythological Arthur. The name means white or lisht.
de was a god of ba,ttle, a hunter of men, a.zod of the dead and the conductor
of souls - a sort of British Hermes. He has also benn described as. "Gwyn ap
Mudd, whom God has placed over the brood of devils in Armvn, to.keep the
be lmce, and so that they cammct destroy the present race." He is also known
as the King of the Tylwydd Teg - the little people ~ and as the Wild Huntsman
of Wales and the West Country. There is a lefend that every Hallowe'en he -
opens the pate to this WDrld on Glastonbury Tor and rldes out with his hounds,




seekin; the souls of those who have died during the year. These are taken back
to the Tor and the good are separated from the bad, the former going to the land
of youth, the latter to an icy northern hell until they have learned to be betler.

but Gwyn ap Nudd, beside being the god of battles and the dead, and the
conductor of souls, would always be ready to offer his protection and help to
those who asked for it, if he thought they deserved it. Here is his own descrip-
tion of himself, from the Black Book of Carmarthen; w'hlch more or less sums hiu
up as the conductor of souls:

I have been in the place where was killed Gwendoleu,
The son of Ceidaw, the pillar of songs,
Where the ravens screamed over blood.

I have been in the place where Dran was killed,
The son of Iweridd, of far extending fame,
When the ravens of the battlefield screamed.

I have been where Llacheu was slain,
‘e son of Arthur, extolled in songs,
When the ravens scregmed over blood.

I have been where Meuri; wams killed,
The son of Carreilan, of honourable fame,
When the ravens screamed over flesh.

I havc been whers Gwallawg was killed,
The son of Goholeth, the accomplished,
Tho resister of Loegyr, the son of Lleynaw: .

I heve:been vhere the soldiers of BDritain were slain,
From:the east to the north, -
I am the escort of the grave.

I have been where the soldiers of Britain were slain,
From the east to the south:
I am alive, they in death.

But Gwyn had his lighter nmoments. He was 2 suitor for Creurdilad,
daughter of Lludd, or Llyr - Cordelin, daughter of Lear. Unfortunaitcly, so
was Gwythur ap Greidawl ~ a solar deity. They spent their time stealing the
maiden from each other until the matter was referred to Arthur, vho ruled that
they should firht every May day until the day of doom, and whoever was the
winner then could have the girle As one writer put it - this must be the
longest engagement on record. ' Mythologically, this is the eternal Dbattle
between winter and swmner, with Creurdilad as the Spring - a British equ.lv-
alen’c to the Greek myth of Persephone.

Now the oddesa Don h a2 brother Matn, son of a ﬁysterlous Ifhthonw,
" which may have been an early forn of Merddyn or Merlin. This Maoth was a
henevolent ruler of the Underworld - a far happier place than the Greek one -



and his name means coin, money, or treasure. In the old days, wealth came from
undsrground, the wealth hein  iron, ;0ld, silver, and tine In this respect,

it is interesting that Meth was also knovm as the giver of metals. Not only
wealth came friom undser;round, but wisdom did, too, and Math was a master
mapiciane He taught his magic to his nethew, Gwydion ap Don, and the latter
became the druid of the Gods, the master of illusion and fantasy, thc teacher
of 211 that was useful and good, and the bringer of culture. He was helped

in this by two brothers, dAmaethon, the asriculturist, and Govarmon, the smith,
and his sister - who was also his wifs = Ariznrhod.

Gwydion had two children -~ twins - by Arianrhode These were the t7in
powers of lijhit and darlness. Dylen eil Ton, the Son of the Sea Wave, was the
dark power, as dorkness was alweys connected with the sea, and he was killed Ly
a spear thrown by his uncle Govamnon. Ths other child, Llew, became a Bun-gode
Howevor, arienrhod was dead narked because Gwydion had tricked her out of a
soft job with Uncle Math, znd she put a destiny on the child - that it would

ave no nae unless she gave hina one, and this she refusecd to do. Cwydion was
aquel to the occasion, and later he and the boy went dis uised as shoemukers

to arianrhod's castle, and invited her to their ship to be measured for some
shoes, While she was on the ship, the boy saw a wren, and picking up his bow
and arrow, shot it in the ley. This incident, by the way, mkes hi: a solar
deity or Divine Kin,. 'The wren was the sacr:d bird of the swmser kin @ and th«
robin was the sacred bird of the winter kin,. and cach king was symbolically
killed ot the surmer and winter seasons. ‘han arianrhod soaw this display of
nerksmonship she exclaimed, "The Lion aimed with a sure hand ¢" So unwittingl
she gave the boy his mme, Llew Llaw Gyffes, the Lion with the sure hand.

imch annoyed, she put another destiny on hin - that he should have no arma-~
nents except from hers Gwydion, of course, got her to give them fto thae boy

by another trick. o she put yet another destiny on hiir: -~ that the boy would
have no wife of the pcople of this earth. 8o Gwydicn and Math made Llew a
- wife out of flowers vhom they called Blodeuwsedd ~ I"lower Face. Unfortunately
she soon picked up sone of the not so nice human charactaristics and eventually
betrayed her husband with frornw Pebyr - a rod of darkness, or winter. Havin;:
plotted and plammed for o year - Llew, being divine, was not so easy to kill -
they finelly menoged to wmurder him. Llew fove a great cry and changed into ar
eagla.

Gwydion then commenced = long search for his son and eventually heard
that a farmer in N. Wales was puzzled by the behiviour of his sow, vho used tc
o to one particular oak tree by a brook to root for acorns. The sow, of covrs
would have been Ceridwen as szrth poddess in one of her dis'uises. . Gvydion
followsd the sow to the oak and noticed that in its branches was an eagle. 1z
flesh dropped off this bird cnd the sow ate it. An instance of the flesh =znd
blood of the divinc kiny fertilising the ecxrthe.. Gwydion was not a magiciin for
nothing, and he sang:

"Oak thot (rows between the two banks;
Derkened is the sky and hill %

Shell T not tell him by his wounds,
That this is Lleu ? "/

The ea;le came halfwny down the tree, and Gwydion sang another verse:




"Oak that grows in upland ground,
Is it not wetted by the rain ?
Has it not been drenched
By ninc¢ score tempests ?
Tt bears in its branches Llew Llaw Gyffes. "

The éa;;le -came d.ov-m until it was on the lowest branch, and Gwydion
sang: : ‘

"Oak that grows beneath the steep;
Stately and majastic is its aspect
Shall I not speak it ?

That Lleu will come into my lap ?"

The eagle came dowm and sat on his knee, whereupon he struck it with.
his magician's rod and it turned back into a rather thin Llew. Gwydion took
‘him to Math and then went after Blodeuwedd, who promptly hopped ite Gwydion
overtook her and turned her into an owl. An clder form of the myth says that
Gwydion chased her across the sky and the stars scattered over the Milky Way
mark the passage of the chase. Llew, of course, insisted on killing Gronw
Pebyr, so this myth can be taken either as 2 version of the struggle between
the old and new gods, or the eternal battle between summer and winter for
Spring - Flower Face.

To go on to another pantheon, Llyr merried two wives, althoush it ie
not clear vhether he was 2 bigamist or married them one after the other. One
wife was Penordun, a daughter of Don, by whom there were three sons, one bein’
Manawyddan, the Dritish equivalent to the Irish Mansnnen mac Ler, who gave his
name to the Isle of Man. Llyr's other wife was Iweridd, a name for Ireland,
and there was a son and a daughter. The son, Dran, was a pod of the underworld
and & master minstrel, and the dauchter was Branwen, a goddess of love. The
children of Llyr were very much connected with the Swansea peninsula. 4An
interestin; snippct, as the Irish children of Lir were at one time turmed into
SWans. »

The other pantheon - probably carlier in time than the other two - ruled
in Dyfed, now Pewbrokeshire. This consisted of Pwll, the head of the underworlu,
his wife Rhiannon, the Great Jueen, and their son Pryderi. This pantheon was
hostile to the Children of Don, but friendly to the Children of Llyr. It is
possible that Pwll wnd his family were the gods of the first wave of Celts,
and were at first hostile to the gods of thc second wave - the Children of’

Llyr - but when the third wave arrived - the Children of Don -~ the first twp
pantheons merged in their efforts to defy the third. This can be seen in the
fact that when Pwll disappears from the pantheon, his wife Rhiannon, the Creat
Jueen, marries Manawyddan, son of Llyr.

Now Pwll did not get his bride without difficulty - a character
called Gwawl (light) nearly got her by a trick, but Pwll managed to regain her.
After thres years of merriage with no heir, +he people began to get restless,
but finally a son was born. Unfortunately hé was apirited away the same nisht
and the women accused Rhiannon of doing away with hims For this she had to do
penance for seven years. Here is an 1nd1c:1tlon of an attempt by a patriardial
religion to overcome a matriarchal onec. The son turned up on the doorstep of



a farmer called Teirynon, who adopted him and called him Gwri Gwllt Adwy - the
Lri,g,ht-Ha:'lred. Gwri Gwllt Adwy was later broken down into Galgavin or: Gwalchaved,
and latér still into Gawain, Gavin, or Kevin. [The :farmer noticed that the boy
was getting to look more and more like Pwll and eventually took the lad to him,
and Pwll claimed himeHe was renamed Pryderi - Care - because Rnianmnon had
exclaimed, "Now my care is at an end '" Vhen Pryderi grew up and his mother re-
married, he and Manawyddan, his step-father, became Jjoint rulers of the under-
world and the keepers of the mrgic cauldron of inspiration, which the gods of
lizht tried to capture or steal. This is the beginning of the story of the
Grail. They also had the birds of Rhiannon, whidh could sing the dead to life,
and the living to death. Luckily, they seldom sang. As an old Velsh triad puts
it, "There are three things which-are not of'ten heard: the songs of the birds of
Rhlannon, a song of wisdom from the mouth of Saxon, and an invitation to a
feast from a miser."

Pryderl merried & w:.fe called K:cha, about’ whosc background very little
seems to be known. In the second branch of -the Mabinogi he appears at the court
of Bran ap Llyr, a greater zod of the Underworld than H‘yderl. It was at this

" feast that Matholwch; King of Ireland, ssked for Bramwen's hand in marriage.

Dran-agreed, but his hd.lf’-broﬁner Evnyissen - man of strife - was emraged bescaus
his consent was not asked, and took his revenge by mutilating Matholwdn's horse =H

‘dran pacified his future brother-ln—law by replacin: every horse with a sound

one, and ziving him a staff of silver and 2 plate of ;jold, plus a magic cauldro:
whidh could bring slain men to life, but could not retwn their power of speed:.
So off to Ireland went Matholwch with his bride.

In the second year of marriagze, after Dranwen had borne an heir, the
Irish heard about the insult to Matholvdl and insisted that he had it out on
Branwen, who was relegated to serve in the kitchen. She tpok three years to
teach a tame starling to speak, then sent it off with a letier of complaint %
her brother - the first recorded instance of a. sort of pigeon post ~ and thlSA ekt
round the fact that traffic between Dritain and Ireland had been forbidden by
Matholwch. Bran raised an army and abtacked Ireland, uniil in the end Matholwch
had 46 sue for peace. DBran demanded the kinzdom, but Matholwdh suggested that ir
o to his son Gwern. For a discussion of this & large house with hundreds of
pillars was built and Dran was invited to attend thc feast there. However,
suspended from each pillar 'ms a bag containing an Irish warrior. Vhen Fvnyissen
still bent on causing trouble, asked about them he was %told they contained neai.-
He went round kneading all the bags until the men inside them were killed. Then
little Gwern was crowned. Then, for some peculiar reason, Evnyissen, after
having prevented the ambush, threw Gwern on the fire and killed him. Dran

imanaged to prevent his sister Jjumping in the fire after heor son, but the Irish

ware so appalled by ‘this turn of events. that all the warriors of Ireland were
called to fight. - They had the advanta. e as they could throw their dead men in®
the magic cauldron and bring them -to llfe agpine Everntunlly, Evnyissen atone,d
for his misdeeds by shlnm1n( dead and getting thrown into the cauldrony and wit:
one michty hcave he burst it asunder. The British then killed all the Irish, bu°
it was a Pyrrhic viclory = only seven of . them survived. DBran was wounded in th-
foot by a poisoned dart and was in so much agony that he commnded the survivi: :
seven to cut off his head and take it to the ‘Vhlte Mourd in London and bury i%
faClnL FI'&nLC. S . . S

The seven survivors - apart f’rom Brzmwen - WeIs Pryderl, I‘Ianuwvddan,
Gluneu ap Taran, lallesm the Bard lnawc, (}rudyen ap ].\Iuryel and Hellyn ap
Gwynn the Ancient. ’ ,




These seven, and Branwen, retwrned. to Britain, landing at the river Alai-
in Anglesey. DBranwen looked first towards Ireland, then Britain, and cried,
"Alas that I was ever born % Two islands have been destroyed bedause of me "
Whersupon her heart broke and she died. An old Welsh poem describes vhat
happened when Iranwen dicds s )

"Softened were the voices in the brakes

Of the wondering birds on seeing the fair body.
Will there not be relating again

0f that which befell the paragon

At the stream of Amlwch ?"

the Mabinogion says that they mede her a grave and buried her beside thc
Alaw. 0ddly enouzh, this spot, which was traditionally called Ynis Brarwen,
oaused great interest in 1813 vhen a local group of antiquaries dugz up an urm,
full of ashes and half-burnt bones.

This story has several mixed elements. In the story of Dranwen and hor
penance we can see again the stru;;le between the matriarchal and patriarchal
ideas, and the eventual blending. The story of the cauldron indicates some
form of initiation in the mysteries for whid only seven candidates were success:
fule 'The other element is a hint that it is a record of an actucl invasion and
that some of the Brythonic Celts fled to Ireland and made a treaty with the
ruler, but after a few years they fell out amony themselves and the Drythonic
Celts returned home.

aftet tho seven had intarred Branwen they went on and discovered the
land was laid waste. Coswallon, son of Bellinus, had claimed the land in their
absence. Here is the point to the invasion by the Belgic Celts, vho were probob.-
the Lloe;yrs who were mentioneds So what did the seven do ? They went, with
Bran's head, to the island of Gwmles, now Gresholwm, and ate their heads off for
what they thoutht was a couple of days, but when they opened the door towards
Cornwall, realised they had beem there for over ei/hty years. Then they remeir-
bered to take Dran's head to London and bury it under the White lbund where the
Tower now stands.

lanawyddan and Pryderi were now landless, but even after many wanderin -,
althoush Manawyddan was heir to the whole land, he only regained Dyfed and he .
only got that back after the two gods and their wives had undergone enchantmentzs
in a castle.

These stories indicate the usual battle hetween lisht and darkness. Ever
Gwydion was cauzht by Pwll and Pryderi and imprisoned for a lonz time - he was
tryinc to pinch the cauldron o inspiration. It is said that his sufferings
made him a Darde It is not said how he escaped, but he did, and later, helped
by his son Llew and his brother armaethon, he fou ht Cad Goddeu, the Dattle of
the Trees. 'Mmis is also known as the battle ¢f Ochren, a name for the under-
worlde This war was made for three beoens for man ~ the dog, the deer, and the
lapwing, all sacred to the gods of the underworld for some reason. Gwyddion
the magician summoned the trees to his aids Vhen one remembers that the Drudids
had a tree alrhabet one cculd say that he was swmonin;: knowledge to his aid.

This battle rust have happened before the visit to Ireland as Dran was
an ally of Pryderi in the battle, which was decided by magic. Tha underworld


bedau.se

~ods could not be defeated unless the mame of their ally was known. Gwydion
uessed the name and sang these two verses:

-"Svre ho’of‘ed-iq 'rmy steed impelled by the spur;
~The hih sprigs alder are on thy shield;
Bran art thou called of the glittering branches %

"Sure hoofed is wy stead in the doy of battle
. The high sprigs of o ld s are on thy hard;
Bran «... by the branch thou bearest

Has Amnethon the Go od orevailed §"

Once he had fuessed the scoret nema of the old god, of course, the power
of the undedworld was broken, and the do;, the denr, and the lapwing were okﬂ‘aimcfi
for mane However, the older gods did not give up without a struggle, and thr
times Gwydion fousht with Pryderi, beiore he overcam: and killed him in sing 10
combat and, according tc the Mabinigion, "at Macn Tyriawc, above Melenryd was
Pryderi buried." However, the poen "(ravas of ine Warriors" says: "Aber Gwenol’
is the grave of Pryderi, where the waves beat against the land.™

But Pryderi would not stay downe He reappears later 2s Peredur and in
the aspect of a summner king, "The Dright-Haired", ag Grwalchaved =-.or Galshad -
and Galgavin, Gawain or Gavin. :

Thus it is seén thav the ny’ths quoted have pointed up the hattles betwa:
the old religions and tha new, the constant strugpgle between light and darknes:.
snd the tussle between matriardhies and patriarchies- Eventuvally these lasvd i..
combined and out of then grew the Celtic religion. ' ' o

‘It is possible that the wmaned wife of the first king of the underworla
Aravm, was Matrona, later kpdron, later still Morzoin = the CGreat Mothér - Fari,
28 Rhiannon was wueen of Heaven or Gusen of the night, fhe Mooa. Curidusly, iu
Wales the fairies are still referrcd to as Y Momau, the mecthars. And to quite o
late date, some Celtic clans reckonsd by matrilinsal descant. S

But DU..’E of all this evolvad a l"ﬂllﬁ.‘ Oile Tew.s Speno@ W’c‘LS convinced o
the religion propagated by the Druidds was 2 cult of the deads All early religions
were , but the Celts, like amy oth3r nation, ;radually grew more ootinstica:bed.
sut since the Celts were so siupabico with nwaro, muach nature worship was
retained, and the powers of meture were pursonificd and given forms and atbribuc
It has always been the fm.b.._ t of nawer reuifons Go retain what they considered
o0d in the old = at least, they did if thoy weré polrtheistic rell{_,io'ns.
Llthough the Druids took care Vo keep all spir 1‘bnl power and human knowledge -
their own hands. Thus they became priests, diviners. wizards, doclors, sclonu?;
“and teachers, second only in power to the k:vngs and chiefs - and thei~ decision:s
vere finale Probably there was human sacrifice earlier, but the real savagery
is likely to have belonged to the prDto-clr“ ids of Ibherian stock. It is puzzlin
that the Romans were so horrified by it in Gaul, especially among the Teutates,
when one considers that human sacrifice was only stopped. in Rome during the bhoy-
nhood of Caesar = and at least the Celts never had anything to ratch the Roman
Games, vhere thousands of pcople were butchercd to make a Roman holiday.

In any case, the Romans and o_thfer visitors knew very-little about the
inner teachings, althourh Caesar had this to say about the ouler teachings:




"As one of their leading dogmes they inculcate this: that souls are not annihil-
ated, but pass after death from one body to another, and they hold that by this
teaching men are encouraged to valour, throush disresarding the fear of death.
They also discuss and impart to the young many things concerning the heavenly
bodies and their movements, the size of the world and of our earth, natural
science, and of the influence and power of the immortal godse"

It is probable that the Celtic religion was solar worship, but the
Druids would have been well aware that the higher inner teachings would not be
srasped by the hoi polloi and so there were rituul sacarifices and great feastso
The Druids' ovm festivals were related to the sun's progress, the eguinoxes
appearing more important than the solstices. Thouk_h this is probably an error
on some writer's part, as all times would be equally important as they were the
times of the cosmic tides. The Spring Equinox was called Filir (second gener-
ation), the swmmer solstice was called Hohvin (sumny temperature), the autumm
equinox was called Flved (harvest), and the winter solstice was called Arthan
(Arthur's season), representing Arthur, or the Sun, fighting the powers of
darkness or winter. It was said that at the spring equinox every nineteenth
year, the British Apollo = probably Gwydion - was seen dancing in the sky
Tvery nineteenth year, of course, the solar and lunar year coincide.

However, the ordinary people held their spring festival at Belta.ne, now
Moy Eve or Walpurgis night. The autum festival was Sanhain, now Hallowe 'en.
The summer festival, held in honour of the Sun god Llew, was held at the begin-
ning of Auguste. Lla w's Mass - Lamnas. The winter festival in honour of Jrig-
anta, the goddess of fire, wisdom, and war, was held at the beginning of Febru-
2ry, Candlemas, or Drigitta as some call ite It is interesting to note that
these four festivals, our modern cross quarter days, coincided with the hunting
and breeding; seasons, thus putting them further back in t1me than the true sol~
stice 'md equinox celebrations.

Thesa eifht festiva,ls, the cosmic tides and the cross gquarter days,
prove that the Celtic religion could live side by side with the older Iberian
one - each learmed from the other - and the result was that horocs of elther
race could/prcm.se "I swear by the ;ods of my people.”

The classical nations were very impressed by the Celtic idea of
inmortality, even to the point that a Celt would in all sincerity, promise to
pay a debt in the next world or life. Tn‘bense faith in a better other world was,
of course, a terrific agency in. the hands of a priesthood who claimed to have

the keys to ite

Incidentally, druidism seems to have evolved whencver the Celts came
into contact with dolmen builders. They probably found priesthoods and rituals
of the underworld, mysticisu and magic, and with the Celtic aptitude for picking
up ideas, lifted up what they found, tranuformed it into solar vmrsnlp and for
initiates formulated a very high type of mystery re.Llr 10n.

There appear t0 have.been five steps in the evolution of the Celtic
religion. Firstly, a mass of popular superstition and magical observances,
including humen sacrifice.. This could vary from place to place. <Sccondly,
a thilosothical creed, with solar worship as its central object. - Thirdly,
personified deities of natural forces and guordians of social law. Fourthly,



a teachin; body dealing with natural thenomena and constitution of the uni-
verse. And fifth, an organisation, confined to a privileged caste, which admin-
istered religious and secilar learning and literature. Thus intellectual and
spiritual supremacy became the ruling power in Celticae

- It may have been that the Druids were dravm from one main clan, who were
once very thick on the ground in Sussex and Gloucestershire. This clan may have
been Gwyddelons, as the Welsh word for scientist was Gwyddonydd, which could be
derived from Gwydion. And we should not forget that in those days science would
include all forme of magic and seership. In the enst of the country the G was
not soundsd, so we get Wyddelon. “hen the Saxons came, the mearest they could
get to saying Wyddelon was Wiccas The craft of the wise. IMudr of the teachin;
ot into the wrong hends and degenerated into superstitious practices by the
hidebound, who rumble about old gods who were out of date even 3000 years agos
Mot that it stops them callin~ it the craft of the wise. Then it degenerated
aven more in the hands of modern pseudo-intellectuals, who wanted an excuse for
sex, but were too dishenest to say so, so they called it a religion. Soms of
the teachings are being sat on by people who take very good care that they do not
zet into the popers or on IV, and here and there, particularly in the West, are
srall groups who are desperately trying to keep the hichest teadhiings of -the
Dritish Mysteries intact.

This article has dealt mainly with the mythology and ouwter religion of
the Celts. Very little reference has been made to Ceridwen and her children, e
she belongs more to the inner teachings of the British Mysteries. Dut behind
21l the British deities loom the figures of Hu Gadarn, the Redeemer, tho Supremnc
Being, Merddyn or Mathonwy, master of all the arts, and Ceridwen, the Divine
Lady of Inspiration. To this immer teaching also belong the mysgeries of the
Grail and the Castle. ‘ ‘

4+ Robert: Gray.
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ANOTHER GOOD PLOT GONE WEST ?

Bt et Gt e, g e e i Sk e B ot i B (e S i e e S B o S O e s PO

Soue years azo I became interested in the lon;~term results of the
atom~bombing of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. It occurred to me that I had read
no reports, hysterical or otherwise, of 'wmonsters' being born to survivors
of the raids. I also wondered if perhaps there mi ht now.be some Japanese .
children with 'wild talents', broucht into action by the damaged genes
bequeathed L;O them by tnem irradiated parcnts.

At that time I knew a member of the Dirmingham CeNeD., Bill Ho varth
by name. I figured that if anybody would know about such events, it would
be the CeNeD.: they would grab at such evidence to use as propagenda. I
therefore ‘wrote to Mre Howarth, wmekin_: it quite clear that although I
respected the sincerity of most members of the C.N.D., I did not wish %o
Jjoin theme However, I was quite willing to 2llow them free use of vhatever
evidence I misht discover. '

e Howarth wmust have passed my letter to the Secretary of the
Blrmlngham Cel. Ds ;" because shortly afterwards I received the following
letter (undated), forwarded to me by . Howarth:

"Dear Mr. Howarth,

"I discussed your friend's letter with Dre. PFremlin® (a
sponsor) "and with Alan "hite vho went to Leningrad with the Everyman ITI.
Alan said Prof. Reynolds, their captain, was keeping data about Hiroshima
and would be the best perscn to write to. He would be pleased to send any
information which wight help our cause, I'm sure. His address is:

Prof. Tarle Reynolds

Yecht 'Fhoenix!
Fbo
Hiroshima

Japan.

"Yours sincerely,

"Wera Willington."

So I wrote to Prof. Reynolds, by alr-mall. “No reply. Some weeks
loter, thinking perhaps my first letter had somehow notireached him, I
wrote again. No reply. My memory is a 1little hazy here, but I think I
then wrote to Miss Willington, asking her if she could explain why I had
nor heard from Prof. Reynolds - if I didn't write, I certainly intended to.
&nd if I did write - no reply.

By this time, of course, I was getting very intrigued. I searched
the local Hublic Library but could find nothing relevant. I didn't know who
else to ask, so there the matter rested until I came to Bristol.

apart from a few half-hearted questions which produced nothing but
blank looks and shakes of the head, I got no further until I contacted Peter
Mabey., In July 1966 he wrote to say that he hadn't yet becn able to look
up any information, but that he had found "a likely starting point - a



Journal called Human Genetics abstracts'. .... If you could contact any of
the medical students at uI‘lStOl Un:.vc**Slty, I expect thry'd be able %o find it
in the library there." - :

Uhfortuna‘tely I didn't know any medica students, and neither did-the -
students whom I did lmow. And again the matter fell into abeyance - mainly
because of lack of time to pursuce ite

In September 1967 I wrote the following £or wmy column in Harry Bell's
GRII\WAB—B (for various reaspns the zine was not issued until the Buxton Con,
Faster 1968, and some copics were not mailed out until Moy of the samc yoar):

"Me !'Sun' newspaper features a strip called ‘Frontiers of Science. '
Last month it turned its attention to 'Life on Bikini Today', and gave out
some astonishing facts. At least, they astonished me: 'Sikini shows some
hopeful si/ms - including s conplcte ahsc.ncc of mutations or abnormelities
smong living things. ' This, in spite of mher facts:

"Fact One: Althoush the soil glves Tow readings, all plants, an:rnfa.ls,
birds and sea creatures carry considerable radio-uctivity.

"Fact Two: The fission clements strontium~9 end cacsium-137 havc DCG"Q
absorbed by animals in plc,cc of natural:calcium and potassiume

"Pact Threc: Some crabs have so much strortn.uxn—90 in their shells bh'a.u
their meat has been declared unsafe, and partz of giant clams were so radio-
active that they 'Jjammed® the radiation counters. .

"Fact Pour: Some organisms contuln 100,000 times more radio-activity
than the waters of the lajoons they live ine

"Ttce, GlCe vae

"This, of coursec, does not meun that the hijher forms of life would
be similarly unaffected by radio-activity. DBut I think that thers is a
distinctly heartening eclement in this news, and I'm rather surprised that it
hasn't been more wid-ly publicised. Ferhaps the authorities don't want to
zet peoplc's hopes up too much ? :

"$fter all, the fission weapons are supposed to bc the greatest
var-~deterrent ever known to Man ... and if certain parties learncd that said
_weapons are not, after _1,1*. 2g black as they're painted se-

"BANG ?27Y

. GRIMWAB-5 hasn't been out long cnouth for there to have been any
comments on this, and in any case Harry and I aren't expecting many because
this was virtually the last issue of G/AV, at least for a long: time.

But HINK abou it b NO mutations or abnormalitics at all !

And now tho scqucl last wecek I had another ' letter from Poter,
enclosing a cutting - Peter doesn't say what paper it's taken from, but I
think it's "The Timose." Under a sub-heading: "GENETICS. (hildren of aton
bomb. victims studiede", it reports that 128 children of parents who had been
exposed to radistion during the a-raids have been carcfully studicd over an
unspecified period of time, in & search for chromosomal damage.




_They found ‘'chromosomel abnorma lities'in two of the 128. ‘They
decided that these were 'probably attributable to effects other than radiation.
They also stress that the number of children c¢xamined is 'statistically very
sme.lle ' A larger survey will be carried out in the futuwre to determine with
sroater certaint ty Whethor or not the parental goradic cells wore demaged by
radiation.

So maybe it's too early to let out owr eollechtive breath in a long sigh
of Jjoyous relief. Dul it occurs to me that if any obviously mututed children
had been born to irradisted parents, medical attention would Guickly have becn
dravm to them by onc sourcc or anothers

It has always been said that Man is the supremely adeptable animal.
Archie maintains that this means mentally rather than vhysically adaptable;
Man has used his brains to make his environment adaptable to him, rather than
the other way round. He has no protcctive colouring, so he invented khaki and
camouflagee He has no great turn of specd with which to escape from predators.
s0 he invented the internal combus tion engine and all itmmultifarious offshoot:
and modifications and improvements. He has no mighty tooth or claw to rend his
enemics, so he invented woapons of ever-greatcr complexity and and deadliness.
He has no wings with which fo fly away: the acroplane; no gills or scales %0
make him at home under the wcas: the submerine, the diving-bell, the frogman'
gears :

thsu,ally it would appear that hce has changed very little over the
centuries. He's indies tallcr, pounds heavier, perhaps, but that is dus o
better feeding and living conditions, rather than to adaptability. TFor the
same reason he lives longer, barring acccidents. Dut always it has been Men's
brain which has cnablcd him to survive as top o' the heap.

Until now ??? If animals can absorb strontium~90 and caesium-137
nlessly instead of natural calcium and potassium, is therc any redason why
l\icm can't do the same ? It's a staggering thousht - but we live in a staggor-
ing age, do we not 2 I'm also rceminded that an dmcrican astronaut is ncarly
always a married pan with children, just in casc cosmic radiation renders him
sterile - but that a femlc Russian cosmonaut morried another cosmonaut and

produced a perfectly normal childe

Verily, verily, truth is stranger than fiction. Until the late lamented
Yuri Gagarin weni bclting into Space, 21l sf (as far as I know) had taken it
for granted that the first wan to get off Farth would probably be an wmerican.
(I remember that I ncarly died laughing vhen I heard the news - if it was a
'jest of the gods', I mmust say thot I appreciate their sensc of humour L)

And now, it looks very much as if any sf author who, wishes to write a
yarn about mutants may have to find a reason other than a nuclear war to accoun®
for their unfortunate axistence. Unless = and I'm still wondoring about this -
the Japanesc A~raids produced some undetected mutations. Telepaths, ~ports,
~kinetics, ctc. :

If any of You Lot out therc happens to be a telepath, I suggcst that
you start learnming to think in Japancse. It just mizht pay off onc of thesc
staggering days eeo o
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«.« by Don Studebaker.

His Majesty sat, his young brow furrowed, his dhin resting on his
balled fist, his ;rey eyes intent upon some dainty creature at the other end
of the hall., The one in hlue ? The one whose coat d'hardi revealed a
deringly cut underskirt ? The one vho leaned apainst the biy oak double doors
of the hall ? It didn't watter, really. His wife, the {ueen, carried on a
spirited, and securs, conversation with one of the Dukes. The music made tne
room whirl with the leaping, spinnin- steps of dozens of courtiers dancing Ie
Voltas There was o scent of warm pine incense in the air, and the atmosthere
was too thick with intrigue for comfortable breathing.

"I'% afraid there will be bloodshed, for all that I can do or soy,
- your kiajesty," I whispered.

I need not have whispered, of course. The shawms blew loudly and
no one was near enoush to the throne to hoar what was plainly spoken. =—-
But there is something about lurking professionally behind a seat of powsr
that makes onc want to whisper.

A flashbulb popped and some shy imiden gizgleds Another instant
caudht for the unborn o peruse in their efforts to deal with the unwritten
pases of the unfuturc.

"That shall I do ?" the Kiny asked.

"Nothing, so far as I can see,"” I said. "I have already tried all
the schemes my brain can devise. -~ We could forbid the mattere == It is
your risht as King, and I micht persuede, by virtue of beins: his father, that
117 son should not press the matiter. Dut it would mke him look like a cowoard,
and vwhat kind of father would I he if I did that ? For that metier, what kind
of King would you be to interfere in » matter of honour ? No, your Duke must
meet him, or the rank matters not at alle 4And my son must fight, or he will
have no respect for himself, or me, or you, or anyone. [o have no respect
for anyonc is a terribly lonely thing."

The Kin» stirred uneasily.

"ihis has been a foul day,” he saide "Too much bad feeling, too many
ill-considered statenents. The battles have been half for blood, and few at
all for the joy of the sport.e Vhat's happened to this once-cheerful kingdonm,
c00d Seneschal ? TWhere hus our form and happiness flovm ? Vhy so mudi anger,

so much intrisue ?V
Ah b Intricue %

That was the core, the rotten heart of it all. fThe word I hoped nov
to hear. For was not I as ruilty of that sin as any other ? In the long run,
was it not my very own doins ? I, the old Seneschal, a left-over from the dayv
of older Kings, now dead or exileds It was I who schemed and worked, playsd



cne against another for the benefit of the court %
And what was the end of it ?

That my son should be set ar a,:l_nst one of the K:Ln s powerful Dukes, and
his 1life stand in the balance %

Was an old man to be allowed no rest ? I could not even take the blows
upon my own bones, for fear of losing the love of that very son. That son vho
followed me as much or more from love as from paternity.

(After allwhat's o litile flesh ? S0 many sons grow up and care for
their fathers only that they may not offend the Society. To be a friend, to
have a man's respect, is wondrous. That the men should be your own flash is
more than can be dreammed %)

sh bV The Intriguas.

Above, in the room whose hard wooden floor made a drum of the hall in
vhich we sat in regnl pomp: the sound of the first blows.

o+ oF o+

"Hey, look at the bridge % It's shorter, and fatter, and ... It's
not the same bridre at 211 &%

"You're risht. I've never been over it before when it was like this,
~~ And look at the sky L VWhat a color % You'd think we were tripping oute
Wowr, hut the coclors ... And T could swear Treasure Island went the other way.
Over there ees " ' ‘

fhe bus veared, buffetted b ¥ hish winds that were like downm winds; bU."G
it was nisht, soft uark creen nisht, with wrisht yellow lamps to both uldes,
the Day dg.r‘kl::.au all around, and it was not either dawn or sunset by a mountain.

"The Change Winds are blowing, and we're caught up in them. I always
knew this could happen. We're in a different world. Feel it 4 Another xrurlrl,
and we're free and beautiful and alive. I om Master of the World. Master of
the Universe. I an Gode Thou Art Gods Feel it o

The winds, the Change Winds, blew buff ety and stronb, and we. banged
hack and forth from lzme to lane, scared and beautiful and brave, and nothing
could wear ©Or £SO WIOnf.

Mhere do you think we'll come out ?"

"In San Francisco, L hope. I want to sleep a long time in a deep bed
before I have to get up and diy nussels. " :

"What kind of San Francisco ? One with yellow lights and opium clenu,
and dancing ;,:u"ls vho grow red plush from their l'llp'[)lG-a .

he Change Winds blévr, and tlge' world buffeted bhack and farth.

"The power of worlds surpins throush us, just feel it % Ve mke the
worlds we live in, =—-- Differaent theories, you know ? Freud would sey we were




perceiving a different set of symbols, and Thakvedanta Krishne would say we
were undergoing ecstatic experience."

"The doors of perception,” said Huxley, "that's the key to it alls"

The doors of ma;nificent perception, vhereby we perceive the clouds as
azents of mithty beautiful gods and devils, end the rainbow as a banding of
1i,ht throush scientific scottered droplets of roinwater.

"I've never felt such a winde I can barely hold us in one lane. Once,
some week or so ago, I saw the water of the Day a brishi chartreuse, Jjust
hefore a storme .-- It's what mokes the Game worth playing. =— I love this
Dridge W ’ ' ’

+ o+

Hello, Ken M, P. Cheslin.

Welcome back to the Noman'sland of Ompa, fobulous Ompa, vwhere many
lazy fans go to try and cop out.

Remewber me ?

You started me on the road that's led to the presidency, for what
that's worth in these tryins times.

Dut I'd rather be President of Ompa than President of the United
States. Any day %

I st1ill haven't g;;otten my railing; the one I hear you have praced with
three issues of WHATSIT ? Golly, but it will be :ood o see WHATSIT asoine
I personally consider the decline of Oupa 0 have s'tarted when you and Dick
Schults dropped outs :

If you're back, thincs must be on the upswin.

- To cat an artichoke:

Peel awey each leaf, possibly dip it into mayonmaise (o courtly dance
\f the layas), put it oe’cween your teeth, and scrape off thc soft, pulpy,
edible parte. Discard the-fibrous shell of the leaf,

Then you have eaten all the ou'ter leaves you will come to the heart.
Scorope awey the thistly part and discard it, then dip 2nd eat the delicious
gtem and heart portion.

The first artichoke I ate proved 4o be a traumatic o’),jcct of experience.-

Gavin Arthur sat at the table, and he knew all about artichokes. I
didn't. Iie didn't start eating, and I didn't start eating, and he didn't start
eating, so I did, Defore an amazed gentlemon of the 0ld School, I ate the

entire thing. Leaves, stem, thistles and E"llo

He smiled and said he haed grown olcl and uherefore uethcd himself

1ostly to the tenderer portlons.
‘ + ok ok o+ +



The amazine part of it, of course, is that, thouih I edit a finan-
cially successful fanzine, Tourmaments T[liuminated, I really don't have any
more money than when I started. lhe treasury can't be touched because it has
to pay the coming year's costs. Dut still and all, we are growine, and I wust
confess that my years in Ciapa have contrihuted a great deal to my ability to
twrn ouit comprehensive naterial.

).

Go thou and do likewise.

The music continued to blare; the shawms, the krurhorns (nearly drovmed
in e orpanic volume of their capless brothers' rudity), the incessant
tambours and tembourines. Come faow people danced, but most sat silent, their
eyes carefully averted from the celli

Thy ? I asked myself.

The {ings's eyes were clouded. He stored straisht chead, lost to the
morriment, rapt, wrapped in a pall that lost the merriment to alle What kind
of songzs would the poets maks after his reign 2 Would they call him fool
for allowin; sudy trouble to ferment ?

Liike bad wine,

Would they say he was wise to sbay ouvt of the matter ? Was it cver
wise for men's honour tc fizhiv it out with maces ?

lipuls, they were more properly called. Great blots of svecl festened
to the end of hord wooden poleds Spiked and ;reedy for o bite of flesh, the
sloppy spatterin. of shatiered bons or flowing zut-

Crash b

The people dhivered and e fine snow of white plaster dust fell from
the ceilins» To have such impact the Llow must have soneg awry cnd kit one of
the fluted iron pillars that lincd the upper ha'il.

Those who danced %ried to -atch the beat again; cwo couples droppsad
o H 2
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"hat will happen ?" the XKing asked, "after

I exhaled slowly., "If my son wins, the whole court will be against
me, in your ear. 'he younger men will strive the harder to usurp the points
3

of powers Son against father. Social civil war. I will be thoumht amons o
young an oubcast from wy own camp, but the youny will not accept mes "

I paused, thinking about the bleak prospect,

M Tf, on the other hand, His Grace, the Duke, diould win ... ‘Then
my position among the nobles will be untensble. TUniess 1 choose to firht the
Duke myself. And T am too old to win that wmatch." '



"For a Seneschal," said the King, "you think too much on yourself. What of
the Throne ?"

"It will be unsteady," I scide "The Dukes moy look upon it with desire,
as they once did, before you were crovmeds The younger men will certainly look
upon it with some malice: for allowing one so young and inexperienced to fijht
with one so strong and well-seasoned in battle.”

"You paint a black picture," the King said, his mouth curling at the
corners in a humourless smile. "I fear me thoush, there are no brijhtly appoin-—
ted artists of the court vho may.yet paint o picture so twue. Tour eyes are too
sharp, old man." ' :




(-

. Another- great crashing noise, and once more the dry winter rain of
soft white from the ceiling. .

YCLEAM CUP, MOVE DQW“J, CLEAN CUP, MOVE DOWN %

Everyone at the bar stood, moved one stool lsf‘ t=word, reseated him or hew
self, and the lady vho'd done the calling ordered a 1*ound of drinks for everyon:.

- The man who'd been zitting on the u'tO»_).]. to the far left stood for a
moment, scratched his head, locked at what had hoppened, then walked to the far,
riht-hand end of the bar.

"CLEAIT CUP, MOVE DOWI, CLEAIN CUP, MOVE DOWN 4"

Everyone at the: bar stood, movecl one stonl left-ward, reseated him or ha:
self, and the man who'd done the c&ll:mr ordered o round of drinks for everyons.

Forty—~two mimites later'

~ WCLEAN CUP, MOVE DOWN, CLEAN CUP, MDVE DOWN "

" Everyons at the bar stood, moved one siocl left-ward, reseated him or hc
self, and the man vwiho'd done the calling ordered a round of drinks fox everyoir.

The Lady who!d started the whole thing was now unseatcd at the far let’

She left, having paid for the first round, having been treated on all
succeeding rounds, having gothen o seat for as lon. as she wanted, and, in
specific, havin: broken evens As she went throu-h the swinging doars, the
bartender called:

MGoodnight, Alice b

Anote of interest for you Ompans who've read Heinlein's S”DAI\GIR I
A STRANGE -LAND. You remember-all of the discussion of Rodin's La Delle
Iieauhnlere ? Well, *einle in mentions that Rodin did another work using the
same model' when she wag very younli.e L'm not sure of the ftitle, but hs says
it's in Paris. : ' '

Rodin also dvd a third work using the saue model.

You.remember La Delle Heaulmiere ?

ghe sits vihere, wiﬂmred oléd dugs, bony, degec’ced that. her beauty
has flowne. Hopelaesse

. Rodin uged her again in Youth and 01d Age.

She sits there, ecstatic, this withered old crone, mking a bit of love
to a boy of fourteen or fifteen. '




+++ It pives me o Dit of hope in the future perfect faith in the youn;:
and human race that not everyone ig w1111nv- to send Granny to a Senior Citizens'®
Ghettoe +++

ok k4
CLEAN CUP, MOVE DOWN, CLEAN CUP, MOVE DOWN !

The people in the back set tumbled over to the middle seatls The people
in the widdle seat tumbled backvard. The people in the front seat, such as the
driver and th¢ guy riding shotgun, stayed put: so did the boy in the back, vho
sat on the ledge over the motor.

Mach bumptious laushtors

"Can you imegine it, thouch ? DBlood all over him, wherc you sliced
him to plecese =- and I pushed him all over the place ¢ It gives e sudh a
sense of power b"

"That's bad for you, you knowe You shouldn't want power over otherse”

"I know thate I know 2ll akout ite. But somebody has to do the work,
and nobody sccins to be willing to do it but me. I7 I've oot to play God, then
darn it all, people had better start piling up the pold-in them thar' temples L °

"It's your Universe. You have to take care of it. I ruess you have
the r1 ht to el’lJOJ it, so Mn” as engoyln it doesn't stop you froum doing the
Jobe ! '

"Most people spend their lives enjoyin~ it, and never met around to the
Job at all."

"That's why everythin, is such o mess ! They don't realize that the
job itself can be enjoyable. That's vhy they spend so much time inventing
moral systems that are no fun at 2lls To make up for vhat they'rec missing.
They have the most perverted sense of ees ~- That's vhat I Iike about the
Hippies 4 The real Hippies, not the fuke camp ifollowers vho are here now.

-- The ones vho read Heinlein and knew what he was %o king about; before
reading STRANGER was a fad, and Heinlein was a demipods -- The ones who've
moved away Lo form some kind of a family ¥ —- They know the world is there
for the working b Not the taking, but the working ¢ ‘thuot's something the
crey flannel mind will never undersiande =TI mean , look at it, right in the
face, eye to eye 4 The vhole drive of the Amer-ican people is towerd getting
a job that pays more for less worke =— And once they get that Jjob, iff job
you can call it, and the leisure that comes with it, they are lost. ‘[hey (o
blind, and stumble in the derk with a pocket full of mrtches they've never
lecarned to use. 'They don't kmow vhat to do with leisure b -- Job_s they don't
want, don't like, so they can make money they don't need, which they have to
squander Just to stay in fashionable debt, so they can buy leisure they are
incapable of fillin " o : '

‘There wasn't much wind that Illahb in the Hashbury Districte Just a
lonely hitch hiker with a crew cut and a pea coat and plasses. He (pve Paul
a cligarette and hitched a ride, and wanted very much to get out of San
Francisco. He hod been in all the Stotes United, except for Alaska and
Hawaii, and he wanted to move on. _
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The hitch hiker loved San Francisco, but he had to get away.

the Hippies all left the Hashbury before the Swmer of Love started.
They tried to keep the Miniboppers home, but noboay listened. The Hippies
said: "Stay home, there is not enoush work, we can't provide food for every- .
body, because there isn't enouh free foods There isn't emoush work 1o pay
for it 4" They tried to keep the Miniboppers home, but nobody listened. The
Newspapers, to hawk their wares, said: "Hippies expect influx of a hundred
thousand to swell the corrupt environs of the Haignt=-Ashbury t" And the News-
papers, to hawk their wares, played it big. The Little Ones came by the thous-
ands to starve: and after them came their parents, well-to-do from Omaha,
Nebraska, to gawk and stare and take pictures, and S+P+E+N+D meney-

CLEAN CUP, MOVE DOWN, CLEAN CUP, MOVE DOWN !

The people in the back sezt tumbled over to the middle seat. The
weople in the middle seat tumbied backwards. The people in the front seat,
such as the driver and the -y riding shetgun, stayed put: so did the boy in the
back, who sat on the ledgpe over the motor. So did the hitch hiker, who didn'%
know how to play the game.

The hitch hiker lovéd San Froncisco, but-he had to move alonge

'The Hippies left the Hashbury before the Summer of Loves

- CLEAN CUP, MOVE DOWN, CLEAN UUP, IOVE oW i

S

Part of the difficulty with time, with my column, with my colum of
time, with time and my columm, (extendln forwoxrd, tackward, throud pages

of puaer/hlg'tory tn.uo/s‘cyle,) was/is and/;n acciderite

I vwas clr‘1v1n' Hop home (not this niht, not the nicht of Lhe Dridgee
or the Change Winds, but a nish G) about Tifteen or twenty ylll(‘o, I'd suesss
1 noticed that 1'd missed ny exzit from the Throuchwey, sc I took ‘uhe next
Off roamp, realizing that I wust be very tired or I would not hove missced the
exite It would be wise to sleep, I thou ht.

(I decelerated outomatically, and vwas doing 31,8 miles per hour,
accordinz to the investicating officer; when I )

Fell A@lrob .
Went throuth the stop sirm
across the road
over the little cliff
dovm, down

(Hap's a pretty sood driver. He reached over, as we went throush the
stop sign, and pulled on the emergency brakes That meant we skidded, rather

“than rolled. . The skid marlf.: tell just how fast we were coings )

Down, donm e
the steep inclinc:we went
THROUGH




the wooden supports of the huve road sign, nosing into the dirt at
the bottom and comin : to an abrupt ‘
STOFP '

Hap zot. a bloody nose. The little girl who was along (so that I
vould have someone to Galk to on the way back) was unscathed., I went into
1 . .
shocke '

’me*' tried (Hop and the girl) to et the bus out, but no luck. Hap
went home and 7ot his randfather's jack, #ried some more, but still no luck.
I passed out.

Hap handled everythih: beautifullys

T'm alive, and I have a hell of a lot of confidence in the competence
of this younger generation.

You know, they are so hip they don't even understand the dirty Jokes
we used to telle My ceneration, the generatlon before: there were th:m&.,u our
ceneration had to prove. Dut these youns ones »e» They don't have %o prove
their masculinity, or their femininity., They know who they are, so much more
than we dids They are the beautiful, clean young people who will irherit the
World; and, God help them, God willing, redeem it. From crassness, from
materialism, cynicism, anythingism == Ugliness. Oh, I love these young and
beautiful people, and how dearly I wish I were of their hopeful, willing
senerations They are not afraid 4o tuke this old dunsheap and plant it
full of flowers.

To quote one of their songs:
"We wont the World, and we want it NCW L

How many of my seneration would willingly take on that dirty burden ?
How I wish I were born of their hopeful ;eneration §
+ + o+ o+

There was black silence in the white hall vhere red blood pounded in
hearts, and music stopped, and dancers stopped, and now, at last, eyes dared
to look as the King's eyes looked, as my eyes Looked: Upward. s if to stare
through white painted wood and stcel into the warm upper room of the towez‘,
where somecne's blood must be poundin~ out, beating softer, yet softer cee

+++ The Duke: a fine strong man with a sense of justice, but come
under unsteady influence. A fine man, and a scholar, and one who'd helped
the Kingdom more than any other two. Was this man my friend, and no more to
me ?

-

+++ My son b 1y own blood, my own flesh, if ever there was such
beyond my own body and philosophy. And more than son, more than friend.
Cne who'd defended me, vho'd cared for me when rheun and weariness. and accident
had cut away my senses. 01d, and yet, in him, I was young b Friend, dare
I call him ? Where was my soul, my immortality, without him ?
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+++ The Herald enetered tarough the rrout double doors atv the oppouite

end of the Hslle The King stood, and everyene followed suit.

"How is it 2" I oried, unable Uo discipline wmyself to the protocol that

cave His MilJC’Sb firat word.

v Plashbulb popped and cauh

t snother inztent, of feer, of concern, of

me, for unborn apres Lo peruse in searching out their owm salvation. the Hoerald

looked at His Iajesty end cocked zn
in order. Ihe King nodded assent.

as

"ihe match is ended,” the He
now in the infirmary, being trecied

eyebrowr, inquiring whether iy question was

rald saide "Doth are still alive, and are
for their wounds. They are both expected o=

continue to live. The doctors can mend their bones and sew their subts to somc
satisfastion, and the scars; I am told, will not show overmucii. "

o has won ?" the King askeds

The Horald looked dowvm a2t th

a floocre.

”YQUI' Ma jest Good Sene schal ... BMoST 10b 1le and &dll‘lj_ fl le Fue St 5 eae
dJd 3 <
e

Twro brave men have fourht on a matte

r of honow this niht.e DIoth hove paid

decrly in blood and pain. Bubt ... Craving His Majesty's pardon see L% is the

axpress desire of both the participa

nts that the matter not be discusseds Nox

ovor lncnmorad again & They are satisfied at the outcome. ‘thoir honour, they
fecl, is satis .~1cd. Dut they do not feel that the matter is of any concern to

any
%o tell you, vhich of ther: has wone "

fhe Ming stocd stumned. 1My

hwt themselvese fiherefore they have declined to tell me, and T must declin

ovm brain went numb, With relief, wi

joy. Like lon; plains the future stretched out in iy wind. Not war, not
civil strife and blood. Reason. Good sensc. The ;00d sense of men who lmor
to keep wiser counsel than n their own profit.

"here ey yet be a Puwure,"

wien I typed in the information o Lb

55
obbie's article 4o stencil, and L:
artrork 0% a Lit muddled; ’dﬂe Ltand
side, provides a finale to -obbie's

discovered that it is not, after all,

And one of Ken's illos has been sort

said the King.

- Tlon ovudebaker -

Terkoley, april 1960.

€ t cover, I 5%1ll had about iinld of
adn't even started Don's. Conseguently, 4«
Wi TS dr wwing, lyin: els: nzuly on its

I deca_led to put it there after 1
a winged Creature, zs I'd first tn el
-of relesnted to the bacover: I hope Vau’._‘
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for;ive me vhen you sce the company you're keepin - there, Ken %

hich winds up 0Z for this time. Hope you all found somethin to your interecsi

and/or enjoymeirie
4k Cver and out.

veryl lercer.
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T.e above is not, xepeat NOT,

' Saint Fanmtony %



