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PROFIT & PROPHECY
Inasmuch as the pleasure and the life-time of NIRVANA.
profit of publishing a fanmag come It is fitting obt -this time to
to an editor in the hearts of his reveal a 1little of what vwe have
readers and the satisfactlionof his planned for +the super-size fifth
contributors, it is with no little onniversary mumber. Among contrib-
gratification that we can, on the utions from most of the BNFs there
eve of the publication of our Bth will be o comprehensive photo secct-
anmmiversary issue,look back on 3 ion devoted +to +the Imternational
years of regular and punobual pube Conventicns held over the past 3
licebtion. Looking back is always yoars in London; <there will be a
o nostalglc process - if the vista full check~listof a1l s~f ond fane
of the years is good. In the case tasy published in the book and mag-
of NIRVANA <the years have given azine fields over the last eight
forth their fruit in cbundance,ond years,and,told for the first time,
the resulting wine haos distilled a the fascinating sbtory of how an
heavenly dew in our pages. Self- obscure NI fan developed his short
praise never paid the bills though NIRVANA piece (Vol.2,No0.2), on his
=-or doas it? Egoboo has paid off hesitont approech ‘to mimeogrsphy,
handsomely for at least one fan in into THE ENCHANTED DUPLICATOR #»%

NIRVANA; . A guarberly publication for True Fexns, published and edited by H.
Ken Bulmer from 204 Wellmeadow Rood, Cobford, Loudon SE 6, assisted by Vingd
Clarke and Dave Newmons Contribubtions snd subscriptions by .invitation only.
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HE KNIFE was a thin, tapered sliver of
steel. Razor edged, necedle-pointed, a
mife designed for slashing, for
thrusting, for throwing, The knife
of a killer,

My kmife.

I held it in my hand, 1letting the cold steel
caress my neked thigh as I honed <the paper-thin
edge in an automatic reflex pattorn. It was
rainings; the swollen belly of the sullen heavens
had parted with a flash of thunder and spilled
its guts on tho carth below. = It was cool and
sweet, filling the air with its gentle murmurs,
splashing from the 1low eaves, laughingas it
fell.

I liked the rain. It reminded me of blood, of
the red tide of liberated 1life, gushing from the
piping 1like a fresh-made wound. Thick and red
like an old reare wine.

He was slow in coming. I did not know his name
or who he would be and so I waited, huddled in
the shallow doorwsy, the kmife kissing my thigh.
Listening -=----

The man came splashing dovm the alley, weaving
a 1ittle, his breath heavy with the raw odour of
alcohol. I tensed, the knife reluctantly leaving
the warmth of my thigh and, as he came abreast,
I stepped behind him. The hesl of my left hand
-clamped beneath his jew, <the palm against his
mouth, the tip of the indox finger slipping into
the soclet of his right eve.

My right hand lifted the Imifc.

It was still raining vhen I returnedto the cave.
I stepped carefully ovor the heaped rubble, my
naked feet gripping tho wet stones, and paused
g8 I heard a nurmur within. Tvio voices, one
that of a man, <*the other thet of a womsn. The
one voice was unfamiliar, the otherseseoes

Rain fell against my bare teeth as I heard her
laugh, sigh, murmur with swect surrender. My
woman. The woman who tended my care and admin-
instered to my wants, a poor thing I had taken
in, fed, clothed after a fashion, beat rarely,
and even when hungry harmed hardly at all.

My vromans....with a man}

The Imife adjustod itsclf to my hand as I cnbt-
ered the cave. I would face tho man, show him
with +whom he had to deal, =mtch the fear and
torror wash the lust from his facc....and thon..
I smiled as he turned towards me. Smiled, and
poised the kmife, giving him timeo 5o wmteh the
play of light over +the blade, the redness on
its tip, the redncss around my mouth. I smiled
as I stood, not speaking, not moving, waiting
for him %o sag, to crumble, to whine. I enjoyed
the moment to its full, it was as well I did.

He had a gun.

E.C.IUBB



IERE AT LAST IS THE INNBR SECRET OF HOW WALT WILLIS BUILT UP SLANT FROM ARSOLUTE
OBSCURITY TO COMPLEISZ OBLIVION.  THE MOST BAGERLY AVAITED FUOT-IIIFICLE OF 195413
© NIRVANA PROULLY PRESEITS YET ANOTHER $EXCLUSIVE'
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/ MEET W/LL/S In the otheorise fair city of Belfast there is

a long, gloomy track called the Unper lNewtown-
ards Road, (Rumour hos it that it lends New-
tovmerds)s It is lined with large, gloomy
houses,and in the largest and gloomiest of the
lot resides Walt eillls. The first time I ever
stood oubside tho Wlllis gerden gate in the
roin end stared ot the impenebrable wall of
\ grass and weeds thet constitubes Walk's lawn
i \, I wondered whether or mnot I should go home.

‘\ J&ul l\ /Hul l/',atl\ 1 \LMany are tho times since that I have lrughed
at mysslf for having these doubts~--~of course

I should have gone home.

I opened the gate and stepped inside (here I might add that Jjust
inside the g,a'bom.y of 170 is a oleverly positioned hole, roughly six inches
desep, which is al*my., kept full of mmddy water.) A fow hours later I stood on
the doorstep ringing the bell and botboms of ny trousurs,aster & safwri up tho
garden 'oatn‘-—-havn.nb got safari I didn't want to go back,

I rong tho bell again,

I rang the bell fiercoely.

I rang the bell and knocled the door simultaneously, and then both
at once. I hurlod m,,rself ¢ the door, kicking it, ringing the bell, +thumping
with 1y fists and bonging my head against the lmoc&or. Just as I fell beclk,
bleeding and exhausted,a very pretty girl openec the door and said, "I thou 1zht
I hoard somebody knocking.' -

It vas whilo in this sbate of despair that I first mebeseses

e tve beon that wey cver sinco., Having
Will 1S THE MAN czcholegtgd the topie of Willis the Man, 1let us
proceced o deal with his porsonal appoarance,
Weltts favouribo apparcl consists of an
L old,well-patched windchostoer,ond an old, wella
o e 7 patchod pair of trousers,and an old, well-paob-
4, 22 % z ! !, ched pair of carpo;b sllppiaru, He also wears an
old facc, but Woltls hogn't o patch on it,

J‘\’\ f\ i~ i il The only other salient points about his
S it | eppearence are that he sbtands very far from
P j /) ( by ‘) the razor wvhen shaving ond that his comb mmst

b
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= S ,,.w%__‘ o have had pyhorroa, As you may have noted,. he
5 ! il ez 1 "1s very careless cobout his dress, about his
meals, about everything excent' books.He is even caroless abouk nongy-~-careless
about how he gets 1%l Thich brings me to the account of hoWeeesss
WILLIS, JAMES & | EIND A .B0B o wore out for e
: 1k along ‘one of the pleasomt’ avenues thet surprisingly abound near Walt's
house. iLs usual the talk wes on a very high plane----oxygen masls and the Nc,b-
ular Hypothesis or something. Probably som e’Lh:Lnb.
"The mind of the averege man," said Walt, "is so mundene.” James
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end I agreed whole~heartedly. Just then, reflocting the afternoon sunlight, I
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Springe=—-folt

mst be elovated above the prind of rodern existence.
the winds I let oubt a triwmphent cry and sprang.
fist. He sbood up and looked ot me reproachfully.

walk.

saw a picce of tinfoil
like o shilling.
end ab the same time beran distreacting James's
attentian
shilling.

st1lle James was beginning to look
led at the
on him as
I had ruled out,as he was sbill talkdng about how our thouglhts

theb looked surpisingly
I slowed dowm--jugt in case,
from the footpath ehead. It WS o
By this time we were almost et a stend-
a bit puzze
sudden chenge of paoce. I Xkept ny
I tensed my muscles for the

Throwing restraint to
My hand closed over Walt's
Shemefaced, I combinued the

“The mind of modern man," said Walt, "is so mercenarv.®
e e ety

WILLIS MOWS THE_[
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ing a large lownmowsr behind him.

AWN

PLLNET because
That I could earn money writing s-f.

mow the lavm," he scid.
suitubly
$ stairs
bounced out into the afternoon sunlight.
Welt disappeared around the
Hoe looked rather startled wvhen he saw James
end I draped comfortebly on the rug on the stEpmmmmmm I think

were sitting doing practically nothing, I
was reading a copy of PLANET. I 1ile rending

it gives me a pleasant feeling
Suddenly, Walt jumped up. "I'm going o
Jores and I looked

impressed, we all tripped down the
(one of the stoir rods is loose), and
side of his house,and osme back traile

he expected us %o

help. As an associate editor, I don't mind acting as a sort of censor and cub-
ting dowm his corn, bub I draw the line ot cutting dovn his gross.

Giving us a disgusted look,

the 'lawn' begon. The mower mounted
the grass end weeds and bounced
olong the +tongled mass several
inches above tho ground. Apvoroxim-
ately four pieces of gross sboub
half-an-inch long popped into the
tin.Walt stopped shovirg, He mopped
away some perspirabtion and sonme
sweat and glared at the place vhere
there should have been a clean-cus
swathe. Suddenly he gave a cry and
dived into +theo mass, end emerged
holding a small pebble sboubs quar-
ter of an inch in diameter.

"Very nearly broke the mowor on
that," he exclaimed,with the air of
an expert. "I doubt if it would be
safe to do any mowor worlk."

This sounded rather feebloeto us.

he trundled the lawimower up to vhere

NOTICE

To cormemorate the holding of the Super-
ManCon 154 s 'Combozine' is to be pub-
lished, consisting of specimens from
cach British fenzine publisher. As a
token of goodwill the first 4 pages of
this issue of NIRVANA will therefors be
duwplicated in a single colour and ing-
luded in the Combozine, to carry our
best wishss to realers ang non-readers.
We would remind the latter that cowbri-
butions and subseriptions are bv invit-
asion only,and wo regret that Ve comach

‘supply past or future copies of NIRVANA

under any other circumstances.Please do
not ask use«ssea refusal might embarrass.

James askoed me whether I thouglt

Walt had planted the stone there. I roplied that-I thought even Walt would know
that stones con't grow, and that it was probably o residue fromSpoeo Roid. This
was e gemo that had developed whan James ramarked thot the neasuring cup out of

4.



