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( WITH PINTL
AND GUDGECON

THD UGH DARKEST PARONOMAJIA

DEAN A, GRENNELL )

Walter A, Willis, writing in a recent issue of Bob Tucker's Le ZOMBIE, men-
tioned various troubles British fans have witn their postoffice. Many things
verboten to UK mailers, such as clasp-type envelopes and exposed staples, can
be used here in America with perfect impunity. However we have restrictions
with Britons may not have or on the other hand, maybe they do.

Perhaps the chiefestuost ultraparamount comwmandment of the USPD is 3 "It
shal$, be clean ", The powers that be apparently are firmly convinced that the
ulticate foundation-stone of the nation would crunble for all ti..e if the mails
ever carried an unclean word, picture or thcught.

This peccatophobic attitude can get pretty ridiculous at imes, particular-
ly since the boys have a hard time finding a reliable yardstick against which
they can measure a given speciwan and say this is wailable and that isn't.
Often as not it is a case of haw determined the defendant may be and how good
a lawyer he can afford.

I remember an advertisement in a photo magazine that caught iy eye once.
It was brief amd succinct. It said, "Wanted : negatives.'" Curiosity got the
best of me and I dropped a postcard to the address given and asked, '"What kind
of negatives, huh 7"

Back, in time, came a reply. The envelope was the pre-stamped kind you
buy from the postoffice, the paper was cheap lined "tablet-paper'" as coarse and
yellow and porous as an old issue of PLANET, The writing was with a blunt lead
pencil in a hand something less than what you umight call fine o0ld Spencerian.

The c¢rux of the message was riore than a little ambiguous and evasive. I
don't recall the exact wording and of course I've long since lost the letter
but the writer (to score a clean sweep, I've forgotten his name as well) said
he wanted '"clear, sharp negatives of the female, either indoors or outdoors
and they MUST be unretouched., Also want to buy negatives of male and female in
action,

It was obvious that this boy was writing with the possibility firmly in
mind that postal inspectors would probably be included in his audience. He ca-~
refully refraindd irim saying what particular species of bisexual organism the
females were supposed to represent. In a pinch, he could have claimed he was
asking for snaps of guppies if it came to that,

Point was, he knew what he wanted and the reader was supposed to be a man
of the world and know too, I confess that I idly toyed with the thought of
writing that I had a large stock of negatives of males and females in action
and I would send him a sample upon receipt of a couple dollars or so...I had
nothing on hand of the sort which (I presume) he wanted but if he had sent mo-
ney in such a case I could have gone out to my uncle's farm and shot a few ne-
gatives of roosters chasing hens or something. 3



However, as so often happens, all I did was think about it and not a great
deal of that. I showed the letter to a local photographer and he kept it-~pro-
bably with about the same idea I had--but his wife found it in his coat and lo-
wered the boom on him, thinking that he was preparing to unload some pinuppy
pix he'd snapped of her,

It is possible that he may have thought to unload some otherwise unusable
by-products of his commercial processing department. He developped and printed
rolls of film for people and some of the most astonishing scenes used to turn
up now and then amidst all the out-of-focus relatives and decapitated progeny.
People, apparently wanting a souvenir of their mad ywuth to treasure into their
0old age and equally apparently believing that the people who develop and print
films become so blase that they never notice what they are doing (a fallacy if
there ever was one) would include pictures on their rolls of the sort that the
chkdse-mounthed negative collector probably faunched to acquire.

When these turned up---not often but occasionally~--the photographer made
it a practice to include an equal number of blank pieces of film in the deli-
very envelope and if there were inquiries he would blandly say that they must
not have turned out. However they did turn out and the character in gquestion
had a shoebox partly full of the things, complete to detailed enlargewents of
sections of some. He was, in sober truth, something of an odd-bzll. °°° The
asterisks denote a time-lapse during which I have been trying to recollect if
I ever knew a photographer who was not an odd-ball of some sort or other. If
I have ever known such, he has slipped wy mind and it seens hard to beliecve I
could forgot such an cutstanding figure.

The chap mentioned above eventually sold out his commercial processing
business to antoher fellow, equally odd-ball if not more so. Unlike the first
one, the successor ran afoul of the postal authorities. A friend of wmine who
works in hte postoffice made brief mention of the cuse once, saying that they
had orders to hold ocut all of the fellow's ocutgoing mail, first-class and ot-
herwise. The postal inspector, upon opening it, found that he guy was expcr-
ting not only portraits of his less-inhibited patrons but of his wife as well
(the photographer's wife, not the postal inspector's §). That anyone would
pay for pictures of the photographer's wife is faintly incredible because she
was perhaps five feet tall and must have weighed close around I4 stones and
there were folds of fat that hung from her ankles and flapped about her shoes
as she walked. I guess, like the man says, it takes 2ll kinds.

0ddly enough, had I gone through with my faintly-contemplated idea af
victiwising that negative collector, I would in all probability have been guil-
ty of using the mails to defraud and that is an offense of some magnitude. I
recently read, with the keenest sort of delight, that some publisher had been
fined and/or jailed for publishing a magazine or book or something that was not
obscene, It seems that he had advertised it as if it were ("comic-booksi Poc-
ket-sizel the kind men likel") and they scragged him for using the wmails to
defraud,

There is, in any field of endeavour, an occasional cperator whose lmagil-
nation is of a scope and breath far beyond those of his contewporaries. Such
a person it must surely have been who first conceived the idea of purveying
"art studies" in the form of exposed but undeveloped film. Obviously he could
not be prosecuted for mailing an obscene photograph inasmuch as there was no
visible picture on the film whatoever. True, the silver halides of the film's
enmulsion had been light-joggled in such a manner that, properly manipulated,
they could be used to produce pictures whose innocence was perhaps debateable.
But one might as well prosecute everyone who had ever mailed paper or pencils
on grounds that said paper and pencils could be used for producing obscene pic-
tures,

At least that'!s the way they had it figured. Unfortunately, the postoffi-
ce carried it clear to the Supreme Ccurt and they didn't see it that way, ruling
that it violated the spirit if not the letter of the law.
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America has a man named Anthony Comstock to thank for its rich heritage:
of blue-nose traditions and sanctimonious restictions. In his own speciali-
zed way, he was perhaps the oddest odd-ball of them all., There is an article
about him by Archie McFedries in the January 1956 issue of True which sheds
considerable light on the censor mentality. Ideally, one imagines a censor to
whom the custodianship of the public's morals is entrusted to be a veritable
paragon of virtue, clean-minded, scuplously fair and normal to a hair in all
respects., Ideally, a censor should be like that and if they were, there wouldn'
t be nearly the objection to them, _

Most people will agree that there is some slight necessity to keep things
out of the public eye which trespass the bounds of good taste, The reader may
recall the scene in Kornbluth's "The Marching Morons'" wherecin the 20th-century
hero averted his eyes with a shocked gasp from an animated billboard. And even
if you wouldn't find that objectionable, there must surely exist a point at
which you'd boggle...laxative ads on commercial televisions, for instance. It
is bad encugh now to be peacefully leafing through any ef several national ma-
gazines and come without warning face-up with a portrait of a lady Jjoyously
screaming to the four winds, "My constipation worries are over "

Before Gomstock, there were few if any laws governing the use of the mails,
He bulldozed the legislation through under the Grant administration : a bill
prohibiting the mailing of obscene material with a rider which foybade the gi-
ving of information on contraceptive materials and practices. A quote: 'Pre-
sident Grant, figuring that the good will of the reform element might kill his
wisky breath in the super-proper Midwest, made Comstock a Special Post Office
inspector with a nationwide beat.m!

Once in power, the rigour of his moral uprightness knew no bounds to speak
of. Another quote :'"One day, for example, Comstock, in his capacity as aspe-
cial Post Office inspector, was doing his job behind the mail slots of the St.
Louis Post Office by scanning letters held up to the light, his eyes peeled
for traces of obscenity. What he could make out of cne letter fascinated him,
and abruptly he tore it open. The writer, a traveling man, was suggesting to
his wife that since business was rotten they net have any more kids. When the
man came home, Comstock pinched him, hustled the poor guy off to court testi-
fied against him and chivvied the judge into fining him % 500."

I seem to recall that even so staunch a defender of censors as G M Carr
has gone on record already with the advice "if you don't want babies, don't
make them...'" It would be interesting to observe the state of her objectivity
if a latter~day Comstock had got her a % 500 fine for her thought.

To judge from the article, Comstock's normality was at least open to
question, with evidence indicating a passibility that he was something of a
fetichist and the possessor of a fairly well-developed Oecdipus complex. Quo-
ting some more :

"His parents were teetotaling, flint-eyed puritans who were graet believers
in the race of man. ...Everything he did in later years, he once told a repor-
ter, he did in memory of his mother. He considered every obscene remark, eve-
ry spicy picture, every undraped woman a personal affront to her. ,..When he
was 27, and still a shipping clerk, he met a girl named Maggie Hamilton---an
undersized, emaciated old maid IO years his senior., He married Maggie because
she reminded him of his wother. ...What with Maggie's frailness and Anthony's
rigid views, about the only thing they seem to have got out of marriage was
polite companionship. ... Asice from Maddie and his work, there was just one
thing that attracted Comstock~-~-pretty vases. Sometimes he would sit for an
hour, after Maggic had gone to bed, admiring a piece of crockery that had
caught his eye. He once told an associate that he found a certain satisfac-
tion in following the soft curves of a vase',

But while Comstock may have been queer for decency, he had no passion for
honor. ©No depth of cheating, lying and deceiving was too great to sink to in
his crusade to cleanse the world of feelthy peectures. Witness this further

quote ¢
S



"One day Comstock got a tip that hot pictures were being sold in the back
rooms of saloons. For a woment this stopped him, because the pornography boys
now well aware of Comstock's activities, were allowinz only the regular pa-
trons through the swinging doors. "Terrible Tony, however, was not to be outwit-
ted. He contrived a piece of strategy that gave New York a belly laugh. One
day Comstock and three other vice agents drew up to a Brooklyn juice joint in
a hearse. Together they trooped in, dressed in black and sober of mien, loud
in grief over a dear '"brother!" they had just laid away. "The saloonkeeper took
one look at the mourners, waived his rule against strangers and asked what it
would be., "Rye 'said Comstock. While the drink was being poured, the reformer
wandered into the back room and came upon a supply of dirty pictures. "Herei"
he shouted to the other agents. "Here's the stuff we're looking for i"

"For several days thereafter Comstock and his squad of fake nmourners drove a-
round New York in the hearse and put the slug on more than a score of sympathe-
tic saloonkeepers. Then one day, after word of Comstock's latest dodge had

got around, a real hearse with genuine mourners stopped at a grog shop on the
waterfront., When the mourners filed in, the proprietor and several bar flies
almost murdered them,"

Nice guy, huh ? If I were permitted to hazard a guess, I'd theorise that
Comstock deep in the stinking crevices of his nasty little mind, probably got
a trmendous kick out of pornography but, on account of his tightly-repressed
childhood and his somewhat spartan wedded life, the sensations boiled and bubb-
led up into a great inner turmoil of guilt and self-accusation., Only by pre<«
suming that everyone else shared his own warped attitudes and viewpoint and
taking steps accordingly could he ease his own guilt-pangs. Quote :

"The newsman loved Comstock., He was always good for a story when other
news was shy, and their accounts of his activities kept readers laughing.
Occasionally-~-and as a special favour---the man with the hig blue nose would
open up his huge office safe and show a reporter the vast collection of por-
nography he had acquired in his campaigns. No doubt he had destroyed a lot of
his seizures, but he had kept plentiful semples of the juiciest portions, and
these he exhibited with a great deal of relish."

It is a stimulating subject for speculation to reflect that although the
odds are astionimically against any given pair of gametes uniting to form any
geven individual...despite the jullion-to-one odds against the formation of
even one person...there are atthe present something like two billions people
in the world who did get formed. The odds were all against the birth of an
Anthony Comstock and yet, somehow, he came along anyway, to serve as a focus
and rallying-point for blue-nosed sanctimony. The merest biological mischan-
ce and he would never have known existance,

If the thought hasn't yet occurred to you, I'd like to suggest that the
life of Anthony Comstock presents in itself a powerful argument in favour of
planned parenthood.

And the very idea must set his mouldy bones to spinning down there like
some sort of ghastly subterranean armature., Pleasant thought, what ?

o 6 o o o 0 0 0 © o0 ©0 o©o ©

Briefly, I would like to salute the unknown benefactor to the sons of
Adam whose spark of genius it was that created the Buick port-hole, For full
many and many a year now hte little chromium rings on the fenders have been
vying with the imitation fox-tail for the distinction of being the most non-
functional and vulgarly ostentatious thing on automobiles. Fgzke Buick port-
holes can be bough at any auto-supply store, as can imitation Cadillac tail
fins so thatthe owner of even the most ancient vehicle can bedeck it out and
be as ghastlyand unsightly as if he could afford a new one. For a long time
the privilege of sporting four port-holes was reserved solely for Buick Road-
monsters---err, beg pardon, Roadmasters---and for the less scrupulous of the
social=climbing set which stuck them con Fords.
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However, in I955, the Buick people decided to let down the bars and they de-
creed that henceforth only the lowly Buick "Special'" would be restricted to
three port-holes. The Buick "Century" and the "Super" would join the '"Road-
master" with four.

Now this is all very well for owner of Centurys amd Supers but it must
have been a ccuel and undercutting blow indeed for the legion of proud ow-
ners of Buick Roadmasters, who had sacrifieced and struggled and saved to amass
the extra Ir 500 or % I.000 that separates the lordly Roadmaster from its les-
ser brethren. As long as onlm the Roadmaster boasted four holes, for that
long even the veriest clod capable of counting to four could recognize them
for the wmoneyed aristocracy. But now...

Well, I want you to know that there was at least one Roadmaster owner
that did someting about it. I don't know his name but I saw his car parked
in the next unit of a motel not long ago. I gave it a passing glance and an
eye-popping double-take. He had performed a bit of skillful and judicious
plastic surgery upon the fenders (or wings) of his 1955 Roadmaster and it was
no longer a mere comuon run-of-the-mill four-hcler Buick.

No sir, by jing. It was a five-holer |

There 1s, in the breast of some men, a surging, indimitable and uncon-
querable spirit which refuses to accept defeat and wakes ne want to fwow up.

Dean A. Grennell
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it ,,,, i v‘ DI s peemesenens

Bill Harry, 50 Parliament Street, Liverpool 8, England.,

+oo My favourite 1llo was the Harry Turner, and not because of the piece
of crackling either, I'm vsed to that sort of thing. His style of
drawing and use of wheelpen intrigue me, I can sit back and admire his
heedings for ten minutes or so. Started to collect Harry Turner origin-
als, and I now have about half & dozen of his NEBULA things. First met
him at the SuperlianCon, but I was only an innocent neofan then; shortly
after, I heerd about the Fentasy Art Society. I wanted to join, but
didn't. Maybe it was because they didn't advertise or spread any info
about themselves in the fanzines---but apart from a FAS newsletter I
didn't heer of the Society again. And I still don't know whether it
exists or not. Anywev, I em now chairmen of the Liverpool S-F Art Society,
so 1f you know any budding artists, let me, or them, know...
«os3cgoms I musta been blind or something. Neybe I wes sleepv or drowsy
or punchdrunk when I was reading ALPHA 15, 'cause I don't remember
reeding Eric Bentcliffes letter. Suffice to say, if I did, I would have
written in. Still, I don't suppose it's too late for me to get my two
cents worth, so here goes......whoa, in a sudden burst of genious I rea-
ched over to fenzine pile and fished out & copy of the issue in
diriilim question, justa see what 1t's all aboute..e..
aha, yes, ves I see now. I met Eric on the
way to Ketuerinu and was struck by his frien-
dliness, he's & very nice caqp end I don't
hold it agsinst him, but I don't like what was
/% in those two sentences of his. I have a great
WA respect for the German people. There's a
: B -—-*—Xbeautiful Germen girl in my class, who I Jjust
can t help 9dm1r ng. She has a wonderful personalitv, & sense of humour,
and ¢ wonderful Germesn eccent. The fect that she is German does not
prejudlice anyone against her, despite the fact that my father and the
fathers of two other boys were killed by the Germans in the last war,
There's a Polish boy in the clesss who is always telking about the war,
resding books like "Fhe Scourge Of The Swestika", and painting pictures
of brutel Germen soldiers. Yet he hes no enmity with this German girl--
he reallses she is 1f a different generetion----People should not be
blemed for thelr fathers sins..etc. Did you see "Carousel'™ A girl has
been jeered at end taunted most of her 1life because her father wes a .
thief, children her own age look down on hor..Yet she is guilty of no
wrong. At the end of the film sho 1s told to "hold her head up high' end
to go into the world snd mske something of horself, and not to carry the
burden of her fathers gullt. The German people have paid for the war,
their famillies died, as ours did, their eities were bombed more than
8 ours were, theirs was a country egainst the world. Now it is all over,




the Japs ploy baseball and spegk with American accents, the Italians
chew gum mzde in USA- yet Germany is still suffering from the effecis
of the war --- there is still a Russian zone. If the Japanese and
Italians can be forgiven, why aot the Germans...... .

' ' L .o B i ﬂarry

. Now for o word from our sponsor....I'd like to thaak Bill first

i of a1l for typing up the first pege of ambrosia, zs well as doing

! { the stencil for the cover. This was @ll part of a brilliant idea

1 of mine while still knocking @round in hospital, and which might

i {have come off if my -shoulaer hadn't sturted festering when the

i | doctor pronounced it ‘as good as .new'. Actually, the full story of
' creshing scooters -should be told here 1 suppose, but as I have
| given most friends @ personal ‘letter on the subject,and some faneds
! |-thought it worth while 'to devote some space to...let's try and for-
f get about it. (Which,unfortunately for me,isn't alwayseasy,espe=
clally after carrying something heavy...)

' Looking through my.corresponaence files I found several more.let-

l ters on the German gquestion as raised in that issue of Alpha...an
.1 issue, that seems to stem from ages and ages ago. I'm not going to

l add more than one letter to it. I feel that the symposium morc than

.

covered the matter, but I guess Eric Bentclef» deserves a chance
to have his say.

b ic Benteliffe, 47 Alldis 3t.,Greut Moor, Stockport, Ches.

"Thing that most interests me in this issue is 0f Major Importance.
Which stems from an extract which you cat-footedly printecd. Walts
detter ig a falrly cogent one and as
it comes first 1'll make a few words
in reply and hope you'll do me the
favour of printing them. First,I'd
like to reiterate that the section
of my letter in .question was not in-
tended for publication snd was prin-
ted without permission.... most of
us -are apt -to be a little freer in
personal correspondence than when we
arc writing for publicgtion snd I'd
probably have put things a little
more diplomatically if I'd known Dave
was .going to put my foot in it for me.

: For Germans as individuals, 1've

- no definite regard or ulregard there
are good and bad just &s in any other
race and I judge them as I get to
know them. For Germans as a race,
I've no great liking... just as 1
Jhave little regard for anyone who
toward big-headedness... instance:
The Aryen Mester Race. Germany of
today may be very different from the
Germany of yesterday, but racial

. 3 oo 5 ",.”.--,:,_.':- s s . e/
characteristics 4o not change com- . v i Nk

pletely in just one decade, and therec
ls still a strong pro-lazi c¢lement in - -

Germany. I agree with Walt that the . I
past should be forgotten ...although, '




I must quelity here and say that the past must be forgotten if it
bears no referent to the future. I'd like to lesve the second (and
flISt) world war buried bencath a wreath of friendliness, but Lf one
is to try =and get a realistic picture of the near future one must
take the past into ‘account. I hope there will never be another war,

I pray there will never be another war but I refuse to stick my head
ostrichwise in the sand and pretend that there never was a war.

As far as PPandom 1s concerned I was curious to know when I wrote
the letter to Dave his reaction to the statement I made. Gerfandom has
arisen so swiftly thet very little is really known about it and its
participants... you could say I was fishing for information just as
Joe Gibson has been doing in VO1ID. The rcaction I've had has bcen a
little more positive than that which Joe got... although it's notice-
able that ounly one German fan (by birth) has written in (or hazd his
letter published). I dida't, in the extract (nor in the rest of my
letter to Dave) condemn Gerfandom as Julian seems to think, I merely
asked a guestion... one very fsmiliar to s-f fans, 'What would happen
if...?' You might read that cxtract through again, Julian. 1f any
Gerfan did start boasting about the numbexr of British he'd shot,
bombed or wiped -out during the war, I'd do my best to ignore him unless
he got too offensive, then I'd probably tell him where to go. But,let
me hasmlly add, that if any of the UK fen started boasting of the
number of Germans he'd blasted into eternity I'd be cquelly as cager
to verbally sit on him!

Paul inever's letter was & very interesting one and probably the
most relcvant of the lot. I agree with just about every word oif 1it.

In conclusion, let me say that I intend to judge Gerfans as end
when I mcet them and get to know them, and the latter I'd like to do.

Hmmmm. . . . Guess that ebout puts wraps ou things.
kric Bentcliffe.

,f.WIﬂppLd up it is,Bric, and so let us not walk, but rush, to the
1E|nearc,t local for a pint of that ....no, let's have Sid instead:

Sid Birchby, 1 Gloucester Avenue, Levenshulme, Manchester 9.

Goodness knows how disjointed or otherwise incoherent this letter
reads to you. I am'while writing listening to the 'Casse Loisctte!?
suite on th¢ radio, and expcrt though I am at writing letters while
listening to music (it's the only way to get a free flow of ideas) the

; ' result is apt to need eulting afterwerds.

//":7 When I say the only way, I meen apart from
/ ...\ drinking whilc writing, which 1'm told works
/%, // .) for some folk; but not for me. I'm not a heavy
< , /- drinker at eny time (it's three generations
///' ) gince the Iinglish ccased to be a nation of
,//’iq.,/ compulsive drinkers) and drink usuelly sends
[ 41:21// me to slee, after a swift period of fcbrile
S and spurious jollity. Muslc 1ls far cheaper
o and docsn't give me the same hangover.

Now that I think of. it, I wonder just how
‘the nglish attitude to drink aiffers from
that of, say, the Norwegiens, who drink like
fish whcnever they get a chance, or the
fmericans,who aon't really enjoy their booze,
]() but get through & surprising quantity of it?




It's not just the result of teetotelism, although the latter was
once dry, and the former still virtually is. Because although the
English don't drink much, the Welsh and Scots do. Or rather, I should
qualify that by saying thqt whereas when an Englishman wants to go to
pieces, he does not necessarily turn to drink %sex—crlmes are quLte
popular alternatives nowadays) the Weshman or Scot is still most
likely to do so. 4

Intcrostlﬁg. It may be the operation of the alcoholic equivalent
of Gresham's Law. The bad beer has driven out the good, and booze -
generally has become so-debased as a euphoriac and such bad value for
money that the knglish have deCLded to try something else., Not so the
Welsh and Scots: you'll observe that both are inhabitants of mountain
countries, which are admirably adapted for the alstlllatlon of moon-

shine of real pre-war potency.....
v _..0ld Birchby.

P Personally, I believe that the change-over is due to anreaSLng
’posoLbL1LuLes in spending one's 'free' time- in varied ways...for
amusement one no longer relies -on the local,but visits the clnema
|or listens to radio,nowadays even watch TV.;.hobbles both in col-
|lectng, and handicraft, which were unknown or near]y so at the
|turn of the century,have spread *to every level of the communlty
And of -course, hlgb taxes help tae ftrend along...
;JI, for lnqtqnce, have found a

iple sing hobby in fandom. ..both in
i publishing,writing and reading. It
i,uses up the money I might spend on
'booze, and it takes up the time I
!mlght spend drinking ‘even if didn't
firun off with the cash.

l  aAlthough of course,there are some
Iafawbacks. I try to please everybody
’ana yet people who should normally
Vbe petting ecch other,give forth
fidivergent opinions on a story...

Greg Benford for instances

"Sorry to say, I didn't read LLTLR
-THREE WISHBS,.,-I did try, honest I
aid, fellers, but after 1 was
through with Archie ‘and part of
Nigel, my courage gave out and I was
left with a feeling of 'move on,clot

- this will put you to sleep'eees."”

il Whereas Larry Bourne acclaimsg:

MENTER THREL WISHES was superb. I
take my hats of to the two persons
who did a good job and I give rasp-
berries to the third churl who

. destroyed the lovely ladies. Such a
spoil sport indeed. The best part

of this to me was...the illustration.
Man, what a babe......"

WK [W Which  is. probably the reason why
Hi  ALICE does so well. 1




microscope tries to strangle its operator. 1 particularly liked scene

in the story where Captain Unger is swallowed by his motor-car,but then
I've & warped seuse' of humour. A4 neat ending,too.

BEAPEnDAbL is saved from the ordinery rua of fanzine fiction by its
treatment. The theme is one I've secn by amateurs seversl times. 4 man
has aiscovered, xedlly hnows, about the plot being hatchea szainst hu-
manity by the myrisds of smell creatures that inhabit the ccrth the

moths, the aﬂts, even the C&teILllldIS All very frightening! Thank
goodness we've got the spiders on our siue.

PLAwWLT #0k TRENSILNTS cdeals with the future earth ofter the =stonmic
warswhen it is redlised that the plrnet belongs to the mutent races,
the runners:and the bugs. Humenity has to exist closed in in shielded
suits @n¢ helmets. Time to get out.

PROw. LouNT AUTHOR ana TEws BUILLER are tsales much alike in their theme
and construction, relying on the snap ending. In The BUILuwk e,peCLully
this doesn't succeea in trailing-the reader in suspense anc 1i you can't
see what’s coming two or three pra es off,then go to the bottom of the
class. I've read THi LITTLE.nOVEMENT before and: thought it e reason-
ably good story. A Sturgeon or & Bradbury might have weveloped the
children in the tale to a grezter sdventage, bui the msin charszcters
who overcome the glien's plot are not children usnyway.

A scientist trylng to presexrve the orts by creeting life from musi~
cal energy is the plot of Thw PRLSERVING MACHINE. Unfortunately the
animals resulting have thelr own ideas on how to live and edept them-
selves 10 thelr e¢nvironments aamirably,chenging somewhst in the process.

THy IMPOSS1IBLL PLANED starts out in a-big way, with cn old woman
wenting to travel to the legendary planet warth, but. the story is agein
not developed to its best advuntege. The old woman is ejecteu from the
story in an extremely tritish msaner snd the punchline suffers from its
limited.appeal to Americen readership snc also the ignoring of the
}OSSlblllty of par allel worlds. That this theme is familiar to Dick is
shown in UPUN THE DULL EBakTH, & story which must have bewildered even

. ‘the  author, iand EXEIBIT PLJCL one of the best stories . in the book

. s Which suifexs.slightly from the artificielity of churscterisation. vick
“.conguers this difficulty hest in THE COOKIL LADY, a story very remind-
ful of Rey Braubury in his Dsrk Carnival days.

PROGENY, ‘a ricture of the impersonal future where children are state
and robot controlled, and TEL TURNING wELLL, a story which defies defi-
nition 'in its scope of eastern reli,;ion and western science,combined
with an accepted SF background and & fannish touch almost complete the
survey end the book. The founish touch is & play on a writer who was
very much to the fore 'in S¥ circles a yecr or. two zgo by dint of his
book on disnetics. The Baids are the dominant class on the marth and
they swear by their prophet, the great Elron Hu. Nice touch.

Almost completes,l sala. THE INDLIFL1GABLE rLOG presents o new twist
on the Lilliputen theme and is one oi the best stories 'in the book,
along with IMPOSTOR, a fescinsting story about a robot duplicate whose
job it is 10 destroy the world. For once the Dick flair for lecding his
reader up that garden path pays off handsomely -- with uividents. I'd .
like to think of this story as by the mature Philip K.Dick of whom we
have not yet seen a great acal.The promise is there throughout thisvol-
ume,realised in IMPOSTOR.I hope te see much more proof of his talents.
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It's not just the result of teetotelism, although the latter was
once dry, and the former still virtually is. Becausc¢ although the
English don't drink much, the Welsh and Scots do. Or rather, I should
qualify that by saying that whereas when an Englishman wants o go to
pieces, he does not necessarily turn to drink (sex-crimes are quite
popular alternatives nowadays) the Weshman or Scot is still most
likely to do so. ;

Interesting. It may be the operation of the alcoholic equivalent
of Gresham's Law. The bad beer has driven out the good, and booze -
generally has become so-debased as a euphoriac and such bad value for
money that the Bnglish have decided to try something else. Not so the
Welsh and Scots: you'll observe that both are inhabitents of mountain
countries, which are admirably adapted for the distillation of moon-
shine of real pre-war potency..... 8 GELBG :

: 3 . ,91d Birchby.

'j,;Personally, I believe that the change-over is due to increasing
|| [ possibilities in spending one's: 'free' time- in varied ways...for
| | amusement one no longer relies on the local,but visits the cincma
||| or listens to radio,nowadays even watch TV...hobbies both in col-
lecting, and handicraft, which were unknown or nearly so at the
turn oi the . century,have spread *to every level ol the commuunity.
And of .course, high taxes help the trend along... - -

’ B I, for instance, have found a
' ipleasing hobby in fandom...both in
ipublishing,writing and resding. It
ijuses up the money I might spend on
‘lbooze, and it takes up the time I
lmight spend drinking even if didn't
jjrun off with the cash. '

1
|
!
{

1 Although of course,there are some
ldrawbacks., I try to please everybody
“and yet people who should normally
|lbe petting ecch other,give forth
ifdivergent opinions on a story...

Greg Benford for instance:

"Sorry to say, I didn't read LNTLR
*THREE WISHBES. I did try, honest I
aid, fellers, but after I was
through with Archie 'and part of
Nigel, my courage gave out and I was
left with a feeling of 'move on,clot

- this will put you to sleep'eecee."

il Whereas Larry Bourne acclaims:

MENTER THREE WISHES was superb. I
take my hats of to the two persons
who did a good job and I give rasp-
berries to the third churl who

. destroyed the lovely ladies. Such a
- spoil sport indeed. The best part

of this to me was...the illustration.
Man, what a babe...... i

f“ Which is.probably the reason why
- ALICE does so well. ]]




| 1 Backstage of the previous ALPHA (which many of you must have

| 1| thought to be the last) I made some comments on oubscrlptLons,
t]liﬁranus free copleg,and so forth. This of coursec drew forth quite
F} some commcnt and I am. very sorry that I haven't had time the last

;l month ©o dLg out the various letters. One of the few that have
I'1ibeen uncovered comes from the ever sprightly

G.M1.CARR, 5319 Ballard Ave., Seattle 7 , VWash.

« . Another topic for comment is your mention of letters of
_ comment in lieu of cash for Panzines. It seems to me that
a7 this problem is confined toe: fmz sent to non-pubbers be-
L * cause obviously a fanzine sent in exchange requircs neither
= a letter of comment nor a cash subscription. Perhaps if
// \ A the problem were defined on that basis, it might be more
easlily solved. Because the way .it is, I suspect that the
\//ﬂ majority of fanzines are sent to other fan editors either
. as outright trades, or else in the hope of promoting one.
And certainly, with the cost of amateur publishing being
i g what it is, no fan with an ounce of sense expects another

ampubber to subscribe with money to someboly else’ 8 fan-
zine. No matter how good it is.

With f:llow ampubbers excluded, that puts the problem up squarely
where it belongs: to the non-pubber who receives a.fanzine. Will said
non-pubber reciprocate to the extent of a letter of comment, or a few
" nickles of cash? Or, in the case of fellow ampubbers who do not wish
to trade fmz, would a letter of comment be an acceptable substitute?

I suggest that Lf we are going to set up a rule on the matter, that
we recognise a sort of professxonﬂl courtesy: l.e. fanzine editors
be permitted a choice of trade or comment (or both,if they so desire)
whereas non-pubbing fans and neos be required to pay ofif in cash,
Letters of comment from such are seldom of great interest to anybody
except the writer and the editor., Let said tyros get known by submit-
ting material for the fmz and make a name for themselves first, before
accepting a letter of comment in lieu of cash. Or am I just unfalr

to the neos?..
G.M.Cgrr

| || After all this time, I wonder how 1 still dare publish a levter
like that one. Among the many things that have happened 1s the
advent of Contact. Which has earned me, and the Group, loads of

applause, aad which has brought me, and not the Group, a lot of
cqtcalW;. Oh well, I'm still alive. But should I venture eny
further into this maze of should and shouldn't, dfor cash or for
free, publisher's ethics and so on? IFor all our talk and planning
would be in vain...apathy is fendom's chief characteristic, and

it would seem that only dictatorial moves can attain anything.
However, let's see what a non-pusber,subscriber to Alpha, says:

Ar thur Ugyus, c/o Dominion Catering ,Bicroft, Bancroft NXQ
Ontario, Canada.

I sometimes wondexr at the subscriber to a fan-
zine, one who doesn't publish his own. What are
his dutics? his rights? Maybe a bill-of-right
should be drawn up to determine his position.

& ctually,l view myself in this position. \\\\//
1/ SubscrLb to those fanzines that interest me
after I've -made individual issue monetary \\J// )
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contributions. 2/ Write a short letter on cach issue received.

5/ Not expect en snswer from the faned. The next issue received will
serve as gn answer, unless some particular information has been re-
quested. 4/ Mot expect every letter sent in to be printed. 5/ To be
able to soy what I want to say, good or bad,

Should I went more rights, then I should get in the publishing
game and zo broke like the faneds. Then I'd be in a position to do
gsome demanding.

Shoulcd 1 not like a fanzine, after getting a subscription, then,
when the sub runs out, let it run out. I won't support a fanzine that
is too much disliked by me. I expect the faned to keep some kind of
record that will let me know when my sub expires. I still think a s.f.
fanzine should deal nore with s.f. thaan jazz or other unrelated sub-
jects. 0ld fashioned?....

Arthur Hayes.

{{ Far from being a Bill of Rights, the above looks like a Bill of

{| Obligations. If after this you don't get invitations to go onto

|| every femzine's subscriber's list.....

i I assume.that Arthur measns under n2 5 - that he wants to be able

i to say a mag stinks, without as result of this having his uaexpired
'] sub cancelled without further ado. I don't know about other faneds
?‘but myself, when 1 do get one oi these, %etters (and they CY Op up
-;now end zgain) I do reply, together thﬁ flext issue and request

| }furthtl comments. Arthur, how about going on a crusade and inviting
all ocuer fans to join your Lanaxne supportlng society?

l 'run in Alpha... lettero aated, Othbru filed....1 Iegret it as much
las you do, be sure. lorce mageure!
ifr

A HANDFUL OF DAHKNESS

REvVIEWED 8y JACK WILLIAMS

I'm a sucker for sclence fiction anthologies, and 1 had been present
at a meeting of the Leeds club when Les Jefferson had been extolling
the qualities of Philip K.Dick. 1t was with something approaching ala-
crity then that I felt at the chance of reading some of Dick's stories
this in his book cglled "A handful of darkness" published by Rich and
Cowan. These fifteen stories range from tales of which the genre can
be rightly proud, to one or two efforts which are no worse than the
ordinary run.of story found in the general science liction magaszine,
whilst I.rate only one story as being outstanding, the garden-path,
red-herr ing punch-line IMFOSTOR. Dick reminds me greatly of Richard
Matheson in his general style, and notwithstanding Matheson's blizarre
stories, whicn are usually outstending in a fleld of thelr own, their
portraits of future possible worlds are often similar if not ldentical.
Given three or four of these stories to read amongst a collection of
Matheson tales would have left me quite perplexed in attempting to
sort out one author from the other.

The femiliar: theme of an advance scouting party éXploring an alien
lanet with the prospects of Terran colonisation to follow is emgloyed
in COLOMY. The planet is idyllically perfect or is thought so,un
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microscope tries to strsngle its operator. 1 particulerly liked scene
in the story where Captain Unger is swallowed by his motor-car,but then
I've a warped seunse' of humour. A neat ending,too.

EAPENDABLE 1s saved from the oraiansry rua of fanzine fiction by its
treatmeat. The theme is one I've seecn by amateurs seversl times. A man
has dlscovereda, reslly knows, zbout the plot belng hatched sgainst hu-
manity by the myrisds of smell creatures that inhablt the esrth: the
moths, the ents, even the caterpillars. All very frightening! Thank
goodness we've got the spiders on our siue.

PLAWLT #0k TRANSILNTS cGeals with the future earth cfter the atomic
warswhen it is reaslised that the pl:inet belongs to--the mutant races,
the runners and the bugs. Humenity has to exist closed in in shielded
sulits anu helmets. Time to get out.

PRO,. I UNT AUTHOR 2nd TEs BUILLSR are tsles much #like in their theme
and construction, relying on the snap enaing. In The BUILuwR especially
this doesn't succeed In trailing the recader in suspense and ifi you can't
see what's coming two or three pa es off,then go to the bottom of the
class. I've read THn LITTLh.nOVEMBNT before wnd: thought it e reason-
ably good story. A Sturzgeon or z Bradbury might have weveloped the
children in the tsle to a grezter cdventage, but the msin charzcters
who overcome the zlien's plot are not children snyway.

& scientist trying to presexve the srts by creating life from musi-
cal energy is the plot of ThEn PRLSERVING MACHINE. Unfortunstely the
enimals resulting have their own ideas on how to live and sdept them-
selves to thelr cnvironments aamirably,chenging somewhat in the process.

THy I6POSSIBLLEL PLaAN®ED starts out in a-big way, with an old woman
wventing to truvel to the legendary planct wzrth, but. the story Ls agein
not developed to its best advantage. The old woman is ejecteu from the
story in an extremely tritish menner &nd the punchline suffers from its
limited.appeal to American readership end also the ignoring of the
rossibility of parallel worlds. That this theme is familiar to Dick is
shown in: UPON THE&E DULLE EARTH, & story which must have bewildered even
. 'the - author, tanéd EXHIBIT P1.CE, one of the best stories.in the book
.. which suffers slightly from the artificislity of cherazcterisation. bDick
“.conguers this difficulty hest in TH COOKIW LADY, a story very remind-
ful of Ray Bradbury in his Dsrk Carnival days.

PROGENY, a picture of the impersonal future where children are state
and robot controlled, and TEL TURNING wHbLL, a story which defies defi-
nition 'in its scope of eastern reli,;ion and western science,combined
with an accepted SF beckground and -a fennish touch almost complete the
survey znd the book. The fannish touch is a play on a writer who was
very much to the fore 'in SI' circles a yecr or.two =go by dint of his
book on disnetics. The Baids are the dominant class on the warth and
they swear by their prophet, the great Elron Hu. Nice touch.

, Almost completes,l saia. THE INDLFal1GaBLE #hO¢ presents s new twist
on the Lilliputen theme and is one ox the best stories 'in the book,
along with IMPOSTOR, a fescineting story about a robot duplicate whose
job Lt is 10 destroy the world. For once the Dick flair-for lecding his
reader up that garden path pays off handsomely ~- with uividents. I'd .
like to think of thles story as by the muture Philip K.Dick of vhom we
have not yet seen a great acal.The promise ‘is there throughout thisvol-
ume,reslised in IMPOSTOR.I hope t0o see much more proof of his talents.

Recommended in the celmest possible manner. Jh/
']A - PR : - - _. - ) - . - 1 " i - an
[ .
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Some Saturday nights those Ugand: men had a bilg music and dancing
time down in the 0ld Town. Eh--ee ! this was very good. Everyone who liked
singing and laughing went down there. The beer was as strong as hornets !

I mean down the hill, the other side of the swamp and far away from
the white mens' bungalows, I mean over there among the banana trees where
the digging plots are, where they grow the black peppers and the tobacco.
I mean those places where the men sit outside the huts all day and watch
the women dig.

Oh yes, that's the place to go on Saturday nights. Those Uganda men
call all their friends and cousins and they say: : '
"Let's do the dancc all night. There's a lion in the forest and we
must frighten it away. We'll 211 dance, and we'll all sing, and that will
frighten it away." -
This thing they say gvery time, yet nobody has seen a lion in this
’ }ﬁp- country since bcfore the war.
¥% But ha-ha,they say,never mind, ;
< doesn't that show how ? §

— — . — -

much we frighten him? ' g
M8y f o ..
).mn\.&.i :
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Well, there was a night in my master's house when 1 was ironing
his serts, end the. night. was hof and.l opencd. the window. Now this
_‘window pointed at the Torest, znd when I opemed it, a1l kinds of black
flying things ceme in, This quc me angry, because I kllled ono with
the hot iron and it mede a bad mark on thc shirt.

By and- by my {riend Juma passed thc wxndow and hc looked at me.
"Eh, Ibrahim,” hc said, "what ar¢ yol doing to the mﬁstcr' shirt?"

’T am cuttlng a. llttlL hole where the Lnseot made-a dirt," 1
said. "aAnd nqw I am finished. WhtEre are you going,.. Juma””

- "1 am going to the 0ld Town, Tonlght there is & blg dancing and
many beautiful girls all looking for mpehzi. I think you must come, !
+too,. I brahim. Your master will be very fiercefwhen he sées that hole

in his shirt. Come away with me. thn you return, he w111 have forgot-
ten Tl omi.- il . J,
v "My master is ,my friend, and he will not punlsh me, oh monkey."
T said. "He gave me a gultqr, and so:he.is my friend.”
PR . "What. is ‘this!" said Juma, with- big eyes. "Explain thls gLftf"

"T do not want to waste time talking to -you," 1 s&did.’ "My madter

- also makes a feast tonight., He will play jazz records for his friends,

e and they will drink and dance:and perhaps sing a llttle, but not make
a ' shout like your friends down the hill."

' - ."I know what records are," said Juma, " but what Lp ,Jazz'?"
/"Jazz is a music that comes from America," I told him, .".and my

master says that it is very fine civilised music, and much better

than, your hut-music. He says that 1 °'am foolish to listeén to you, and

he" has given me this guitar so that I can learn to play. jazz."

, Now this is a twisted part of my tale, because when Juma heard
that I had this guitar, he thought, ay--ee! this is the noise we need
down in the 0ld Town, and he began to draw me to0 go with him that nieht
saying that I must teach them all how to play properly, so that my
master would not hear any more bad noise. But he did not tell me this
plan. He drew me to it like a snake drawing a bird. Ah, that Juma!

In a 1ittle I: said: "Very well.Perhaps. I shall come. My liron is
now cold and I have no more charcoal for it Yes, I shall come."

So I went with him to the master's gar ge behind the house, and
I unlocked the door.

"Wait here," I said. "I must take a gift to the danc ing, because
I am not a Uganda man but a Teso man."

"Phaa!" said Juma, "There is a very strange smell in here, which
is not altogether petrol. What is this place?"

"It is nothing. It is the homé of Studebaker, that is all."

I said this beocause I did not want him to know that in the dark
part of the garage there lived a very fine place for breWLng my banana
beer, where the master could not see it. I did not talk again, but I
pushed him one jerrican, and locked the door. There ate many thieves
in that country who like to steal beer."

On the forest path down the hill we met meny mén going to the
- clearingwhere the ‘huts stand. Some of them knew us.and called out our
. names.
: "ih, Juma!" they cried,"what are you carrylnd in that can? Do
‘you arlnk petrol to make your legs dance?" : _

Or élse they cried: ."Oh 1ook at that mountaln man ! Ibrahim and

“. his guitar."

They-said this. thlng becaube the Teso country is my home and they
think all Teso men llve in the Mountalns of the Moon,which are nearby.

i


will.be

x ryvone was happy and laughing at the
\ é bt huts ggdeizeg T saw a lovely girl who was putting
§ iy chicken and bananas in the cooglng pots,'and I
Ty laughed and was happy, too. This was a glrl who
(H-—qéﬁﬁé‘ came some Saturday nights from the next village
//// A but every time she came, her mother logkeq ﬁlose—
' ¢ ly at me and spoke. sharply to her, saying: "Get
| some more water!" or "Fetch me that bundle of
peppexrs!", and I could not say what 1 wanted to
say, which was, "Come"and listen to my guitar-
i the river, _
playl% igynighy I looked strongly at all the
women who put the food together and the old mother

was not there. ' ”
4%5:) "Eh, you girl with soft eyes like a calf,

where is your mother tonight?" I called to
her. Then she was shy and looked away and I

said it again,

"My mother is sick with the cramp," she whispered.

Then I was happy, ho-ho, and I played my guitar and danced in front
of her, singing the song of the girl whose lover met her by the river.
This is a song I built myself.

Then the men with the drums arrived, and there was a big shout from
everyone, because now the big dancing could start. There was o0ld Josefi
with the drum Olomu, which was as long as a man's body but no rounder
- than the thighs of a young girl. This Olomu was made from the trunk of
a tree covered at the ends with cow-hide, and inside it was a charm to
bring good luck.

K:Mc 1l

First Olomu began to roar ‘Hoom Hoom Hoom' and we began clapping.
Then the smaller drum, Kawenzi, which was like a small log of weod,
sang 'Terum Terum Terum' and this was the sign for all the hand-drums
to sing. 01d headman made his metal dulcimer sing 'Hello' and the girls
replied by shaking their gourds, in which they had put some beans.
"Come on!" shouted Juma, "the circle dance is starting!" He took
my arm and tried to pull me into the ring, but I did not want to go.
"There is this girl," I told him,"She is going to the river with
me." I did not know if this was true, but I hoped that she would do so.
Juma laughed and looked at this girl:"Little gazelle, listen to
this foolish man! You will wait while he dances, won't you?"
And she giggled and turned away, and pretended S '
to meke work with the fire. fu§ Q@?
-~

So I went with Juma and the others snd we made B\ e
a circle and we stamped out feet, and when the drums \. L7
spoke we leaped in the air. The 0ld wonmen who §¢id 7
not dance stirred sparks from the fires, and we : ;
roared like. elephants at mating-time. There was no & (//
~

better noise that night in all the 01d Town!

Soon there was a cry from these men: "String- POt
plucker! String-plucker!" and 1 felt hot in my belly
because they wanted me to play my guitar. The head- -\
man shouted this thing first and that meant that I /
was a guest he liked. He liked my music because he ALY \V1
could accompany me on the big bass lyre. 7

"Yes, mountain-man, yes!" they all cried, " play for us!" Kotded

Oh, I was burning in two places at once then. I wanted to play for
the headman, who was a very fine musician, and also wanted to play just
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for the girl.. 1 looked at her stending outside t g i
shadoxgll%gtlorlthe.fires anda 1 %hoﬁg%t she smiigg.;éngeln -

_ on ook at hexr!" this friend Juma cri o LA th i
of ba?ana Eeer and you forget Her! You ERZy?£+ed’ WA grlnk this cup

~Juma had opened the jerricen and I laughed because mow ‘T

§ BT T iy S, = b7 i h
helhadatempted me out of the bungalow te play:et the feast,“anday wgg
glad because now I kney that I had always wanted to 'do-it. ]

"Yes, I1'11 play!" I"cried, "I'11l play, end you mmst sin '
everyone must dance! Ah--ee! Perhaps if we do th{s thingqiouﬁ’eggigh
my master will hear.us, and then he will forget his jazz forever!™ ’

.1 snatched the beer and that diinking gave me the fire gll over.
I leapgd Lnto.the circle and began to play. Ayee! ‘How well I did play
thot night! First I played a song .made to the.honour 0f thle headman,
and he liked it end played his lyre until the sweat ran down his face.
Then I played the Teso song that means a. feast -Because the hunting is
good. And then the song I like best, because .l learned this one in
the army, the one called "Polan", which tells about the Kenya men
going sway to fight the Germans in Poland. AMN i

bveryone joined in.the chorus, until the birds flew out oi their
.croosts and fled into the forest. Juma sang beside.me -until his volice

...croaked like a frog, because he has been my driver-mechanic in the

army and he knew this song well. That headman, he was an ex-askari
$00, and-he played his lyre so hard that the strings broke. Then we
all stopped to drink and make water. = 2 .

~ "Hof"-1 thought,"this is fine feasting! Now I am strong enough
for my cooking-pot.girl.," - oy . e

“UOn,n6! Sing and play.egain!™ they cried, but this time even Juma
with his croaking frog's volice could not stop me. e fe
. "o more," I laughed,"there is a time for feasting and a time
for drinking. There is a time for singing with'men, and that 1 have
done. Now it is time for singing with women, and this I must do alone."

I picked up my guitar and walked over to the. shadows where this
girl stood quietly looking at me. . Toda wik

"Vour cooking-pot smells good," I said. "What 'is your name?"

"1t is Bengeria", she said, in a .small voice, and then I was
' happy, becsuse that was the name of a love-song I knew. Soon.I should
sing it to her.: oty . % ‘ Y

Meny songs and many sighs later, we came to my room neex the '
garage. The feasts were over,the cooking-pots were empty, end the
beer 'wasg finished. - - ; _

But I smelt trouble. There was a light Iin
. the master's house. "Walit here," I sald to ‘
Bengerla, "I must go to see what my mester wants."

Oh--oh, and when I went into the house, he
was waiting for me, and he was.angry. This night
all-his friends came, and first they - saw the
hole in' his shirt and they laughed.at him, and
then he played the jazz- records and there was
so much noise from the feast down the hill
that nobody could listen to them. So because
this made him look small in their eyes he :
punished me.-with many words, saying that I made
animal noises in the 0ld Town, and that it was
bad when friends ceme to listen to real civi-
1ised music and broke their ears with animal
‘noises €rom drunken Ibrahim and his monkey friends.
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"Oh,master, oh effendi!" 1 criéd "1 tried hard to play civilised.
music, but that Jyma made .a trap for me."

I told him nll that had happened to. me, thoubh of course I said
nothing about the girl.

"Thet' is how it was, effendl,“ I told him. "NWow I must give back
your guiter. I do not deserve ii. I must manage with my own music."

WVhen I said that thing, my master's heart softened. :

"Oh,never mind the guitar," he said. "1 don't went it. And as
for what'!s happened, we'll iorget ¢L this- the I guess jazz is. just
neyrfedayous .

"Thank you, effendi, thenk you'” I said with happlness.

"But mind now! You tell your friends, no more of that nolse round
here, not on my jazz nights. And not unless they grow up and learn
what rhythm means. It beats me what you think musxo is for! Off to

"bed now!"

"Yes,effendi, thank you very much eifendl, goodnLght effendi!"
1 said, and 1 saild this thing very loudly, because I thought 1 ‘heard
that cookLng pot gLrl glggllng outside the window.
- - - Sid Birchby.

1
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<>oj\ m EN TAL FANDOW
JEA\T
MHNARD

Here I get a rare chance to see
some Creole,not only elsewhere than

- in your magazine, Linarda, but more
[/ important fact,in Alpha which is

however supposedly written in En-
~— glish. I don't like the idea, of
course not, as loving your Creole
within the mag yourself cre running
only,l neatly dislike it when quoted
or evoqued anywhere else. But our godfather Jan-Jan wishes a personal
column done, and anyhow you've to be introduced somewhere,besides in
your wonderful BAH, MOO, ARF (21l provisional).

You know how 21l it sterts, agon't you. You're a French. First,you’
re french and your name is Linard, or something. for a2 lot of forget-
table years, you love imaginative and creative and attractive end
distractive and such readings. Thet's your rights,but:you've got not,
under the hand, and for good reasons, what you'd enjoy to resd.You're
a French,ain't you; but to be a.lrench is nothing,the funniest thing
is living in France. 1In fact it doesn't much matter you're french,and
personally you've nothing against the idea,while to be in T'rance, is
quite another fact.

Some people edit rare french translations frow novels that you love.
Hardly one 50th of the original production. Two promags run some
translations from stories which you love,mixed with lots of others,



and all this is rather meagre. No doubt on that: the reading metter is
overseas.Well it 1s overseas,and zfter 2l1l,things could be worse:there
could be not reading matters ot all. The difflcultles if any,are 12/
getting some of those reading motters,und 22/ choose these that hove
got plenty of pictures and images in it,for the problem underbears some
suptle shedes of languages as,of course,you don't grasp the original
tongue they spoke and write overseas. There's a slighter third point:
you can trying to learn thelir language. But naturslly you're not a
gifted man,you're old,and just any laes of self study is bothering you
beyond any worthwhile consideration. So it is how It 21l start,remember.
You arrange to procure some rare comics and you begin trying to figure
out, to puzzle out, to make a stab at transletions, to guess out the
meaning of massive chuncks- of Oversees' Language, muddling through an
occasional sentence with the help of @ not-too-trmsty dictionsxy, for
this way increases the pleasure of difficulties & lot.

You're 211 alone. Nobody's nearby to help you. Time goes on. You
grow older and older. Incidentally you happen to get some rare overseas
novels. Certcinly enjoyable and valuable novels, but these oversesas
guys aidn't care to put illos nor pictures therein. Your method of
taking a guess get worn out here, and you feel more und more french,
without hope for any help,when you find somewhere The Address To erte
To. The guy (whotever mey his name sound) hasn't zn overseas name,sure,
but not just he suddenly comes to send you abunding cnd regulex letters
in an apparent overseas tongue,and all of a sudden he uses to treat you
just as you were his best friend for thirty years -- as you were Himself
in fact, but besides he keeps on sending you some sort of pulp product
stepled 2nd oddly 'illustrated. The product is written and drawn in the
terrible overseas language to0o, and the name they use for 1t . is zine,
which from the taking-a a-guess , method probably comes from amazine or
such. Little by little;you Linuru or something, are lead further end
further in the field, the faendom and the first knowlcdge of the tongue,
your ‘'interest! increaslng just the same as vocabulary and things. Irom
the zine, you dig out plenty of zddresses of o erseas people who CLAIM
for you io :tceept benevolently other zines of theirs. sven though you
don't reacd everythlng in them, you accept, end more, CLAIM ior news
zines, news covies, new ishes and so forth,

Time goes on; trouble,then,is you grow somewhalt younger and younger
56101 g Lt coosn't really matter. In the meanwhile you got so apsent-minded
that incicdentally you've marrieda your own sister. And you begin to un-
derstend more of amazing things, eémong which one of the worst is you
begin onto trying to 6o letters in the overseas language. And time
keeps going on, while you get rare other books, even if they're rare,in
your coatlnent books gre books, end that i1s that, You come to understand
more and more,although you're getting still younger each duy from other.
Overseas people don't alweys understand your letters, that is besides
way you hau thought of it. But they're natively indulgent: they run
zines. And time goes on faster end faster. You're snowed by letiters,by
fanzines,by your own answers to be done,that plle up to your desklemp.
You escquit new correspondents yet. They, imprudently,even find that
habit of yours interesting, and begin to speed up their rate of reply,
just as you begin to:'slowup yours, as time gets away and as yougrow
childish with allthat science fiction,those religion,sex,politics,
recism,sementic, trade, astronomy,films,Fine Arts,cnd problems of inter-
netlonalshlp they chot about in their zines.

And you start to classifying your letters according the supposed
urgency.Which is the first step on' the long way to delaying letters more
out of habit then anything else, and on the getting-in-fanaom routine.
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Naturally,you keep apsent-mindedly on being a french, in I'rance,but
the matver is naught now, as some delicious individuals of any sex
risk their good money for you,to forward you some rere back issues of
overseas promags,others fanzines and things. They come to tell you,
someday,that they're beginning to understand your overseas language,
thus they're improving,thanks to you,which disconcert you a lot,but
they call it Creole and then you get conceited. You're a Frenchman
proud to getting out of his miserablecondition:  You know how to write
Creole., From thet moment,how not to augure of yourself Linard publish-
ing a zine in pure Creole? 1t appears to be the more speedy,practical
and.sure medium,if any,to get accustomed to the real overseas language.
But will correspondents be agree with that? Won't they reproach you,
besides Creolity, the lack of experience in their own-field, your
actually grown babyish mind? So you ask for thelir opinion, you Linard.
Sure, the pool occurs to gather but favorable encouragements,that 1s
what they usually say,at least, but why should you deprivate yourself
of such a pleasure then learning in glee? Thus you do a zine, or sortg
of. In Creole. You call it BAH., Or i00. And it's free. You're not very
proud of it,for reasons to be guessed above, ond so you make it free.
When/If people come to improve its contents with eny contribution of
any sort, it will sure get better, and so people will have to pay to
get it, s0 people would have better never contribute.But now you've
hope.

On the other hand you're asked, you Linard, for a personal column
in an eminent fanzine of overseas language. What has your overseas
language to do with this magazine? Anyway you would for sure sound
still = worse sot than you happen to be, if you wouldn't use any per-
sonal column to broadcast to every fan of this eminent publicetion that
they may get BAH (provisional) too,on a simple letter for it. Free,
you precise. Remember,REL, Owing to its bed writing,for it is however,
according to you,poorly supplied with meterisl (provisionally) and
perhaps too much chattering. By the same way you take the chance on
asking for any letter,even hostile,from eny correspondent or/and fan
'interested' in Creole, or in whatever you could trade or do with him,
or her. In your turn, you -CLAIM for contribution too,and you carefully
see that your address is well given under your personal so impersonal
column. And you keep on screaming "Help" to people, and in reality,
you Linard are a cheeky blighter to try getting acquainted with such
nice folks by the means of your fairly ignoble language. IFFor you per-
sist upon claiming for trade,exchange of anywhat with old prozines,
fanzines, sny pocket-book,any back issues of Asf (even badly demaged),
of #AD too, any used anthology or hard cover, although you know this
is not very polite nor fair, but weitingbetter gestures, this will
more surely lead you to possible improvements.

" Here was the way it all started. You were a french. You were in
France.And alone, and this was p ecisely your luck, as from now you've
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Then there had been the exercises in breath-holding. He'd protested
weldly, uselessly; as they plugged his mouth with putty and told him
to signal when he felt the need to breathe...and he had swallowed the
putty. The dreadful suspicion hit him when they'gave him swimming les-
sons; it grew es he was put into a pressure chamber full of fish,

vhen the other trainees on the ship were given gravinol, fthe anti-
spacesickness serum, he was rudely injected with 150cc of anti-hydro-
phobia virus. The ugly certainty was forced on him when they landed
on Mars, in a Terran-held. areas. He didn't even set foot on the rust-
coloured lartian sands; they led run a gangway from the rocket to a .
little submerine enchored to the sides of the Schiaparelli Canal.

"You can't ‘do this to me!" he had told them. He had told plenty of
them. Lverybody from the enlisted-man who'd carried his kit (including
the water-wings) aboard, to the Captain, a grizzled veteran with the
red sand of Mars engralned alongside the salt in his seamed features.
He looked sround the brlg, four rusty walls and a bunk. What was he
going to do?

He was stubborn. He had gone through five years

-of the toughest conditioning processes known to

Man to gualify as a Space Marine. But he was also
intelligent. His mother had always said so. He s
held out for three days and three nights, nights j;::iﬁ/
of sleepless tossing and turning, watching the  _ :
waters of the canal gurgle redly across the
porthole. Then it was forced on him. Earth needed
him, needed his qualities, in space or in water. il

He would knuckle under for the sake of his planet. = : =~ _{
In later years men would look at his statue and l
remember. "Admiral Llktooth! He won the War '
against Mers in their own canals!™ ‘

"Let me out!" he screamed, beating oo the barred door of the brig.
"Let me out! I'1ll be an underwater spaceman!” -

Tour days later they let him out.

"They 'ave probably filled you weeth propagands zbout the Martiesns."
Vrok Toosa, the Tibetan who was his messmate looked gloomily at him.
"It ees not true what they tell you at the Academy. The Martisns do
not drink blood, ZIor 'instance. Eet is only the bones they love %o
crunch." '

Devid stirred restlessly, looking at the red waters slipping eter-
nally past the port like blood pumped from a mighty heart. "Guess they
tell you plenty at the Academy that isn't exactly so. How about the
Martian weapons? The bubbles, for Instance?™ '

"Oh, sure. Those, they are true. ket ees the chief weapon. They are
huge bubbles, you understand, coated with oil. The submarine enters
one, and falls in the alr inside - bOmp' Difference in pressure
changes causes mechanical strain - per'aps bends if you are working
outside on the 'ull., If you are near the bottom, the submarine might
break open." : ' :

"But they're licking it?"

"Oh,sure, We shoot the bars of soap. The oil is dispersed, the
bubbles burst - woosh! The Martians, it is said they mix puncture-
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Naturally,you keep apsent-mindedly on being a french, in I'rance,but
the motter is naught now, as some delicious lndividuals of any sex
risk their good money for you,to forward you some rare back issues of
overseas promags,others fanzines and things. They come to tell you,
someday,that they're beginning to understand your overseas language,
thus they're improving,thanks to you,which disconcert you a lot,but
they call it Creole and then you get conceited. You're a Frenchman
proud to getting out of his miserablecondition: You know how to write
Creole, From thet moment,how not to augure of yourself Linard publish-
ing a zine in pure €reole? 1t appears to be the more speedy,practical
and.sure medium,if sny,to get accustomed to the real overseas language.
But will correspondents be agree with that? Won't they reproach you,
besides Creolity, the lack of experience in their own-field, your
actuslly grown babyish mind? So you ask for their opinion, you Linard.
Sure, the pool occurs to gather but favorsble encouragements,that is
what they usually say,at least, but why should you deprivate yourself
of such a pleasure than learning in glee? Thus you do a zine, or sort
of. In Creole. You call it BAM. Or iI100. And it's free. You're not very
proud of it,for reasons to be guessed zbove, ond so you meke it free.
When/If people come to improve its contents with eny contribution of
any sort, it will sure get better, and so people will have to pasy to
get it, 80 people would have better never contribute.But now you've
hope.

On the other hand you're asked, you Linard, for a personal column
in an eminenft fanzine of overseas language. What has your overseas
language to do with this magazine? Anyway you would for sure sound
still = worse sot than you hoppen to be, if you wouldn't use any per-
sonal column to broadcast to every fan of this eminent publication that
they may get BAH (provisional) too,on @ simple letter for it. Free,
you precise. Remember,I'REE. Owing to its bed writing,for it is however,
according to you,poorly supplied with material (provisionally) and
perhaps too much chattering. By the same way you take the chance on
asking for any letter,even hostile,from any correspondent or/and fan
'interested' in Creole, or in whatever you could trade or do with him,
or her. In your turn, you- -CLAI{ for contribution too,and you carefully
see that your address is well given under your personal so impersonal
column., And you keep on screaming "Help" to people, and in reality,
you Linard are a cheeky blighter to try getting scquainted with such
nice folks by the means of your fairly ignoble language. I'or you per-
sist upon claiming for trade,exchange of anywhat with old prozines,
fanzines, eny pocket-book,any back issues of Asf (even badly damaged),
of HMAD too, sny used anthology or herd cover, although you know this
is not very polite nor fair, but waitingbetter gestures, this will
more surely lead you to possible improvements.

" Here was the way it all started. You were a french. You were in
France.,ind alone. and this was p ecisely your luck, as from now you've
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got plentiful of friends,you'll get still some more, znd you've got a
pure Creole of yours that want but to be improved with all these
wonderful and filentrop exterior helpings. But sometimes, you've to
remember exactly who you are, in caese your new state of Creolity would

have drived you forgetful of - your post personality, you,Linard, or
something, Irench.In France, lucky one.

INTROWUCING YOURSELVES:
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WL NO IRADIDILE

A VINZ CLARKE'

THRILLING FIRST INSTALMENT
OF A SERIAL WHICH '
EXPLORES THE
BRAND NEW
WORLD
OF
"UNDER PRESSURE"
"SLAVE SHIP"

"THE DEE? RANGE"
ETC.
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"You can't do this to me! Ouch!" -« A0

It. Devid Elktooth, U.S.Space Marine, hit the floor of the brig,
skidded, bounced to his feet, reached the door too late to prevent it
closing, eand shook the bars frantically. :

"Let me OUT!"

“"Sorry, Lootenant."

"You don't understand. It's &1l a mistake - a terrible mistake."

"Commander's orders, Lootenant." ¥,

"I shouldn't be here at &ll... cooped up in a leaky, stinking tin
can..." David reslised he'd made a mistake. The faces of the enlisted
men in the escort froze, and with smart about-turns they stalked up
the echoing metal corridors. '

David sank on the brig bunk and rested his throbbing head in his
hands. When the brass at the Space Academy had told him that he'd
been seconded to the tough Navy Arm, on a top-secret mission, he'd
naturally thought that it was to the Space.Navy PFleet that he was
posted, guarding Terra against possible lartian hit-and-run raiders.
Now that the War had been carried to the surface of Mers itself, the
enemy was desperate,

The feeling of pride, of being singled out from the other cadet
officers for an extra tough assignment had stayed with him as he had
marched aboard the Luna ferry and through blast-off. It had sustained
him during the stomach-wrenching manoeuvers which ended in the trans-
fer to Fleet Battleship LISENHOWER I1 a thousand miles sbove Grand
Base in Plato.

The first cold feeling of doubt had made itself felt when they
issued him with his battle-kit (Merine Active-Service-Area 23/R)...
two needles and a pair of polythene water-wings. :

"Whot the hell's this?" he had demanded of the Sergeant-at-Arms.

The Sergeant had exchanged- one of his needles for one'with a

sharper point. 9%s!



Then there had been the eXeICL es in breqth—holdlng He'd protested
waldly, usélessly; as they plugged his mouth with putty and told him
to signal when he felt the need to breathe...and he had swallowed the
putty. The dreadful suspicion hit him when they'gave him swimming les-
sons; 1t grew 2s he was put into a pressure chamber full of fish.

When the other trainees on the ship were given gravinol, the anti-
spacesickness serum, he was rudely injected with 150cc of enti-hydro-
phobia virus. The ugly certainty was forced on him when they landed
on Mars, in a Terran-held ares. He didn't even set foot on the rust-
coloured kMartian sands; they ke d run a gangway from the rocket to a
little submarine snchored to the sides of the Schiaparelli Canal.

"You can't ‘do this to me!" he had told them. He had told plenty of
them. Lverybody from the enlisted-man who'd carried his kit (including
the water-wings) aboard, to the Captain, a grizzled veteran with the
red sand of lMars engrﬁined olongside the galt in his seamed features.
He looked around the brlg, Tour rusty walls and a bunk. What was he
going to do? : '

He was stubborn. He had gone through five years N
-0f the toughest conditioning processes known to /‘
Man to guelify as a Space lMarine. But he was also
intelligent. His mother had always said so. He

held out for three days and three nights, nights //’ (1\’/\\/ ,
of sleepless tossing and turning, watching the :
waters of the canal gurgle redly across the _ \
porthole. Then it was forced on him. Earth needed

him, needed his qualities, in space or in water.

He would knuckle under for the sake of his planet. - ;;;;/if \>\<§t%
o
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In later years men would look at his statue and
remember. "Admiral Llktooth! He won the War
against Mers in their own canals!™ ' '

~"Let me out!" he screamed, beating on the barred door of the brig.
"Let me out! I'll be an underwater spaceman!" .

Four days later they let him out.

K.Mel

"They' 'ave probably filled you weeth propagenda sbout the Martians."
Vrck Toosa, the Tibetan who was his messmate looked gloomily at him.
"It ees not true what they tell you at the Academy. The Msrtisns do
not drink blood, for instance. Eet is only the bones they love 1o
crunch," '

Devid stlirred restlessly, looking at the red waters slipping eter-
nally past the port like blood pumped from a mighty heart. "Guess they
tell you plenty at the Academy that isn't exactly so. How about the
Martian weapons? The bubbles, for Lnstznce?"

"Oh, sure. Those, they are true. Let ees the chief weapon. They are
huge bubbles, you understand, coated with oil. The submurine enters
one, and falls in the alr inside -~ bOmp' Difference in pressure
changes causes mechanical strain -~ per'aps bends if you are working .
outside on the 'ull If you are near the bottom, the submarine might
break opén,"

"But they're licking it?" 3

"Oh,sure. We shoot the bars of soap. The oil is dispersed, the’
bubbles burst - woosh! The Martians, it is said they mix puncture-
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solution with their bubbles now, but us, we have a secret weapon
aboard."

"We have?" David brightened. "wWhat is 1t9o"

"That I am not allowed to tell you at present." Vrok Toosa sighed.
"Me, I am here to watch it. They think I make good reports. It wes all
a misteke. When I enlist, I tell them I spend five years contemplating
my navel. They think I am a Tibetan Naval Observer, It is a peety."

"Don't get gloomy. Here, have a barbitrate. Whsat other weapons have
the Martians got?"

"Oh, they lave nets, the supersonic

: Ve cwater-'eater, the wavey stralghtener,
chl I /7% jEhes =t

(2O - WACTION ‘STATIONS" blared the
i (\7$-Q}h annunciator. "CRASH RED! ACTION STA-
Bl tde s CO TIONS ALL PERSONNEL!" & siren wailed
ii@‘”“;/§j> eerily somewhere in the ship. "ENEMY
i,-':rv\v/) SUB AHEAD. ACTION STATIONS|™

David found himself jammed under
- the mess-table, three men .on top. The
“///j>/ sub tilted crazily, racing for the
' bottom where the Martian rader-sonar
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_‘ , would be confused by irregular masses
gl /\W(l’i of silt washed from the desert. The
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/7Q4 o i Lo lights flickered, and somewhere a
series of detonations shook the ship.
"They shoot the soap" hissed Vrok Toosa's voice in his ear. " 'Ave

your needles ready. 1f the 'ull breaks and you are caught in an oil
bubble..." . s

The sub lurched, droppca sickingly. "Wl aRE IN AN LNEMY BUBBLE"M
shouted the annuncxator Metal groaned and creaked., "OPERATION WASHDAY!
PIRY TUB.S LIGHT THROUGH TWELVE." More detonations.

"The secret weapons!" Vrok Toosa dragged David to his feet hurried
him to porthole. "You help me watch!"

"What the 'hell is h%ppenlngO" demainded vDavid. The port was a crazy
keleidoscope of red and white.

"The torpedoes, they contain secret powder discovered from anCLent
history. Celled detergentry; will act upon oil. ..aaah'"

The submarine hissed through water again, oddly pink and bubbllng
water, "We're free!" shouted David. "We're ..." A twisting lurch, the
scream of tortured metal. Forward, the racing engines died; the'floor
heaved eond David went sprawling. Two people trod on "him, and someone
put a foot in his mouth. He wrenched free; somewhere, he heard Vrok
Toosa's voice, calm amongst the pandemonium. "The detergenty has
affected the lubricating of our own engines... they sre seized up.."
Someone else trod on him in the semi-darkness. In a burst of anger he
grappled with the figure. It hit back at him with surprising vigour,
tried to stagger away., Lavide reeled dizzily; in that moment of con-
tact he hed felt two protuberances near its chest...a woman! No women
were allowed on the sub; it must be a Martian fighting female, One of
the beautiful spies he has read of in the SPACE ACADLMY JOURNAL!

He dove, caught the other near the door. They rolled over in a
confusion of arms and legs; a lashing blow struck the side of his head
and pain lenced across his eyes. Then his fist connected solidly and
the other slumped.

Swaylng, David knelt across the figure, txy Lng to see through the
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bloody haze over his eyes. The ennunciator was
bellowing again, but the nolse of shouting men,
explosions ana .the thunder of more Qetergentry
torpedoes drowned the sense. Someone who must

- be Vrok Toosa was cursing in staccato Tlbetan

- monosyllables a2t his side. .

"Vork! Vrok! I've csught a spy. A female!l
Look for mel!l-Is it "Passion-Queen" Pzychovana,
red-heired temptress of the Southern Ice-Cap?"

* There was an uncanny silence; the whole ship
seemed to wait for a breethless moment on Vrok
Toosa's reply. It came, and even years of navel
‘contemplation could not keep the tremor from his

ViR

"My friend. Eet ees the Cuptaln weaang his water—wxngs "

ParrtT THRuou I

AFouie antt do this to mel"

Cadet David Llktooth, US Space Marine, hit the floor of the brig,
- skidded, bounced to his feet too late to prevent the door clos;ng, and
shook Lts bars frantically. -

. "Let me out! It wes all o mistake. Let me out.”
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Not you...you fool, get back to EyesiX....G'wan.
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When I was about thirteen, we went and lived in a caravan for a
couple of years. There were five of us - two parents, two boys and a
small dog. Myself and my brother went to boarding school for three
quarters of the year, s2dmittedly, and in the summer they used to dump
us outside in a tent (an existence I loved). But during the colder
holiday-seasons, when we were all cooped up together willy-nilly,
treading on each other's toes the whole time, the result was something
that I cannot in all honesty recommend as the ideal way of life.

~(e)—]

However, I still liked the idea on principle, and for just one or
two people who don't reguire a lot of extra lebensraum Lt somehow
seems the obvious choice. So when I got fed up with living in digs, I
looked around till I found this one. A move I've never regretted for
an instant. :

I own the thing myself, of course. 1f you rent one owned by some-
boay else, the convention is to pay through the nose for the privilige.
I'm not talking about holiday sites - genuine living sites as well.
The owner may well expect five pounds a week or more - and, the hous-
ing e&h ortage being what it is, he gets it, too. I'd certainly place
the letting of caravans for hire in the racket class. If you can buy
& couple of vens for, say, five hundred pounds agpiece, and find a
site the local council will let you keep them on for living in, you're
made. Bven if you only ask two pounds per week apiece - which as
caravan rents go ranks practically as a free gift to the occupant -
you'll have entirely recovered your original capital after five years.
Very nice - for the owner. But if you own your caravan yourself, it
costs you only a few shillings site-rent per week, no rates (they're
levied on the site-owner,not you, though of course you contribute
indirectly through the rent), and you're sitting preitty. Technically
you can he turned off the site at short notice - but in practice the
only people you have to fear in this respect are the local councils,
not the site-owners.

In Britain, 1 should say, the majority of caravan residents are
young merried couples waiting till they can get a house. They don't
care for the caravan life on principle - they'd get out tomorrow if
they could, but in the meantime their (rented) caravan 1s the lesser
evil. They're eager to barter the extra housework involved in larger
accomodetion for the room it gives them to spread themselves. Others
live in caravans because they have mobile jobs. Unless they can live
"on the job" though - like circus people, rural road-repair gangs,etc.
- their existence is rendered difficult by the aforementioned coun-
cils, who love setting limits to the number of caravan-dwellings in
their srea; and do so at every conczivable opportunity. It is not,
therefore, always easy to find a seni-permanent site where one wants
to. The "hard core" - people like me, who live in a caravan from
choice - is relatively smell, and mainly restricted for obvious rea-
sons to single people and childless couples. bven there, it isn't
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necessarily a case of never wanting to live in any other form of acco-
modation, Personally, I'd rather live in a houseboat. It must be the
rock-and~roll that gets me.

Lack of space is, of course, one of the major disadvantages of ca-
ravan life. I'm used to it myself, having spent much of my younger
days at boarding school and afterwards in the army, but I do heve dif-
ficulty in accomodating such things as my ever-growing fanzine collec-
tion in eccessible positions. When someone else spends the night here,
things get really interesting - as Jen will confirm. But again, it's
not so much the LACK of space as the misuse of it by the manufacturer.
A caravan, generally speaking, 1s designec to suit the manufacturer.
He's all right - he doecn't have to use it. Dome are of course better-
designed than others, and mine happens to possess what is surely one
of the most useless designs of all time. Next time you see a stream-
lined-looking caravan on the road (or snmywhere else,for that matter)
don't admire it for its beautiful curves - think rather of how very
much more convenient it would be for those inside if they could have
the use of the extra volume of space those curves deny one. Not to
mention the impossibility of having the interior rearranged when the
floor at the ends - when the beds or something are removed - reveals
itselg %s 2. gintle (and nonsensical) curve. Lockers usually abound
eept he walls- I've got eight of them, whitewashed by the previous
owner and the blasted stuff still flakes off continually, no matter
how often it's brushed down - even washed. Yes, lockers - but not
QUITE the right shape to hold ANYTHING in particular. They do - have
to - but it's awkward. I can't imagine what the designers thought
one'd want to rut in them. There's no space to put dishes, for example.
Or a water-container of any description. (You have to create your own
space for that.) Alongside the wardrobe there's a row of shelves.,Nice
big deep shelves -~ with a nice ridge along the front of each one so
that it's impossible to dust it out j{roperly. Of course, I can't in
all fairness blame the manufascturer for failing to foresee that his
product would one dsy contain seven hundred gramaphone records. But I
can blame him for the beds. The space under the bheds is extremely use-
ful to put things. But when it can't be got at without lifting off all
the bedding AlND a heavy and awkward spring-mattress-diven-bottom
effort first, its usefulness is largely nullified. So the things go on
top of the bed instead. Not the records - they go in a thing I had
specially built. 1% stands in a space the designer didn't allow for,
assuming instead that a four-berth caravan would need four accessible
berths. I have only two - the others lean against the wall and gather
dust in thelir innards.

Of course, this isn't universal. Some vans have pull-out dravers
beneath the beds, special dish-holding lockers, built-in water-tanks
and all that. As I say, mine just hapvens to be worse designed than
most - thet's all. It's still better than a room in some mundane type
landlady's house.

The mod.con. angle is of course up to the individual occupier. I
have mains electricity in mine, with bottled gas for cooking, and a
water-powered 'frig'. (Evaporation principle.) The water I fetch from
a tap - though some vans on the site have it piped right inside (and
pay for it,of course.) Plumbing is up to the site. Once I used to empty
my sewage straight into the Thames, up here the council collect it
faster than 1 can supply it. Caravans, being small spaces, are very
easy to keep warm (Ellis Mijlls differs with me on that point.) Having
thin roofs, they are in summer very difficult to keep cool, which is
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perhaps more to the point. The answer wouls seem to be -~ in summer,
camp out in e tent.

One finel question is the matter of mobility. Strictly specking, a
ceravan to qualiiy for the title has to be mobile. Even though 1t may
spend years and years on the same site until it eventually grows into
the ground so to speak. Mine is mobile. I've proved it - by moving ift.
liot once, but twice. After spending a o uple of years on the banks of
the Theames I hired a car (plus driver,natch) to tow it to Lincolnshire.
We unshipped it from its stilts, dug it out of the resultant pit,
packed the outhouse inside it, and were away. Thot night 1 was in
Lincolnshire, a functioning establichment. The next day I got the
outhouse back up - proving that THAY was mobile,too. It blew down
that night, of course, but such things a2re only to be expected. Lven-
tually 1 did another flit, four miles along the road from Swinderby
to Hykeham. And ke re 1l've stayed ever since, in the metaphorical
shadow of the nearby lMalleable lron Works. But if ever the time comes
for me to once again shift the Mexrcatorial base. of operations, you can
be pretty sure that the old hulk will be rolling along behind as
merrily as ever,

Unless maybe somebody starts a fannish houseboat colony somewhere.
Archie lercer.

Bl R
by B
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On The Lakeside Looking In... and what do I see... water ? Yes, of
course there's water and when the w.ter stills, the fish to roost.
There are reflections.

The thoughts running through my mind are cast and pictured on the
silvery mirror below.

Thoughts of the other night when I went to see SORBIDDEN PLANET ,
and thoroughly enjoyed the very excellent photography and effects but
bemoaned the acting, just es I usually do after seeing a science=-
fiction film. LIt scems to me that the one big fault with 211 the s-f
movies so far has been the fact that the actors involved just can't
bring themselves to believe in the parts that they are portraying. In
fact, I think the only s-f production of any kind that 1 have yet seen
in which the characters really came to life, was the BBC TV presenta-
tion of "1934". There's a reason for this I think, "1984" is 'in
character' with the present day, although it's set in the future there
1s nothing fYantastic'in it.

An actor can get the feeling of a part when he knows that such
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things as the author portrays have actually heppened.Ve haven't yet
had a Big Brother of course, but we hove had his prototypes (Hitler,
Stalin, euc) and the mores of 1984 have existed in the past... notv 2ll
together perhaps but they have existed. About the only 'futuristic!
thing in 1984 are the Telescreens and these are such an obvious exten-
sions of todays facts (don't anybody write in and say 'but they already
do exist'...l know they do but apert from us folk with a yen for new
developments I doubt that many people do) that they are comparatively
easy to believe in,

It's not e=zsy to believe that you are Lidward Morbius on a planet
several blllion light years distant from Larth, and that you are the
only survivor (upart from beautiful but not so dutiful daughter) of the
United Planets ship Bellerophon, on a strange and alien world., As VWal-
ter Pidgeon had to do in rORBIDoulN PLAULT. T've o falr regard for the
Pidgeon acting ability but in this film he was gbout as convincing as
a South Sea Islander taking a bath in the arctic and shouting "this is
lovely". You could say this Pidgeon is a homing bird end performs
better in his own coop. But personally I don't blame him too much for
the inadeguacy of his portrayal of man-turned-Superman-iorbius, nor
the other actors in the piece for thelir equally unconvinecing perfor-

ances. It's Just about impossible (o really believe in a character
who s not only light yesrs Gdistant in space but several centuries
distent in time too. It is relotlvely easy to imagine thsat you yourself
are the principal character in @ novel in your own mind...but Juqt you
stand up on your own two hind legs in front of the family, or in the
seclusion of your den but facing the mirror, and say to yourseli "I am
Edward Morbius, trying to protect my daughter and the men of the United
Planets Cruiser C-57-D from my own Id". Then read a few lines and just
see how convincing your family or your mirror thinks you sare!

Yes,you may say,but cctors should be able to overcome this difficulty
I disagree,you tell me of any actor who has succeeded In portraying a
role succesfully in a play or film based outside humen experience-so far
..and I'11l eat my candy hat. Any actor who could really believe himself
to be IHorbius et al wouldn't be able to play more than a couple of per-
formances a year,he'd be locked up too much of the time in an asylum.

Think too,0f the diificulties of portraying such & role in front of
a doubting - ] Sck (if theatre) or cameraman/director/scene shifters/
Vloltlné celebrities (in the case of movies).The atmosphere wouldn't be
as conducive to a Tine realistic performance &s Lf you were gccting
something 'shared' by the lookers on.To meke it simpler,let's take a
film & little less far-fetched than FORBIUVDLn PLANET. Let's take Just
any old film involving PFlying Scucers.

Can't you just imagine our actor working up a fine sweat of concen-
tration preparatory to giving forth with his @ll and a cameraman clap-
ping him on the shoulder and seying 'look Mac,you don't really believe
in those things,do you?'!.0r the resigned expressions on the faces of the
cast out ol coamera range as he welcomes the aliens to Iierth.Or even,the
disbelief that leaps into his face whenthe gorgeous Bloude Ruler of the
Saucer People asks him to come and see her etchings.

I don't think we are going to get believable acting in sclilence fic-
tion filme until the subject matter becomes fact. Jot without hypnotic
treatment for the actors first, anyway.

- - —_ -— — -— - — -— - - - —

The Iipples...water stirred by an embroy wind, stillborn...die out.
Another reflection....

39 (vext time sround.) Bric Bentcliffe
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Dear dan,

I hope you will like the enclosed
Grawing I hed Bill Harry do onstencil. It
is supposed to be you studying the effects
of the latest Alpha on the world.Personally
I think he did a wondaerful job.

I guess a word of explanation is
necessary here. As you should know best of
all, I haven't been doing much letter-
writing lately, and espcsclally I have ne-
glected commenting on fanzines. But yp ur
mag (and thanks for the advance o py) pre-
sented me with a ghodgiven chance to see
a letter of comuent in print,before anyone
else comes in with a better one. What the
heck has happened to jo ur paper though?
The first ouple of pages are the usual
ALPH4& stock, and then you switch to a
new sort which although whiter, isn't a faned's ideel for duplicating.
You'll loose some of y ur plumes that way (§ I thought they'd be
feathers$) sfter everybody's been saying how well-proauced A usually
is.Unless you get 1t much cheaper, 1 can't make out why the chauge...
(§ It's not only cheaper, it's the only reasonably priced stuff I could
lay hends on.§) On some of the pages the drawings which would have come
out marvelous otherwise have suffered from being presented on this
light weight paper. And art-wise - I must say you've ® ne quite a good
job on the mag. Variety - and excellent work from the people there.

Did you really run that contents pasge off way ahead of the rest of
the issue? And where's Ken Bulmer? OK, so you run to 36 pages already
and don't want to overdo the size, which with 211 your other commit-
ments I'11l readily grant you....but leaving out Ken?7? (¢ Yes, the
contents page went off in early Junuary, and has earned this issue the
nickname of YBlackmail n2 1".¢

Your statements elsewhere indicate that the cover is dated a2 bit
anyway. Bi-monthly indeed! It's been nine months hasn't it? Though you
do have a tremendous backlog of excuses stacked away ready for instant
use when someone starts accusing you of tardiness. Why don't you write
an editorial about it - most fans will greet you as an exciting new
fiction writer who manages to put a fascinating quality of true-to-
life detolil in his stories. For honestly, if I didn't know you better,
I'd begin to doubt the whole sordid drama myselfi. But then, it did get
spread over fandom fairly thoroughly, didn't 1t? lMost fans should have
read about it by now, and though some still aren't certain as to whether
Belgians have their femurs in their shoulder someplace, they'll have
caught the essentisl detsils of disablement.

30 this is the Dean Grennell article you've been holding back so
long. Nice of Bob Brees to type- it up for you. There are some errors
or typos there, which shouldn't be done to a nice guy like Dean, but
I guess he won't be too fussy this one when you've told him Bob is one
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of the local fans, and this 1. -_
first-aid service to gccidented fans.

oix pages of Ambrosia certainly
isn't the regular fare for us, and,
we'll have to get some fish end chips
(§ chocolate and eggs?$) to conserve
our strength - and I doubt whether you
gave full attention to the pay-or-else
discussion. But yes, with the letters
all over the place except where they
should be (in the a file) the time to
sort them out would be enormous. Why
don't you relax and dream up a new
Tiling system that will keep each and
_ every letter "in its depsrtment. So that
when you need letters on Alpha, a .lick of the thumb will get them out
the same eopplying to your other sundry publications. With of course
seperate partitions for the various discussions, or comments on the
different items and authors. You could dispense with some, for instance
Jack Williams. His review is well-written, 1t reflects his opinions
in a well-defined way (not the doubtful sort of stuff where x-viewers
seem to be uncertain about their own oplnion of a book) but oo is
usual with this serious type of material it won't draw many cowments,
S0 no seperate section.

Sid's story should czuse consternation in some places after your
mention that you dian't want to run fiction anywdhere. But this is
fiction surely. Though of wurse it's entirely duifferent from the
usual type found in fanzines. That is probably the reason why you ran
it, but what reply are you going to give’'to people who want to know
about Clarke's serial? ($It's too damn good to miss out!$)

And how come you introduce Jean Linsrd after the need for untro-
duction has passed? (¢ It was intended to be in the issue that would
immediately have followed that June '56 one. And it would in 8ll pro-
bability have beaten Jean to the draw,too. But it did pose a sore
problem re editing. Shoula I have eaited out the'errors, or should I
keep the Creole flavour? I have run.it this way,only editing out what
were obviously typos, as a sort of monument to be best new fan of the
past year.§)

You are golng to get your knuckles rapped when Bobble sees your
Loncon advert. Didn't you know that
lunches are 5/6 at the King's Court Ho-
tel ? And that you'll be causing many
fans to go-short on food advertising it
at thls cheap price, because they didn't
bring enough cash with them? (§ I al-
ready suifered this fate after last is-
sues CONTACT went out. Now I know where
the 'Wild' comes in.§)

This is a crazy way to do a column,
with 2l1ll sorts of divisions on the page.
Tell Ken to clean his typewriter keys
next time around though. But add to the
letter 211 sorts of praise, you dbn't
want to loose him as artist, Jjust for
that 1ittle criticism, and he sure dore
a fine job orn the illos thish.
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I assume that Archie's srticle is a sort of logical result of

Athey's letter last time. The title clone denotes its connection.

But in 211 honesty, how many fen will remember that far back? It is

2 nice exposé on caravan life though, and the description of the
cramped space forces me to repeat your often asked question: How does
he manage to play at OE for OMPA in that caravan of his?7??

Surely you don't agree with Eric's statement that we won't be
getting pood sf on the screen, until such time as it isn't sf anymore?
I'm looking forward to what others think about this aspect of the
films we've had so far.

The worst grumble about Alpha is the one that should please you
most. dhere the heck is Jan? Sure you've got Last Page - and one or
two lines in the letter column - but it isn't enough. You're losing
touch,boy. 4dnd 1 must admit that the idea was tops - but it didn't
come off quite as good as you'd hoped, did it?

Yours, 1.
= fan

P.S. I've been hearing all sorts of rumours about o drastic change
in your spare time activities...or to be ma e correct...in the time
availablei! Is there any truth in this? I mean to say, we know thot
Rosa's had & terribly lousy Jjob where 1t concerns working hours, which
had you spena most of your eveunings 2lone. With of course plenty of
time free for fanac - stencilling stuff and all that. And I guess
that a change in job on Hose's part would drastically cut into your
spare time. OK. But just what is happrening? are you intending to
drop out altogether (either by choice or by force?) or just cutting
aown a bit? Dropping the APA's to concentrate on Contact? Or holding
out on yur Alpha's? Heck you ought to know this interests me, and
unddubtedly all the other tfans around, so do drop a line won't you?

(=R

(§ The rumour that I am dropping any publishing activity is to be
teken with a pinch of salt. As a matter of fact, pour the whole tin
or carton on it. There has been a lapse in correspondence, growing
worse as time passed, which will probably be still in eififect for
enother couple of weeks, in order to recuperate from the present lot
of fanac. Byt publishing will go in the meantime...There has been,or
rather will be, a radical change in free time, with more plotting and
typing being carried on during the lunch hours (two in my case) and
slightly less over the weekend, where only the Saturday will remain
entirely free. Rosa is planning to change jobs this next month, but
it is not yet definite, and this uncertainty, more than anything else
has been the cause of lack of news from here, what activity there has
been especially concentr ted on getting alpha out and seeing that
Contact keeps meeting its deadline regardless of what does happen.This
involves Gevisling new methods of work, and I think I've found the
verfect answer to that. However, what use saying so and so, when the
next month may turn everything topsy-turvy? Let's await the big event
(and don't say:calamity!) and see. In the meantime, Alpha will be
around again May ,probably togethe: with the second issue of Contact
for that month. Until then, all the best.§) [
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