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ED/ TORIAL

Well, here we are again, late as usual. I
norrally have a good excuse for being late, and
this occasion is no exception. In fact this time
Inchmery has come up with what might be described
&s the most cast-iron excuse of them all. You'll
read all about it in the Diary ... if vou haven't
done so already, that is.

The state of chaos that is Inchmery Fandom
has now achieved a state of almost super-~chaos,
and the situation is not liable to improve very
much for some time to come. However, Aporrheta
will continue to be published and a serious
attempt made to get back to schedule. When this
zine first started, one of the purposes was put
down as 'letter substitute', and that might be
taken to be the main purpose during the next few
weeks.

We owe apologies to lots of peovple, having
been FAFIA for the last month or more., There are
unplayed tapes from the Dietzes, Willis, Pavlat &
Eney (sorry, people, it's the noise factor you
know...as well as lack of time and outright lack
of energy). There are tapes I promised Boyd Rae-~
burn most faithfully would be sent off to him
weeks ago. There's even a tape here that has been
owing to Rotsler for months. Bless you all - you
and all the letter writers. We'll get Btraight
yet!

You know, the editorial part of a fanzine is
always the most difficult for me to write. I used
to have the same trouble with FEZ. Not only that.
Ever since I devised this layout for the contents
page I've felt cramped when it has come round to
editorial time. The solution to my problem was
guite simple once T had thought of it. What was I
short of?....Space. Why did I need 5pace?.s. S0
that I could natter on to my heart's content. And
where could I find space?....that's right, PTO
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This fanzine is available for letter of comment,
trade, or for 1/- (15¢) per copy, 10/~ ($1.50) per
year. Published monthly (almost) from 'Inchmery"',
236, Queens Road, New Cross, London S.E.1lk.
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Yes, it was as easy as that. Ah, genius. The only snag now is that I've
got rather a lot of space to fill upe...

In this issue you'll find all the usual columns and features. You'll
also find, in the Diary section, one or two references to the Fan Calendar.
Now originally I hadn't intended to publish any of the comments that I was
hoping to get. After all, the Calendar was really the 'Inchmery & Atom'
Christmas 'card' for this year. You don't usually publish letters from
people who write to thank you for your card. However, one or two of the
remarks that were made simply had to be published...and they have beem. 1
hope you won't consider it too egotistical of me. The calerdar was sent
to 175 fans and they inciuded all the readers of Ape so there shouldn't be
anyone in the audience who doesn't know what I'm talking about. The way
things worked out it was a good job we managed to get the thing finished
in time.......80 little else was heard of Inchmery Fandom over the holiday
period that you might have thought we'd forgotten it was Christmas.

Apart from the usual features the next issue will contain a rather long
article from Archie Mercer. Archie, you will discover, does not like
stereo records. Or perhaps I should say that he does not consider the new
sound to be worth the trouble. I think you'll find his piece interesting.
There will also be 'A Letter From: G M Carr' which I personally found to
be very interesting.

The only ‘extra' item lined up for the March issue so far is a story
by Ron Bennett....and Americans might care to note that Advanced Required
Reading for this is any Barry Perowne story in recent issues of SatEvePost
or the Ellery Queen Mystery Magazine. OCh yes, it's fannish, alright.

Come we now to the question of subscriptions to this priceless fanzine.
Most of you had something to say on this matter and suggestions were fast
and furious in arriving here. They ranged from the idea that I should
definitely insist on a full sub -- through the theory that I should at
least charge the postage involved -- to the fact that I ought to keep
things as they are. I hadn't expected quite so much interest in the matter
and was quite overwhelmed...especially by the kind femAe London Circle-ite
who wouldn't take no for an answer and insisted on subbing for a year.

To get everything into perspective, this is a rough break down of my
spending. Ape involves three-twentysixths of my annual net salary.
Divided this way it goes: Ape

Clothes

HiFi Equipment

Records

Rent, Heating, Food & Papers

Clgarettes, Fares & Lunches

Magazines, Football Pools etc 1 Total 26
So you see the expenditure on Ape is not all that pgreat. I honestly don't
want any of you to subscribe because I like puttlng out the fanzine with-
out obligation. At the same time, if any of you want to ensure you will
continue to get Ape even if you forget to write me a letter sometime, then
you can always make a donation to Inchmery. I won't guarantee that it will
be spent on the zine, but it will be appreciated! Sandy

U COW £ oW



In a footnote in Ape 5 Sandy made an issue of the fact that the Jupiteqg
had to be 'converted'. He is completely correct that it had to be convert-
ed, but way off base in condemning von Braun for this necessity. Let me
quote from Donald I Menzel, Director of the Harvard Observatory: -

"In the field of missiles and satellites, the United States has clearly
fallen behind Soviet Russia. The reason for our inferiority is simple and
well known throughout the scientific and industrial world. High officials
in the Defense Department have opposed pute research, especially in the
missile and satellite fields. Active antagonism, especially from Secretary
of Defense Wilson, stymied the efforts of scientists to develope a progres-
sive program of missiles and space research. No enemy-planned sabotage
could have been more effective or more devastating. Arbitrary budget cuts
forced cancellation of vital programs not only of basic research but of
engineering and development as well.' ATLANTIC MONTHLY, November 1958.

There was, during Secretary Wilson's term of office, an atmosphere
that you doubtless could not detect in England. I remember a statement by
Wilson concerning basic research: "I don't give a damn why potatoes turn
brown when they are fried." Well, frankly, neither do I. But that was
Wilson's reaction to a question concerning basic research, not potatoes.
If Wilson could not see a product - use the Army term and call it "hard-
ware" - then he saw no use in it. A peculiar attitude for a former Chair-
man of the board of General Motors, but that was his attitude. He would
not approve '"impractical" research. And, hell, as little as two years ago
thoughts about space travel were as impractical as - well, as why potatoes
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turn brown when fried. That's point one. Point two is concerned with the
military mind and the mass mind, rather than one person. By subterfuge,
filson ~ or any Secretary of Defense - could have evaded the second issue
and made it less important than the existence of fanzines is to cattle.

But it was Wilson .who waz in charge, and so this second point could hold.
As a military man I don't think that I need tell Sandy that some senior
officers are not progressive. /As a fan, I don't think that I need to point
out that the wass of mankind is not progressive. When the public is told
'we're going here' and it is demostrated that 'here' can be reached, the
public will accept it. If.they are told that, and there is also an element
of challenge, danger, excitement, or exploration to it (and no hardship for
themselves), then they will accept it eagerly. But space travel was '"Buck
Rogers'" stuff. ""Oh, maybe, in a hundred years or so, but (ha, ha) not
while I'm still around." And was the American public 'sold' the idea that
space travel was possible? - for the governiment could have convinced them
of it. No. Madle still has the clipping frow the newspaper which announ-
ces the Air Force prohibition of some three years ago forbidding the public
discussion of any radical notions about getting man into space.

This was the atmosphere in which von Braun worked. How much do you
know about the Explorer? According to one cclumnist, whose report I have
reason to believe, Explorer was ready before the plan for Vanguard was
announced., fixplorer was mothballed - the Navy could do it; Army wasn't
supposed to work on missiles of greater than 200 mile range. How do you
think the Army got ita conversion accomplished? How did they get the Ex-
plorer, the satellite itself, ready in such a short time? Hell, they were
ready. They asked for 90 days time to launch the first American satellite.
They succeeded in launching it on the 84th day after they were given the
project. Where, oh where is Vanguard? That was announced before the Clev-
ention ~ September 1955 - three years ago and more. Success to date: one
grapefruit and several eggs laid.

Sandy says Y"If (von Braun had) been able to trust the Russians he might
have gone to them.” And I say that if the Indians had distrusted us as
they should 1I'd not be an American. Only von Braun and God know why von
Braun preferred to work in America rather than Russia., Ferhaps he thought
we'd be stupid enough to allow him to do the space research that I believe
he wanted to do. Proof of my belief I don't have. But look at what Willy
Ley has to say in ROCKETS, third printing, copyright January 1945 (during
the war): Nebel, a wheel in the VfR, informed the German Army on certain
rocket matters, apparently in an attempt to get Army money to spend on re-
search. A ''probably faked™ burglary attempt was made at the VfR center,
followed by a fingerprinting of all present. "Then Count von Braun, a
member of the board of directors of the Vfk, was made to resign and to
accept a comnision. Then a demonstration was ordered, to be made at the
army's testing ground at Kummersdorf....All of those who knew about it, ex-
cept Nebel, prayed for failure. It turned out to be a brilliant success."
(1"A11" doesn’t necessarily include von Braun. It seems, however, highly
likely that he would be praying for the failure of an Army attempt to get
into the missile field in view of his status. The above is quoted from
pages 151-152. There's a little more on page 152, but it doesn't seen
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to be very helpful &t all.
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And, you know, I couldn’t agree more than I do with the reputed von
Braun statement A pity it has landed on the wrong planet.' That was the
pity. Perhans someday sandy will read J.F.Bone's "Triggerman'' which app-
eared in aSF lecember 1958. The ending is: "French chuckled. It might not
be in the best taste, and it might be graveyard humour - but it was a
healthy sign.’ The "joke' that French laughed at was a statement that
Wlashington had not commented" on certain U.N. vroposals - Washington had
been destrcyed. Similar, yes. Fiction, yes. But the fact that it's a
healthy sign is not invalidaied because it is '"graveyard humour™ in a work
of fictiocn. I wish, as an American, that I could say that it was a pity
that the atomic bomb landed on the wrong planet. I can't, you know - atom-
ic bombs are good exclusively for going bang! in no uncertain terms. They
landed where they were intended, and on the right planet. But missiles and
rockets - they can perform a multitude of purposes. A military man is
forced to think of them, in terms of present times, as bombardmnent rockets
of one sort or another - tactical, IRBM, or ICBM. But what...? Now what
kind of a man would say "A pity it has landed on the wrong planet?

Bob Pavlat.
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Further extracts from Bob's letter - on Ape 5

Can't place Barry dall, but I will say that I enjoyed his column on
TAFF and conventions very much. Found myself agreeing with him all over
the vlace. Ditto the Wfelham item (fon von Brauns), except for that inane
closing paragraph. Man, doesn't he know that Russians and Cypriots and
idiots and savants and barbarians and......and just about everybody has

families? Beunett good, though short. I wonder how this experiment of
having his conrep printed in many and varied fanzines is going to work out.
I know I'll miss many sections. 0ld Mill Stream and The Li'l Pitcher

continuously enjoyed, though no marpinal notations this time through (save
for that comment on Texas vs. Alaska.) (£Not included here, but see this
issue's Diary for Bob's latest information on this mattersz). And Atom's
. Alphebet is hugely entertaining. Has anyone commnented on the cover theue
Atom is using? 1It's good; I wonder how long he can hold to it.

You are an interesting person to argue with.

O AR N A F A SN NN

The zbove comments were left out of the Diary in Apé 6 due to lack of space
but I don't want to deprive my contributers of their egoboo. Thanks for
the letter, Bob, and your piece on von Braun has given me much food for
thought. You have changed my original opinion considerably. ahe

One of the advantages of being late is that I can find room here to ment-
ion the latest Russian achievement, the Planet III rocket. Perhaps this
will convince the West that a unified effort is needed instead of inter-
service rivalry. We can only hope.

S&y
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I grovel on the floor, right among the little
puddles of water caused by the cat bringing in snow
balls to throw at the mice, I bang my head on the
wall with the agonies I have caused. I have to
admit that Fandergaste is a fake. ©No, I don't mean
the Hood/Hardy mistake of a couple of months ago.
It's my remark last menth that any one of you could
set up as a reliable weather prophet. Why, there I

o was, all ready to put patent weather forecasting

sets on the market, with a little spot on Radio

¢ Luxemburg just like the Pools Experts. But, as I

say, I'm a fake. There I am praising November for
its fine weather, and all we've had is fog and fog
and fog.

I'm afraid now to open my mouth. That's the
trouble, I suppose, with having an editor like
Sandy quoting deadlines to me everytime we meet.

The upshot is that these columns are written three
or four weeks before you actually see them in print.
Which is my way of pleading for your forgiveness at
my lousy weather forecasting.

I'd hate to start even hinting at what is going
to happen this month. In fact now, I just dare not
do it. Which means that the item I had lined up
for you on party games in the snow will just have
to wait until all this is forgotten. Meanwhile, I
will tell you something about writing columns.
Which should be very illuminating.

Those columnists who turn up every day in the
national papers, full of bounce and verve are men
and women to be admired. Of course, they have their
little snippets of news to deal with and copy comes
readily to them. I've no time for people like
Nancy Spain who writes about her latest dinner date
with Tommy Steele, Gilbert Harding or the Duke of
Whereisitnow. Nor am I a particularly avid fan of
those society gossips like William Hickey, whoever
he might be at the moment. Film and sport gossips
are just as bad, usually sinking to personal details

- from the lives of personalities. No, the people I

admire are those little Damon Runyans who turn out
copy for the evening and provincial papers, usually
writing an entersaining twist on a problem or sit-
uation in the news. And Runyan was the columnist
to end all columnists, of course. Why, a taxi-ride
round New York, in the company of Walter Winchell,
kept him going for days. Poetry, sheer poetry.

And then there was Benchley, with his heavy and
laboured printed wit in those columns before he
became a film star in Disney's Reluctant Dragon.
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He could - and did - write an interesting column on the contents of his
pockets. Of course, this type of writing is not new in fandom. Only a
couple of years ago, we had a spate of fanzine columnists writing about a
fannish equivalent, the room in which the said fan contributed his pieces
to the fannish world. And that's a straight parallel with any mundane
person's pockets. If you don't believe me, just have a look at the rubbish
around you.

This column is rather a different kettle of fish, which are, I gather,
copyright by Archie Mercer. Fan publishing is no overnight business. There
is no guestion of writing copy and turning it straight over to an editor
who in his turn will hand the golden words on to those ever hungry printing
presses, %411 the actual printing and publishing side of the business has
to be done virtually single handed, and alas, as fans have been moaning for
years, there are only so many hours in the day. This means that some top-
ieality is lost. Even publishing fans like the Berkeley giants, who put
out a news fanzine, appreciate this time factor. By the time the presses
have rolled on a news item, it's odds on that the old air letters have been
winging across the Atlantic and by the time news reaches these shores, it
is history.

Yes, topicality is lost. The contributer has to take this into account
which cuts down his choice of subjects. News of the moment, like the latest
M.C.C. failure in Australid, is of no import to the fan columnist., He has
to be a little more resourceful than that, which is a strain. He can al-
ways review films, of course, but Alan Dodd seems to have that particular
market well cornered.

For the 0ld Mill Stream, I usually keep notes on the back of an old
envelope. If it's an envelope from George Metzger, there usually isn't
room on the front. This envelope 1 keep handy, like in my tobacco pouch,
and as random thoughts cross the empty wastes inside my head, leaving foot-
prints in the grey sand, I dig them up and jot them down on the said en-
velope. And when Sanderson starts getting nasty and threatens to cut off
the electricity, I sneak a few sidelong glances at the envelope and get
down to business, You almost had some originality this month. I got the
0ld Mill Stream envelope mixed up with my laundry list.

Of course a columnist is always thankful for suggestions. If only
people would write and say "Penelope, dear. What is your view on such and
such?" it would help, even if only to quote their letters and say that I
have no views on the points in question. Knowing how some fans might react
to this implied invitation, I'd be hard put to it to understand their
queries.

Cne note I did jot down with some interest was Sid Birchby's mention of
the Dave Kyle recipe book and what he, Sid, could do with that as a column
subject if he were Penelope. Of course, he's not. He paid good money to
make that clear. Ah, these wild and impetuous provincial fans! But Sid
did make it quite clear that he could go to town with this idea.

Now, suppose you were Penelope. How would you fit the Dave Kyle recipe
book into your column? Would you treat the whole thing as a joke and make
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up a recipe like "SNOOPBERRY WARTCAKEY", or would you contribute something
serious? This is a problem in itself. Why send serious recipes when any
favourites would surely point to one's hidden identity. One can just see
the gossip travelling the rounds if I presented a recipe for Chelsea Buns,
Cumberland Currant Cake, Everton Toffee, Felixstowe Tart, Irish Barmbrack,
Kentish Oastcakes, Lancashire Hot Pot, Yorkshire Pudding, Manchester Tart,
Leicester Pudding; or Northumberland Griddle Cakes.

Fandergaste III

So it would obviously have to be an attempt at humour, wouldn't it?...
.«.s..Dave, just be wary of any recipe which contains an almond flavouring.

But I czn't help feeling that any nasty remarks aimed at Dave (or any
fan) would hardly be in keeping with the spirit of the New Year. Wouldn't
it be a fine thing if each and every fan made a fine and fannish New Vear
Resolution to be nice to other fans whenever possible? It would be all too
easy to make up a few weird resolutions like being kind to tame crocodiles,
but it would be a deal nicer if we could work to make 1959 a bumper year in
fandom. Can't you imagine a fandom without New York feuds and with Gem
Carr and Ted white falling over themselves in attempts to be nice to each
other? ;

On reflection it has been a mixed 1958 hasn't it? The year started out
in fine style, with the promise of the South Gate Convention, a promise
that was fulfilled, in conjunction with the Trans-Atlantic Fan Fund sending
over a dele ate for the second year in succession, a wonderful achievement.
There has been the introduction and steady improvment of Ape, and old fav~
ourite fanzines have been seen in issues of quality, Hyphen, Inside, and
Oopsla. The British Science Fiction Association was formed, following a
remarkable performance in chairmanship by Dave Newman at Kettering. That
was 1958, a year which also saw the biggest wrangles in the history of fan-
dom as well as the deaths of Henry Kuttner, Cyril Xornbluth, Laney, Vernon
McCain, Ping Searles, Kent lMoomaw and E.E.Evans.

Pour yourself out a drink and let's have a toast. To 1959 -- a better
year.

Back up there I made reference to the Berkeley publishing giants, Ron
Ellik and Terry Carr who, for the best part of a year, have been putting
out a regularly appearing news fanzine called 'Fanac'. Recently Inchmery
and Berkeley have not been seeing eye to eye on the matter of what constit-
utes news, but that has nothing to do with the point in question at this
moment. And that very point which is in question? It's this: in the issue
of Fanac dated 5 December 1958, there appears the interlineation, "FANAC is
indispensable,'" a statement which is signed "Penelope Fandergaste.” This
reference in Fanac is a fake, and what happens if fake Fenelopes start
springing up all over the place? Do I bow down and out of the scheme of
things and let others take what little credit I may have accrued during the
past few months, or do I scream blue murder (which seems appropriate with
this colour ink). Or, is this just another attempt to discover my identity?
Fandergaste is wary -~ anyone looking like a GDA man in dispguise will be sent
packing with a sheep flea in his ear. Meanwhile, let's put things straight

F ¢ is indispensable.
35 AT, @b WS SR RS P - Penelope Fandergaste.
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SYNOPSIS

, Two unusual events occur in fandom at
~\ the same time, SANDFIELD makes some
enquiries regarding the musical abil-
ities of fans, and HARRIS announces his intention to publish 'THE LIFE AND
TIMES OF ROBERT MADLE'. Sandfield, discovering a wealth of talent, makes
arrangements for a concert to be rehearsed at the 1960 Kettering Con. This
is a great success, and he lafter combines with Harris, the intention being
to hold a public concert to raise funds for the research on Madle. The
scene 1s the Royal Festival Hall, October 1l4th, 1960, and the British Fan-
dom Symphony Orchestra is about to come on stage. ETHEL LINDSAY has already
entered the scene as the story is taken up by JOEN BERRY who is in the
audience due to a staple-poisoned right forefinger making it impossible
for him to play the triangle with the Orchestra..........

000 000 (e)e]e} 000 000

Miss Lindsay guided the neofans to the audiences left where, under her
careful direction, they placed the instrument in a precarious position near
the edge of the stage. Ethel stood looking downwards, mute, composed,
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happy that at last her musical talent was about to be revealed to the pub-
lic for the first time. True, her adept use of the enema was acknowledged
all over the country. But with the Cracked Bed PansS.......?

The audience gave vent to their feelings in different ways. With Miss
Lindsay it was polite, perchance puzzled applause, sprinkled with the odd
strangled sob as someone was led away. And, to be frank, the String Section
didn't excite too much attention. Most of them had reasonably mundane
violins, although here and there a home made one was prominent - and there
was a 1/9d one from iWloolworths. NGW gpoiled the overall effect of general-
ity by having his violin under his left arm snd the bow, horse-hair and
all, wrapped round his neck. Rumour was rife in the orchestra =nd the
audience that a certain BI'F had done it, but as NGW revealed to everyone,
bewildered by the apparent interest as he was, it was a bow tie, wasn't it,
end he had been told to wear one, For the record, the violinists were
Karry Turner, H.F.Sanderson (with, strangely enough, a quiver of spare bows
slung over his shoulder), EFR, Fred Smith (kilt akimbo), Eddie Jones, Dave
"ewman, Ella Parker, Ron Bennett and Don 4llen.

The viola section drew scattered applause. After all, a viola is a
viola, even when played by Cedric Tweep. It was obviously bad taste on
his/her part to carry a banner announcing the fact that he/her was prepar-
ed to offer 'Three Cheers For The Wolfenden Report', And strange as it
may seem, there was only one viola player., Tweep stood to the right of the
strings and next to him, on the right, appeared Bentcliffe and Marriotti

The arrival of these two brought forth from the onlookers what I can
only describe as a vibrant hum of befuddlement., A large ebony pianoforte
was pushed into place by Eric Bentcliffe, and behind him, offering encour-
agement, was Shirley Marriott. She was dressed in a provocative gown, and
held a bunch of grapes in her right hand and a light metal frawe in her -
left. OSatisfied that the pianoforte was in the correct situ Dentcliffe
opened the lid, swung it through an arc of 180° and proppred it up, horiz-~
ontal tc the ground, with the metal framework. He helped Miss Marriott to
climb onto this platform and, running her fingers rhythmically through the
wires in the bowels of the pianoforte, she revealed that the harpist and
the pianist were combining together on one instrument. Bentcliffe sat on
the piano stool (an orange crate) flexing hic clever fingers.

The arrival of the percussions caused the audience to really show int-
erest. OCne or two ardent music lovers stood on their seats to get a better
view, although Sir Malcolm Sargent and I didn't need to follow suit since
we were in the front row.

First in the procession came Miss Roberta Wild, famed far and wide as
an exponent of the Glockenspiel. She was pushing something about the size
of a tea-trolley, covered with a large off-white sheet. She seemed to be
terribly self-concious, and slunk furtively to the rear of the stage -- as
well she might, for as some of you know, my guess was correct. It was a
tea-trolley. As she confessed tearfully to her psychiatrist the following
day, she didn't know what a glockenspiel was!

Valt Willis followed her, his two polished saucepan lids shafting the
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light in a iost effective way as he held them high. Vigorous applause
greeted this famous character, and to a persistant chant of appeal from the
throng he created a precedent by advancing to the front of the stage and
appealing for hush. The audience quietened and craned forward with eager
anticipation as Willis held his head to one side, closed his eyes in sheer
ecstasy and clanged the lids together, a vibrant, fantastic, ethereal,
utterly horrible noise. The first of several Bevere strokes amongst the
onlookers occurred at this juncture and the vietim was carried away, a
loud cry of "Giv 'im an asprin, och aie! from Miss Lindsay following him
through the doors.

Joy Clarke looked particularly pleased with herself as, bearing a small
blue triangle and a little taprer, she sort of waltzed into place next to
Willis,

Messrs dhelan and Hall, carrying the Fish Rack between them, staggered
in. Each waved a fat-ladle with his free hand and, smelling highly of fish
and chips, they parked theuselves next to Joy.

A noise reminiscent of a junk shop doing a midnight flit announced the
appearance for the first time on any stage of Archie Mercer and his Mall-
eable Irons. Two neofen carried a pole apiece, and slung between them
was a long rope to which were fastened various impliments, viz, a rusty
cycle wheel, a bent poker, the frame of a pram cover, a Gestetner cranling
handle and three brass monkeys in accepted attitudes - in that order.
Mercer was heard to express the opinion that he hoped there would be a solo
spot for him. That was the first inkling I had that there hadn't been a
rehearsal,

The Brass Section didn't evoke too much enthusiasm, because, as far as
the onlookers could see, there was nothing unduly wnusual about them. Ken
Bulmer had a hooter from a 1907 Chevrolet with the words 'Brigid Bardot!'
painted on it. He stood on the space on the stage reserved for the French
Horn. John Brunner, rather more aesthetic, preferred to flaunt a decent
looking trombone, although at the time only he knew that the previous owner
had allowed spittle to rust and the extension wouldn't extend leaving the
only note playable as a rather vulgar F sharp. Alan Dodd strolled on behind
Brunner, with worried creases on his forehead.

Where's your tuba?’ Bulmer hissed, and Dodd replied in a stage whisper
that I know for a fact Sir Malcolm heard (that's when he first produced the
hip flask) ‘Yeak, you keep saying that. But what I want to know is, a tube
of what?"

The audience seemned disappointed at the four trumpeters, who were
smartly attired in full evening dress. In fact, they appeared on the stage
backwards, protesting vehemently to Laurence Sandfield, who, in turn,
pleaded, cajoled and swore. It transpired when the case came up at the
Queens Bench Division later that they were in fact bona fide members of the
London Symphony Orchestra who hag been lured to the Festival Hall on the
particular occasion under false pretences. But one had to admire Sandfield
for his initiative. I mean, he had to have trumpeters, didn't he? They
filed uncertainly behind Tweeyp.
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Finally the woodwinds shuffled onto the stage and trooped round to the
audience's right. The flautists were James White, Terry Jeeves, Arthur
Thomson and Paul Znever. The single oboe player was covered with a white
sheet, with swall eye holes in the head piece, rather like a refugee from
the Klu Klux Klan. According to the programme, the oboeis&t was Feneloype
Fandergaste, so there was of course some reason for the covering. More
than one observant fen noticed the coincidental fact that Sid Birchby was
not in the orchestra and nodded their heads sagely a8 they looked at the
hooded ohce player. Willis was heard to make a remark about oboe-sexuals!

~. Berry IV
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Bob and Sadie Shaw and Madeleine Willis coumprised the bassoon trio.
They were the happiest of the whole orchestra because they couldn't play a
note and Sandfield knew it -- but they looked the part, and they balanced
the orchestra, and one never knew...o.........

I don't think that words can deseribe the silence that awaited the con-
ductor, Laurence Sandfield. Maybe Eemingway or Maugham could essay a para-
grarh or two about it. There is, as you will readily admit, silence and
silence. But this was S*I*L*E*N*C*Ef The audience seemed completely
hypnotized -- just a mass of bulging eyes (in many cases bloodshot ones)
lancing stagewards, and in return, the orchestra glared challengingly to-
wards their potential listeners.

Even the zirls who had been walking down the aisles shouting 'Chocolate
-~-Cigarettes~=~Fanzines---' were hushed by the overbearing atuosphere of
it all,

Then Sandfield walked on, and the spell was broken. The neofannish
cheerleaders in the audience got the rest going, and Sandfield took his bow.

I couldn't help thinking that his trousers were just a leetle too short
(unless shin-length black stripes are all the rage) - znd his tails were
just a mite too long (I mean, you aren't supposed to wipe your feet on them
are you?) - and his stiff shirt front was Just too ostentatious (after all,
they aren't supposed to roll up at the front under the chin like a cabbage
leaf, are they?).

"Ladies and gentlemen,’ he began, "In conjunction with Mr Charles
Randolpk Harris, of Vargo Statten fame, it gives me great pleasure to
introduce to you the British Fandom Symphony Orchestra,!’

Polite and somewhat restrained clapping showed they were anxious for
the performance to proceed.

"The orchestra will play the Flanet Suite, by Gustav Holst. The seven
parts of the suit are, as you know, Mars - the Bringer of War, Venus - the
Bringer of Peace, Mercury - the Winged Messenger, Jupiter - The Bringer of
Jollity, Saturn - the Bringer of 014 Age, Uranus - the Magician, and
Neptune -~ the Mystic.

"The first, and my favourite, is Mars. The relentless and fundamental
hammering of the 5/4 rhythm shows better than words the utter ruthlessness
and stupidity of total war. You will especially note the chromatic wail of
the trombone, performed with an undefinable technique by Mr Brunner, and
then the tuba---"
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"Pssst'! came from the depths of the orchestra.

Sandfield coughed, and turned his head, reminding me so very much of a
penguin looking over its shoulder to see if a seagull had swiped its egg.

"What's wrong?" he hissed.
"No tuba," came back the forthright reply.

"Get one' he snarled, his teeth showing like a row of tombstones on a
moonlit night.

Sandfield turned to the audience once more. "A slight technical hitch,"
he beamed to the assembly, as a protesting wail from the centre of the
orchestra culminated in a despairing cry of "a tube of what?!

Realising that he had to ad 1lib for a while, Sandfield stuttered and
continued... R e and at great personal expense we have secured the
services of iMiss Wild on the Glockenspiel, in Jupiter. Such superb scient-
ific skill is hard to...."

The doors at the rear of the auditorium opened and closed, and Alan
Dodd, with his arms affectionately clutching a highly polished tuba, raced
down the centre aisle and vaulted onto the stage, disappearing into the
innermost depths of the orchestra., The rear door opened and closed once
more, and a fat little man with a bewildered expression entered, attired
in the uniform of the Salvation Army. He had a sheet of music in his hand
and looked apgressive. He walked menacingly towards the orchestra, his
hands flexing at his sides, rather like Gary Cooper in 'High Noon'.

Like silent manifestations of the underworld, four GDA undercover
agents in evening dress swooped on the frustrated musician, and gripping
a limb each, bore him away.

Larry sandfield raised a hand to hush the audience. Once again silence
-- that silence -~ gripred the hall and wouldn't let go.

Slowly, majestically, Sandfield turned his face to his proteges and
tapped his baton twice on the side of the rostrum.........
To Be Continued.....
John Berry.

Housey~Housey.

On one or two occasions we have mentioned Roy Brooks, whose
adverts of houses for sale form one of the most amusing sections of the
Observer. The latest is as follows:RICH GOLDERS GREEN DETACEED RES. IN
LOVELY BIG GDN; £5,995. TRY ANY OFFER FOR QUICK SALE (altho' Solicitor,

a Science Fiction type, places it in the £8,000 class)...decor 0.,K. - or
horrible according to your taste.! Now I wonder who that solicitor is,
and why Mr Brooks should have made a point of mentioning the sf angle?
Perhaps he is a fan - his sense of humour would appear to qualify. For
instance, from the same paper....VSuperior S.Ken, Mews Cottage, honestly
rather better reconstructed than the average type of loose box for Yahoos
...Res. of the gentleman responsible for patenting perpetual motion machines
and antibiotics - advertising, not he, is responsible for abuse of latteri,
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Sid Birchby's disclaimer concerning Fenelope Fandergaste was a waste of
money so far as I'm concerned. Obviously Penny is a she. Maybe She her-
self. The 01d Mill Stream, aptly titled, is just a Stream of Unthinking
Thought, directed nowhere, inconsequential as feminine chatter, which it is.
Entertaining chatter though.

Experimentally, I'm going to borrow this technique and let my type-
writer say the first thing that comes into its head. Then perhaps I can
be entertaining too...

The first object in the flow from the uncritical subconscious is a
title, The Borrowers (note word association with "borrow" above)....Been
hunting unsuccessfully for a copy of this interesting~sounding fantasy,
ostensibly written for children but in fact of much wider appeal, praised
by C.5.Lewis and John Cowper Fowys.

A review says: "In uncountable family households it has introduced a
new explanation for the incessant disappearance of articles --- the sciss-
ors, pencils, gloves, tin-openers, telephone pads --- that goes on where-
ever fiendish children live. The Borrowers have been rillaging again....
a breed of manikins who live behind the wainscoting of an old house near
Leighton Buzzard....Working-class weenies....their 1ife in the dim plaster-
and-lath recesses is one of furtive, grinding insecurity. They live like
fearful outlaws on the thin pickings from "the human beans' whose giant
footfalls and shadows constantly hang ominously over them....Their rather
pathetic miniature reproduction of human life -- the pink blotting-paper
carpet, the swiped dolls'-house chairs, the fire~grate made out of an old
cog, the framed foreign stamp pictures, the network of defences across
their passages of squares of wire fly-swats locked by safety pins.........
Beautifully written, without gush, original, precise in detail, richly
comic in characterisation, yet sad, ominous and strangely realistic.......
Behind the book, the idea of little people overhung by things like wars
and Fascism, and still trying to live a decent life,"

I have hopes of it. It sounds in the E. Nesbit class. Some of her
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fantasies still hold nagic, like The Enchanted Castle, with its cerie
Ugly~Wuglies, grotesque assemblages of broomsticks, crumpled paper and

old clothes, who come alive and stump around speaking an odd consonantless
language with their paper tongues and roofless mouths.

But I've a personal interest in Nesbit. In childhood I lived within
bow-shot of her old moated house, ‘iell Hall, haunt of the Fabians, includ-
ing H.G.Wells, and once home of Sir Thomas More* who wrote Utopia and
lost his head. Once I bought apples from her in the orchard which still
exists.

This thing which makes her books and the Alice books and a randful of
other children's fantasies still memorable and rereadable is the one thing
unfortunately lacking in so much contemporary magazine fantasy and sf.....
the element of poetry. Brunner's EARTH IS BUT 4 STAR, in a recent
Science-Fantasy, is one of the few exceptions. It was most persuasive,..

Principles And Persuasions ... another title comes drifting on the
stream. Literary essays by Anthony West, illegitimate son of H.G.Wells
and Rebecca VWlest, He had some affection for his father, anything but for
his mother. (He had plenty to say about both in his novel, HERITAGE, most
unlikely to be published in this country while Rebecca lives.) His
essay on Wells in this book is revealing and penetrating. He says Wells
spoke his true beliefs about mankind in THE ISLAND OF DT. MOREAU, found
them too depressing to live with, fooled himself with mists of words
afterwards, and tried to face the truth again at last only when he was
dying.

But he never understood son Anthony. He told him so when he was a
child. £nd again his last words to his son were: "I just don't understand
you." 'Then the light left his face. He...relapsed into his dozing state
on the frontier between sleep and death. The last chance of communication
was gone, and there was never to be another.?

Which reminds me of...But no. I'm damming this particular Stream
here and now: it threatens to swell into a River.
Ys Bill
Willijam F, Temple

*In 1535 -- see Atom's Calendar, July 1959.
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We'd been looking for a new flat for some tine, but it was the end of
October when I spotted an ad in the local paper for two, both over shops.
I rang the advertiser - a sort of unbusinesslike but kind woman - and she
sadly informed me that someone had already taken one flat and the other was
being inspected. When Ving¢ rang later to check, it had gone. He was about
to ring off when the woman said that there was a third flat which had not
vet been advertised...it was in very poor condition, the furniture having
suffered from the anties of the children of the former occupier. Ving told
her that it was alright ~ we would take that into account when we looked at
it, and could we see it that evening? Somewhat reluctantly, and with fur-
ther demurrals about its condition, she agreed and told us to ring the next
door neighbouris bell for the key.

Hastily we assembled at New Cross at ten-to-six and hurried to the add-
ress which we discovered was over a good quality second-hand furniture shop
that had a shelf of books outside. Score one in our favour. We rang the
bell next door as instructed, but got no answer. Worriedly we cont<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>