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told. It is edited by Sandy who is
sometimes called [H.P.SANDERSON, and
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.February [l Well, after all the fuss I've had to admit defeat. This fan
1st. | magezine will have to go onto a subscription only basis.....

sorry and all that but there is simply no other way for it

to continue. Inchmery Fandom's current expenses have shot sky-high since
the arrival of Nicola Belle and they'll stay way up for some time to come.
Although I don't have to increase my contribution I wouldn't think much of
myself if I didn't, and so I can't continue to provide the financial backing
for Ap€ as I have in the past.

In addition to this I want to make some further improvements and, working
as I do from month to month for paper and ink, I'm handicapped by lack of
capital, This is what I hope you are gaing to provide.

Subscriptions will be 1/6 (20¢) per copy, 8/- ($1) for six, 15/~ ($2)
for twelve. Since you'll be getting No 10 with this, if you want No 11 it
will cost you 4/6 (60¢) so you might just as well send extra and get more.
Of course, if I don't hear from you again you'll be two issues of Apg better
off, if that is the correct term. Incidentally, current subscriptions will
continue to be honoured at the old rate - but if you've been sending 1/- at
a time I'm counting the last shilling as being for No 8.

Okay, you say, so how are you going to make sure of a lot of letters? I
have another gimmiek to take care of that. Instead of being monthly Apg
will be 52-pagely (and this also accounts for the increased sub). Hence,
if you want to see Apf each month then send 52 pages of letters and material
each month. (£Nos 9&10 might not reach the new length but I want to get
‘them out fairly quickly after the Birmingham Conventions)

Fanzine exchanges welcome - but on a one for one basis. Fan editors
other than the Coulsons, the Berkeley mob and others who produce monthly or
more frequently, should send a sub and let me adjust it for each zine I
receive. Contributors will similarly be credited with free copies. HPS
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I met Waffles as arranged. The
note he had left at my club was terse
and to the point, written by a man
who expected no refusal, .- He was al-
ready waiting at the south end of
Waterloo Bridge as my hansom arrived.
I got down and shook his hand warmly.
"I got your message. What's it all
about?" I asked.

"It's good to see you again, Sonny"
he said with sincerity. "And it's
very good of you to stand in like this
at a moment's notice."

"I'm always willing to help," I
told him, "but what exactly is it you
want me to do?!

"You've done it before Sonny, so
don't look so worried,'" he replied.
"We're going out to the Fallwich Es-
tate in Gloucestershire. Lord Brink-
waite is giving a small party this
weekend to celebrate the engagement
of his only daughter, Lucy, to Cyril
Soper, You've probably heard of
Cyril's father. He has premises in
Harley Strect. His Lyrdship is a
keen cricket enthusiast and he has
arranged that I captain an amateur
eleven against the Estate team. Cy-
ril was to play for my team. He's
showing a degree of promise as a leg
break bowler, However, Sonny, that
is evidently not to be. His Lord-
ship sent me this telegram this morn-
ing."

I took the paper from him. he
telegram read: "A.K. Waffles, The
Albany, Piccadilly. Soper unable to
play. Can you bring replacement?
Brinkwaite,"

"That's where you come in, of
course, Sonny," said Waffles, as we
moved across the Bridge towards Wat-
erloo Station.



"But it's two years since I last played any cricket," I protested.

Waffles chuckled. "Nonsense, Sonny. You were always a reliable stand-in.
I'11 see to it that you have a safe position in the outfield where you won't
be overworked, and with luck, if my eye proves to be 'in' as we cricketers
siy, then you won't have to bore the onlookers with your lack of batting
skills .

And so it was settled. e caught an early train and arrived at Fallwich
in good time before noon. Lucy Brinkwaite met us at the station. Her face
held a2 straight and attractive profile and her hair was soft in the rare
Fnglish sun. I admired her neat, yet simple dress. She led us to a small
trap and Waffles helped her into the driving seat.

"Trust Miss Lucy here to drive her own trap, Sonny," chuckled Waffles.
"Always was the independent type." He turned to the girl as we drove out
of the small country station and his expression grew serious. ""Well, Miss
Lucy, I don't think I am mistaken in surmising that there is something
worrying you,

She bit her lip., "I hardly know where to begin," she said. '"My father -
~-~'" she checked herself.

Waffles took a Mulligan from his case and 1it it. 'Your father and Cyril
Soper have disagreed about something...?" he suggested casually.

"Howerver did you know?" Lucy Brinkwaite looked surprised. "It is true,
though, Mr Waffles. My father and Cyril had what can only be described as
a row the evening before last, and now my father won't have Cyril in the
house. "

"But your engagement," I gasped.
"My father insists that I return Cyril's ring," she said quietly.

That's a sorry state of affairs, to be sure,' interjected Waffles, draw-
ing heavily on his cigarette. "I presume you would like us to repair this
breach of friendship between your fiance and your father, as tactfully as
possible, of course.'’

The girl nodded gratefully, and 1 saw that some of the colour had returned
to her cheeks.

"First, though," Waffles continued, "I shall hsve to know, if I'm not
intruding, the matter over which your father and Cyril disagreeg,"

"But I don't know," exclaimed Lucy Brinkwaite. "It was something to do
with an invention of my fatherfs. You must know that his chief interest in
life, apart from his family and his cricket, is pottering about in his lab-
oratory...?"

"No, I'm afraid, Miss Lucy, that I know your father only through our
mutual acquaintance with the world of cricket," said Waffles. "Still, we'll
see what we oan do,"

It was a well-timed conversation, for Lucy nimbly turned the light trap
into the drive of a large mansion, and soon we had been introduced to our
host for the weekend, and shown to our rooms.
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His Lordship showed us his sporting facilities after a cold lunch and
Waffles met the local team he was to captain the next day in the match, which
was still to be played, despite the engagement celebrations being called off.
It would take more than a broken engagement in the family to prevent a cri-
cket match especially arranged by his Lordship.

The next act in the drama that was being played out at the Fallwich Est-
ate that weekend took place at dinner that evening. We sat down round the
table under the low, beamed ceiling of the dining room. His Lordship seemed
in a jovial mood, full of anticipation of the pleasures of the following
day's match, I glanced at Miss Lucy and noticed immediately that she did
not share her father's benevolent disposition.

"After dinrer, Waffles,'" his Lordship was saying, "you and Saunders must
take a look at my laboratory. 1It's the best equipped in the West Country,
with the possible exception of the rooms at Clifton in Bristol, and I'd be
prepared at any time to argue that point. We science fiction fahs have to
keep up with the times, don't you agree?"

"I do agree, certainly," said Waffles, 'but your Lordship must know that
I've been gafia these past two years., Travelling around betwixt matches
does not leave a fan time even to read a Wansborough oneshot. Why, even
during the winter months I've been playing cricket abroad."

Lord Brinkwaite bristled hiz muttonchop whiskers. "Ah, m' dear fellow,"
he said. "That's what comes of getting yourself mixed up with thdse first
class rmatches. Village cricket is much brighter, whether watching or play-
ing, and it leaves a keen fan time to indulge in other fancies. Did you
know that I have just completed a series of experiments on a new elixir?

Of course, the results still have to be classified, but I hope to be able
to present my discovery to the audience at the next BSFA convention."

I glanced at Miss Lucy, who sat stock still, staring down at her pract-
ically untouched plate. Waffles himself appeared unmoved. ''An elixir, Lord
Brinkwaite?" he enguired politely, as though unaware of the tension.

"Yes, sir, an elixir," said his Lordship, his eyes meeting those of
Waffles with an eager steadiness. ''An elixir to help the very being of
science fiction fandom, an elixir to stop forever the immature bleatings
of insufferable neofans. You know of course that the BSFA are trying to
convert sf readers into fans? My elixir can help those newly converted
fans to attain the stature of BNF without the timewasting effort of the
struggling neofan. One half pint of my elixir, sir, can transform any neo-
fan into a BNF,"

His Lordship sat back with what was unmistakably a flourish. Waffles
looked interested. 'Do go on, sir,'" he prompted.

"Well, Waffles,"” said Lord Brinkwaite. "You know as well as I do how
brash so many neofans are. Quite often, otherwise good fanzines are abso-
lutely rvined by the conceited attitude of the editor. Why, sir, how many
times have the most out and out neos attacked an established fan who has
more fannish spirit in his little finger than they have in their entire
body?" Waffles said nothing. "Exactly, sir,'" continued his Lordship. "It
is a rhetorical question. The neofan has proved an upstart time without
number. He'!s a plague fandom can well do without. My elixir will put to
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the best possible use the enthusiasm of the neofan. By changing a neofan
directly into a BNF, we'll have that rare fannish phenomenon, the enthusias-
tic Big Name Fan, and, Waffles, just think of it; we won't have to wait.
Those formative years ‘during which a neo is going through his teething
troubles will disappear forever."

At that moment, Jenkins, the butler, called his Lordship away on an
errand, and the three of us were left alone. "It certainly does seem a ben-
eficial scheme," I sald, but a quick glance from Waffles showed me that I
had blundered,

"Miss Luey," Waffles said Ssoftly. "This is presumably the matter over
which your father and Cyril disagreed. Do you know where Cyril is now?"

Lucy Brinkwaite stared firmly at Waffles. "No,' she said.

"And except for the unforseen errand on which your father has excused
himself, we should now all four of us be seated here, at dinner,” Waffles
mused, as though he were Speaking to himself, "Miss Lucy, you must show us
the way to your father's laboratory immediately.'" The girl looked as though
she were about to protest. "No," said Waffles, and his words were a comm-
and. '"At once, Miss Lucy. There's not a moment to be lost."

Lucy Brinkwaite rose and hurried from the room. Waffles and I followed
her along the branches of the winding corridor, and up a flight of heavy
wooden stairs, Eventually she paused before a stout oak door, which proved
to be locked. '"Miss Lucy," said Waffles, "I must ask you to leave us here
and also to trust us implicitly." He took hold of her hand, "Your future
happiness and life with Cyril Soper depends upon your trusting us."

She nodded without Speaking and hurried down the long flight of stairs.
As soon ss she had left, Waffles unclipped his tiepin and bent down to study
the lock of the door. After a few moments there was a sharp click and the
latoratory door swung open. ile slipped inside the room and Waffles closed
the door behind us. In the half light of a quickly gathering dusk we could
distinguish the shapes of benches topped with scientific apparatus. "Not
a sound, Sonny," Waffles whispered. '"We dare not let this evening's happ-
enings slip by us. No, no light,'" he said sharply, as my fingers fumbled
for a vesta. 'We must remain here all night if necessary."

Fortunately our wait was not that long. I had no idea what Waffles ex-
pected to occur in that cold and out-of-the-way room. Time passed slowly,
marked only by our deep breathing and the heavy ticking of our hunters.

Suddenly, Waffles gripped my shoulder. Someone was at the far window.
I gasped. The would be intruder pushed against the window pane, and a
circle of glass fell to the floor, breaking noisily. 'Crass amateur,"
breathed Waffles in my ear. We watched as the silhouette of the newcomer
detached itself from the window Square and merged into the shadows at the
far end of the room. Still waiting silently we heard a few footsteps mov-
ing along the opposite side of the room, and then there was a little light
&8s a vesta was struck. '"Now, Sonny," shouted Waffles, and we hurled our-
selves across the room. I half held the intruder, but an unseen table
hampered me, and he tore away, only to blunder into Waffles who had cut of
nis retreat at the window. "Good evening, Mr Soper," Waffles sgid, as the
intruder bolted into his arms.
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Cyril Soper stopped dead. '"What..... how did you..... who are you?"

"Quietly,'" said Waffles as I joined them. "Soper, we are friends, We
have promised Miss Tucy to help in this affair...."

At the sound of Lucy Brinkwaite's name, Cyril Soper gasped. "Tucy," he
seid,

"We told Miss Lucy this evening that her future happiness with you dep-
ends upon your trusting us, and now I tell you the same thing," Waffles
said, releasing his grip on Soper's arn.

"I see." Soper was silent for a moment, and then he looked Waffles
straight in the eye. "It's this elixir of her father's."
'T thought as much,'" Waffles told him, "You're not trying to start an

international fan feud, are you?"

"Gracious, no,;'" exclaimed Soper, "That's what we'll have on our hands
if Lord Brinkwaite is allowed to present his elixir at the next convention.
It would be a retrograde step. His Lordship argues that he can, with his
elixir, change a neofan into a BNF, Can't you see what that would mean?
Instead of serving an invaluable apprenticeship as a struggling neofan,
sceking advice and being helped to maturity by BNFs who have at heart the
interests of both the neofan and fandom itself, he would be plunged straight
into the inner circles of fandom, and he would still be as immature as evert"

"Exactly as I thought," said Weffles. "I had to make sure that this was
why you disagreed with Lord Brinkwaite. And I had to ascertain that you
held this viewpoint., I take it that you broke in here tonight to destroy
the elixir?"

"Precisely," breathed Soper.

"No," said Waffles, firmly, "that must not be. It would be all too easy
for his Lordship to put two and two together if he found his elixir destroy-
ed, We must substitute something else for it."

And so it was that I came to be lighting a series of vestas while these
two sportsmen searched through Lord Brinkwaite's laboratory that night. In
a tense silence, Waffles held up a glass tube and looked towards Soper,
Cyril nodded an answer to the unasked ‘question. With not a little drama
about his movements, Waffles poured the contents of the glass tube into a
trough at the end of the room. "Now to substitute some sugared water," he
said. He did so, and replaced the tube in the position in which he had
found it. :

"Now, Soper,'" Waffles told him, "away you go, and lecave the rest to me.
I'1l see you at the pavilion tomorrow afternoon at three. Make sure that
you are there," Soper departed by the window and Waffles turned to mc.,
"Sonny, off you go to bed. I've still work to do here," I needed no sec~
ond bidding for the strain of the night's wait and subsequent work had left
me well tired, - '

His Lordship was very surprised the following afternoon whem it was dis-
covered that I wes unable to play in the cricket match because of a pulled
muscle. The bearded substitute Waffles found took nine wickets for only
fifteen runs with some superb leg break bowling, and when this wonder wicket
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wrecker had removed his false whiskers to reveal the clean shaven features
of Cyril Soper, Lord Erinkwaite was so pleased with his performance as to
overlook their difference of opinion.

"He'll make a good husband for Lucy Brinkwaite," Waffles told mne, as we
settled back in an empty first class carriage of the train carrying us back
to London. '"Fandom can be well proud of someone like young Cyril, who is
willing to back up a well considered viewpoint with some action."

"But wasn't rather a lot left to chance?" I asked. "What would have
happened if Cyril's bowling had failed?"

Waffles chuckled. "But Cyril is a rather popular man on the Fallwich
Estate, Sonny. It only needed a word in the ear of the opposing captain to
sure that his men sacrificed their wickets in the good cause of Lucy Brink-
waite's future happiness."

"I see," I said. "You old rascal. And what about Cyril's breaking into
the laboratory?”

"A good question, Sonny." Waffles took out a Mulligan and 1it it care=~
fully. "Someone actually broke into his Lordships residence and stole six
matching gold candlesticks..."

"Candlesticks?" I echoed.

"They should fetch a pretty price in London,' Waffles said, "And in due
course Cyril and Lucy should receive a handsome cheque. The money will be
much more useful to them when they are newly married than six rather ugly
looking candlesticks!"

Ron Bennett.

T e s S N N R A S e e T S T S e e ST e S e T

Strictly speaking the above piece pre-dates February lst, but then there
had to be a period of adjustment. Today we had a visit from Ivor Mayne and
Eﬁgng subjects discussed was the fact that he is hoping to put out a fan-
zine himself., Wish him luck, people.

I'ebruary Yl ORICN 21 - revived by Ella Parker, 151 Canterbury Road, West
2nd. \\ Kilburn, London N.W.6, with the assistance of Bobbie Wlld &
———i Sandra Hall. Send Ella something for this...l/-~ (15¢)...a

looooong letter, contribution, etc. Atom has a glorious cover, and many of
the favourite items are present - a 'Sergeant' story by John Berry - Atom's
fan bems - -an Enever (guest) editorial. Fandergaste has a piece of her
rapidly spreading Old Mill Stream herein and Bulmer starts the first of a
series of TAFF tales. About the only thing that I didn't like was a piece
by Archie Mercer. I've no ohjection to fanzines carrying half page ads for
the BSFA, but I object to them taking up four pages of something as good as
Orion.

February f\\ Letter from HARRIETT KOLCHAK, 2lo4 Brandywine St, Phil 30,Pa,
rd —~ who says she is thinking of putting out a zine with Joe Casey
E::T":::i‘ of Jersey City and..."I am also thinking of a zine of my own.
I would like to do something different and put osut a zine to give neos and
unknowns a chance to get in print without competition from BNFs.?
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February Manuscript from Bennett that would be used here if it wasn't
5th _;}\ for the fact that he's already had one piece in this issue.
e o It's held over for No 10.

Letter from CHICK DERRY, 7703 Alpine Street, District Heights, Maryland, USA
"I am anxious as to whether FPenelope is dellberatelv strewing red-herrings
on her identity or not. The tobacco pouch gambit points to a pipe smoking
indian squaw. I arrived at this since in my family I had one such ancester.
Tell me, are female, pipe smoking indians common in British fandom? I say
female because after all, William Temple has already deducted that much, and
who am I to refute Willy? (£Pamela Bulmer has an OMPAzine called ‘'UGH',
and Paul Enever had one called HOW!, but I don't think this is indicative3)

Card from (LAUS EYLMANN, Hamburg 39, Maria-Louisen-Stg 23, Western Germany,
1dent1fy1ng the 4/- money order I mentioned in the last issue.

February v Went over to the Buckmasters for the day - and made a good
7th. _‘_\\ check on times of trains and stuff. We'd received instruct-
A - ions from Daphne on how to get to the house, and we found it
without difficulty. Most of the time was spent on looking through their
new set of the Ency. Brit. and the copies of 'Which?' that Daphne had. (This
is the quarterly magazine put out by the Consumer Association Ltd. Joy has
since joined herself, and a number of fans have had their names handed in

as 'possibly interested persons'. Mainly married ones, of course. A4t 10/-

a year (you listening Archie?) the CA is worth joining.)

While we were over there we picked up copies of the Buckmaster OMPAzine and
some spare OMPAzines which included GROUND ZERO - No 3 - Belle and Frank
Dietz, 1721 Grand Avenue, Bronx 53, N.Y., USA and George Nims Raybin, 1326
Grand Concourse, Bronx 53 etc. Available for 15¢ (10 for $1) or through
Inchmery 1/- (10 for 7/6). Contents include a good ConRep by Ted Johnstone,
a book review by Belle that now has special appeal to this household, and

a short column by Inchmery giving a breakdown on UK news. Finally there is
a short piece on the position of the WSFS after the Solacon that so complet-
ely covers everything as to leave nothing more that needs saying.

February [/ angloFANAC - Ho 1 - Archie Mercer,
Tl 3 I3L/T Newark Road, North Hykeham,
& e Lincoln, Ing. ThlS is to be a

very infrequent newszine and it will be circ-
ulated in the States with Fanac, Four pages
covering the BSFA, TAFF, various odds and
ends ancd some fanzine reviews and stuff.

the reverse...."In 1ssues 6&( I was quite inter-
ested in John Berry's description of Chuck's
project, If I can be of any help to him in
authenticating his research, please have him call
on me, Quite flattered to see that Atom included
me in his definition of "Faan''.,"

Went over to see Ivor Mayns in the evening to talk
abcut his idea of a fanzine and play through some of
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his records. Had a nice time, too. Ivor has a collection of o0ld ASFs that
I rather envy......or would do if I was still collecting.

Fébruary ™\ UMGLICK! - No 1 - Leslie Gerber, 201 Linden Boulevard, Brook-

10th, | ) TIyn 26, N.Y., USA - 10¢ or 4 for 35¢. I'm afraid that this
| ——7 was spoilt for me by the use of so0 much fiction, but you

might like it for the same reason. Reproduction is inclined to be rather
patchy...in fact it was quite unreadable in four spots.

Letter from BOB COULSON, 105 Stitt St, Wabash, Ind, USA. "..while I may
think - and will undoubtedly say - that certain of your opinions are idiotic,
you have a very entertaining way of expressing them. I consider the opinions
of most of the "faaanish' fans to be pretty idiotie, if it comes to that.™
(£Then that is obviously the basic difference between us, and I don't think
there's anything to be done about it!2)

YANDRO 72 = from Bob and Juanita Coulson, as above, 15¢ (12 for $1.50) or
from Alan Dodd, 77 Stanstead Rd, Hoddesdon, Herts, Eng. for 1/- per copy.
This is the Sixth Annish, and among other things the two editorials are ex-
panded tp two pages a-piese. There's an amusing take-off of van Vogt, and
an article on sf art. Two items of fiction are followed by the usual Dodd
column and in turn that is followed by Bob Coulson's review of 'Sex & Cen-
sorship'. More fan fiction, poetry, fan reviews and a letter column fill
out the issue. Excellent duplicating.

FANAC 32 - Terry Carr & Ron Ellik, Apt#7, 2444 Virginia Street, Berkeley Ik,
Calif, USA ~ 4 for 25¢ or 9 for 50¢.....or 4 for 2/- from Archie Mercer.
News of Courval's death and a report of a Pete Graham-type death hoax start
off this issue. Fanzine reviews include Ground Zero. This one gave me a
laugh because as it happens I'd been looking through some old fanzines of
mine and came across a mention of one that Frank Dietz had edited some time
ago. Can't find it now, unfortunately.

Letter from DON DURWARD, 6033 Garth Avenue, Los Angeles 56, California, USA.
"I thought that Bob Pavlat's article on Von Braun was different. I have
never before read this sort of a news commentary in a fanzine. Personally
I liked it, so there.” (£Don goes on to say that The 01d Mill Stream is
fair, the Berry item is good - but he objects to serials very much since in
this particular instance he will not be able to get hold of the first part
-~ and ends by asking 'can't you do anything wrong?'., Quite obviously he
has not been reading reviews of Apg published by the 'right' people, such
as G.M.Carr etc. Thanks for the comments, Don, and I'd like to do some-
thing for Quixotic but I'm afraid it's almost impossible for me to keep up
with my current commitments outside of Apgz)

DHOG - Nos 1 to 7 (less No 2 -- wha hoppen?) - Ted Pauls, 1448, Meridene Dr,
Baltimore 12, Md, USA. Letter substitute type of thing on the Ted White
pattern. No.l refers to my comment in Apf doubting Ted's existence. Since
then I have seen a photo....not that this means much - a lot of people saw
photos of Joan W Carr. And what am I to make out of the fact that these six
issues were mailed flat in a large envelope with a piece of thick card to
keep them straight? The envelope had 20¢ worth of stamps on it! Mind you,
I liked this very much, but it isn't exactly the action of a neo-fan short
of cash, now is it? Okay, so you developed quickly. Dhog is pleasant read-
ing and well worth getting.
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February <Q Letter from DICK ENEY, 417 Ft Hunt Rd, Alexandrla, Virginia,
P2l USA. "If Apf really isn't the plural of >TopdnTog...'"things
[P, not to be mentioned" - which is what I'd read it as - I sup-
pose it's a compound word and I suspect its elements to be xmopes & ﬁﬁTov 3
which works out to '"perplexing sayings'" as well as I can construe it. I
hope this is right; it'd calm my grief over not having been able to figure
out the meaning of FIJAGH. That character who read into it meanings like
'foul' and 'unwholesome' I can't understand...the only thing like that I see
in the vicihity is Aporreya "prohibition!". And it's only over here that
that word is foul and unwholesome. (£Well, you've got it down to two words
--now take another two words that mean exactly the same thing but have a
particular meaning when used for a fanzine, and you've got the definition
my dictionary haslz) I chortled appropriately over Ving's bedtime tale

for Baby Bems...think I still have, around here, the letter he sent me nen-
tioning his idea of using "Flat, the Flatbed" as a child's-story title. I
can see it now...in l4-point Textbook Roman on moistureproof pages...illus-
tratione by L Frank Baum...goshwow. Ap€ 7 up...Bob Pavlat's piece takes
the prize from some rugged competition., I wish that he'd do many more like
this, and more frequently. I've so far fallen from grace as to (sh!) get a
paint-by-numbers set to work on...a plastic-stamped sheet which, properly
colored, is supposed to look like a piece of mosaic work. I suppose it's
because the ingenuity of the idea appealed to me; I've hated those paint-
by-numbers things not because they were Mass Produced Imitation Art and
therefore W*I*C*K*E*D and E*V*I*L but because - the only sound reason for
disliking artwork, really - they were simply damned ugly and graceless, with
their abrupt division lines between the colours and so forth. The subjects
of these mosaics aren't exactly inspired, but I can't help a sneaking admir-
ation for people who suit there notions so perfectly to the limitations of
their medium," (£Mosaic, hmm? That would certainly aid the colour breaksy})

Letter from THE IVORY BIRDBATH, 11 Buena Vista Park, Cambridge 40, Mass, USA
IVORY BIKDRATH TYPES

s %ﬁ T b
U TTT %
" b
& Jean m e
| \\\\ \',“"' \ Y2 womaent
ol TN ) L STARK 379, oL i
) swmath buk byper s

” ,2 Ly Y R
Andy writes: "Before me lies the quivering, seductive form of Apg 7 - and
let me start right off by saying that the cover was lovely, and that I'd
like you to stop putting an underline over the 'e' when you shorten your
title to 3 letters; I keep thinking it's an underline for the word above it
in the previous line, and it drives me something crazy. If you can't get
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an accent put on your typer, use the virgule, thus: Apf - which serves the
Same purpose, looks no more like an accent mark than the underline does,
fails to attract attention to the previous line, and does not necessitate
shifting up and down again 28 well as backspacing., (&It is being done as
you suggest...thanks for the ideay) I think Bob Pavlat has pretty well
covered the (von Braun) matter...it does seem more and nore that, unpleas-
ant as it may be, the Soviet System can be quite efficient - or at least,
quite effective = in accomplishing things it wants to do (if you'll pardon
my personification of such an abstract entity)., 1In fact, I actually wonder
whether they can't be more effective than we can - and thus, whether they,
in the long run, won't actually succeed in taking over the world., Ve nay
well be in the situation pictured in a Bester story of several years back,
in which the only way we can save the American Way of Life and all that is
by giving up the supposed advantages we're trying to save., (&I believe that
in many ways that process has already beguny)

"But 1 can assure that nothing is going to work an overnight united eff-
ort on this side of the H>O0 in order to get into space or whatnot. The
Russians could start colonizing Mars and Americans generally would simply
say "How awful" and let it go at that. We aren't going to have general ree
spect for 'excellence' - intellectual achievement, etc. - quickly. You can
not change basic attitudes by decree. On the other hand, the government
could put a lot more pressure on in that direction, as the desegregation in
the schools is acting to eventually change Southern attitudes toward Negroes,
Perhaps things (in either of these fields) cannot be pushed faster without
bringing on an adverse counter-reaction. The man in the street can comfort
himself with the thought that, if he hasn't got brains, at least he's got
more money than the people with brains; if we doubled teachers! salaries or
Something of the sort, The Common Man would rise up in protest, feeling
himself diseriainated against, The kind of system we have here just can't
adept suddenly to changes. Americans buy comfort and personal pleasure at
the expense of the general welfare, perhaps. Have you read Ferlinghetti's
"Tentative Description of a Dinner Given to Ptomote the Impeachment of Pres-
ident Eisenhower"? You'd like it - at least, I did., The NY Fanarchists
were handing out copies at their Xmas con, I understand. Oh, by the way,
who was your guest editorial writer who signed himself PTO at the bottem of
the first page? (£Peter Thomas Ostletwistlethorpingham - you appreciate the
reason for not giving the name in full, I'm sure, )

"Hidden. Talents. Gawd. You don't realise how true-to-~life this really
is. Suppose we consider, for a moment, a group of people with similar int-
erests like fans, a group comparable in size to British Fandom - namely the
students, staff, etc., of the Harvard (& Smithsonian) Observatories. Supp~-
ose that from this motley group of relatively intelligent people bound to-
gether by a conmon subject, we try to abstract such a musical group. The
result is the Observatory Philharmonic Orchestra - now in its tenth, or is
it the eleventh, year. The instruments listed in the program include sand-
paper blocks, cuckoo, and (actually) tea tray, as well as a couple of viol-
ins, flute, clariret, oboe, and home-made String bass., Perhaps I can tape
a recent OPO concert and send it to you and Berry....

"Paul Enever is in need of correction. To say that 'some life forms keep
others in check” is a pretty vague, oversimplified, and generally wrong
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statement - wothell does '"in check' mean anyhow? -~ but his idea that "every
thing keeps itself in check' is not my idea of a proper counter to it. Ev-
erything interacts with its environment, living and non-living...the study
of this is called ecology and is fairly complicated. Grand, sweeping over-
simplifications are unjustified. The accurate description of all these in-
teractions would require a coupled set of differential ecuations, as nuner-
ous as there are different kinds of organisms., The coefficients of all the
terms would depend on the exact way in which the activities of each organ-
ism affects the populations of the others, and would have to be inferred
from statistics which would be impossible to gather in sufficient nuambers,
or from theoretical pictures of doubtful validity. In particular, the terms
involving Man would be quite complicated, and vary as functions of time due
to social and economic changes. A simple approximation has been tried in a
few cases, in which it is assumed that the numbers of births in each popul-
ation is proportional to the food supply, and the number of deaths proport-
ional to the number of predators (3 la the Law of Mass Action from chemistry)
..sthis produces simple models of population fluctuations which are inform-
ative but not strictly realistiec. It makes good problems for texts on
differential equations, though. A further refinement is to include the time
lag in births, etc...but I digress. (£Perhaps, but you do it Bo well..3)

'""Good comments from Daphre Buckmaster on ethics et al. I'm eager to hear
what comes of this. (430 is she, but so far...nothingi). A great number
of articles have appeared in Science lately on fallout and the effects
thereof, iy personal opinion is that it certainly isn't good, tkat it pro-
bably is BAD, and that since we don't know how bad, the safest thing to do
is stop until we do know how much harm has been done already. But 5ill
Temple is using the wrong argument on fallout vs. rainfall. Good Jord, the
way laymen talk, you'd think scientists didn't have 'one brain cell to rub
against another'", as my old chem prof used to say. I can't prove it right
off, but I doubt that bomb tests have added significantly to the number of
condensation nuclei in the air. I want numbers, Bill Temple! Put up or
shut up! Reference to dust in the stratosphere is irrelevant, since the
air in which clouds form comes from near sea level. Certainly (rain)cloud
formation is exclusively & tropospheric phenomenon, although big, energetic
clouds occasionally can penetrate into the stratosphere. Even so, the air
from which the rain comes originated in the lower levels and is not strato-
spheric, Krakatoa makes H-Bombs look like peashooters, so the¢ comparison
there is not valid. There's a good summary of cloud and raindropy formation
in the current, or next-to-last Scientific American, which I recommend to
anyone wishing to carry this argument further.

"By the way, my rather unkind-sounding remerks up there about ‘'laymen'
can be applied also to scientists whose business is sorething other than
the matter at hand. I forget who it was, about a year ago -- no, I've got
it now, it was a geologist who was (along with me and several other people)
assisting in a Natural Sciences course on the Earth and the Universe, or
something of the sort - who asked me "Er, by the way, how do those rockets
fly around in outer space without any air to push against?', I enjoyed
Steve Schultheis' comments on calendars. Speaking of which, I bet (not that
anyone's interested) that I'm the only person in fandom with a Julian Day
calendar on the wall...it's right here, next to the typer. Today, for in-
stance, is J.D. 2436608. Aren't you glad? End of commentary by A. Young."
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At Inchmery we had another visit in the evening from Ving's co-worker, PETER
MANTELL, DNothing really memorable occured, but in our determination to turn
Peter into the fan that he really is, Vin¢ had him working the duplicator.
Of course, it might just have been that Ving¢ was tired.

February N°~._ Ron and Daphne Buckmaster paid us a surprise visit, We cut
1l4th. a tape for them that had been promised for some time, and
e talked about this and that. Partly about Apg and letters of

comment were promised....which have not been received to date. How about
thkat, you two?

February SZ Short visit from Atom....yes, the A - Z for this issue is
15th. over the page...

|

February j{ Letter from JOHN NEWMAN, 36 Bulstrode Avenue, Hounslow, Midx,
16th. [>-  who was shocked to hear of our travail in returning to New
o Cross from visiting him. Actually it's all rather funny now
that we can look back on it. This was, as far as we know, the first time
we had been on a Pumble...(this, according to jeanYoung). Incidentally,
John was the first person to mention the lack of editorial address in Apg

8. ©No prizes have been awarded.

Letter from HELEN WINICK. '"Atom is just a sheer blinking marvel - not only
in the complicated pictures, but the amount of sheer character he can put
into a few lines ~ in fact almost the simpler the better. The sketches he
did in "Waiting for Ron-0'" show what I mean - the essence of anticipation,
frustration, bewilderment, and besotted pleasure, all in a few strokes,
while the Metzger illos, for example, are cluttered and messy looking. (But
Metzger's prose style is good and readable). I liked Belle Dietz's episode
...she catches the atmosphere and personalities well.

"Dear me, Penelope relapsing into good old-fashioned 'either-or' Arist-
otelian logic? '"Honest blood and guts or sugared prostitution. Which do
you prefer your children to see?" s(he) says. This is so plain crass stup-
id that at least we can now rule out you, Joy and Ving, either separately
or together. There are a few hundred films which don't deal with either,
you know, and if your r local cinema doesn't happen to be showing them, who
passed a law saying you have to go at all? And what's 'honest' about blood
and guts? This cult of the Anglo-Saxon is almost equally old-fashioned.
Hadn't somebody better break it to PF that several millions of people in
her immediate vicinity are doing decent, useful, constructive, and unpub-
licised - things with their lives, and that this dialectical morbidity is
more than somewhat old hat? Still, having been through this myself, I know
the feeling! While on films, I wonder why exactly s(he) spent time seeing
those four, and missed one of the most breathtakingly beautiful and moving
films showing? If you have to crawl there on your hands and knees, get to
see 'The Immortal Land' at the Academy. It tells you just nothing to say
that the photography is perfect, the commentary and poems and music perfect,
the colour perfect - oh, and it's about Greece! If PF stopped worrying
about other people's hypothetical children and improved her own standards
of viewing, maybe s(he)/they would have seen this instead, yes?

"Felt mildly frustrated at only one page of Joy, as she always comes up
with something interesting that I haven't encountered before. Good book
reviews by Jack Williams - how nice to read a review which says what the
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SPACE FILLER -~ Or, So - You think up a title. / \<;

It isn't just that we object to the fact /

That film folk nowadays act.

It isn't just that they decide to put on a weepie

Or a cree;ie i P CE/:‘) 7—

When we want a chance

To watch a colourful, tuneful, love-dove-June and Moonful song-and-dance

To entertain us,

But they decide to detain us

While we watch slide after slide unfold revealing the wonders of Gold-

en Puffs for breakfast, or Blue Detergent for the wash

And how the front seat in Xmobiles' Cars let 53 sit down without a squash,

We wouldn't mind that so much but the main film

Gets tired of the hero halfway through and decides to kill'm.

And if it's not that, the hero isn't a hero any more but just a common man

Who wants to get married but doesn't know how he can,

If it isn't the man-in-the-street it's the one

Who rules the underworld with a Sawn-off-sub-machine-gun

And incites the youth of our times to run riot

On motorbikes, or else shows 'em how to take drugs instead of behaving like
normal people and simply trying a diet.

Tou don't get a decent Western now either - remember Shane & High Noon?

They try to copy them and then the hero gets ambushed too soon,

The girl gets raped, the farmstead burnt down,

And even the sheriff's a bit of a clown

Who can't find a dead body even when it lies right under his nose

And everybody else knows

About it but him. Of course the scenery's good...

You know the sort of thing - a New England wood

Or a modernistic symbolic surrealistic decor
With Gene K. dancing through an unsupported door.

I'm tired of men with golden arms, or noxious blackboard jungles

And want enterteinment, music, Yul Brynner, or a clown that tumbles

Off the Empire State and is caught on the lorry carting a load of hay
Alongside a taxi transporting so many cops there's enough to patrol the whole

of New York for a day.
I'd like to see Fantasia again and maybe 'The Rains Came' once more

But half of the things I see these days turn out to be just a bore.
Let's go back to the hams

And get rid of these socio-politico-psycho-logical shams.

Give us the o0ld song-and-dance

And ants-~in-the-pants and some solid romance;

Robots and forbidden planets with electronic tonalities

fnd T can then forget all these films-that-make~you-think specialities.
Out with it, out I say, after a hardworking day

I want entertainment, Judy Garland, Bob Hope, Sinatra and Kaye.

After all......with my 2/9 '

A producer has enough to start off a new picture and get someone to spout

= i the first line.
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Continuing the letter from Helen Winick.

book is abowt. (Mea culpa!) Of course, Ving¢'s take-off of Enid Blyton is
much too good, it would never put anyone off the nauseating submoronic
twaddle! Usually 'Encounter' is much too chi-chi for me, but they had a
deadly accurate analysis of Blytomania recently which was worth reading.'

February Y Letter from BILL TEMPLE, 7 Elm Road, Wembley, Middx. '"So
17th. ,ﬂfil Penny Fanny has read The Hidden Persuaders. So have the

[ Buckmasters, I happen to know., But that's not firm enough
ground for jumping to conclusions. I've read that book too, but unless I'm
a schizo, I'm not PF... Food for thought there., Just finished reading
The Three Faces Of Eve, about multiple personality. Maybe PF is an Eve
Black or Sally Beauchamp, a mischievous lodger who exists in a body but un-
known to the rightful tenant holding the leasehold on the body.

"Please condone any typos in this letter - it's my first attempt at touch
typing. Meteorologist Barry Hall so blinded me with science that I'm still
wearing dark glasses.

"'Orographic uplift' defeats me, but 'Frontal uplift' I do know something
about, being a Brigitte Bardot fan. All I know about Turbulence, Converg-
ence, and Di<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>