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NOTES FOR AN EDITORIAL

«..musSt mention there's no page 18 or 19 - should

"have been Atom A to Z but due to mistake between us
‘he missed deadline...point out that weight is made up

' by inclusion of other items...FANAC POLL SHEETS ARE

INCLUDED FOR YOU TO USE - YOU DON'T HAVE TO VOTE FOR

; APE OR ANYTHING IN IT+ JUST VOTE...George Locke's

! istory in this issue is about the best thing he's done
-to date - at least, I think so..
| next issue will be another long piece, this time by
! -Harry Warner - not another

.lead itenm in the

'Payette! piece but a
considerably re-written and expanded version of a

- piece he did in FAFA some time ago called 'And Pare

| i Her Nails' - new version will be well worth reading

~even 1f you saw the earlier item, and not a great
'number of Apg readers did...will have to remember to
i substitute for 'piece' when typing this on stencil...
-mustn't forget to say that material is still needed

-».0n hand at the moment is a serious item by Andy

- Young concerning sf - and a harrowing tale by Ken
‘Potter regarding his experiences as a vacuum sales-

man...also story by George Spencer and other things

' ‘...'Flabbergaste' was USA fan who thought his ideas

might not be taken seriously if his identity was
known - promises to reveal himself shortly...'Why

|+ APAs' Dbrought in considerable comment, most of which

I agree with (sorry Cantaloupe) - sce next Diary,

'WHICH WILL BE BIG!!!

(I think)...as a matter of int-

ierest I've just discovered that E1lik is pronounced

| ;'oddamned
RN

;went down very well..
| init-picking by established fans is due to element of

Eellik, and FIJAGH must be short ‘or Fandom Les Just A
'obby...this is more reason for improving
Anglo-American relations...musl express gratitude to
Alan I Nourse and the LASFAS for the loan of their
films shown at the recent London Symposium ~ they
.wonder if various examples of

guilt-feeling because Apg is a fanzine with a social

- conscience...previous opinion makers might be dismay-

for 12 for 15/~ (§2).

ed when Apg vocalises something that they have tried
to ignore...is a thought, I guess...oh, MERRY XMAS..

Apg is edited by H P Sanderson, duplicated by Ving
Clarke (assisted by George Locke) and published by
Inchmery Fandom from 'Inchmery' 236 Queens Road, New
Cross, London § E 14, for 1/6 (20¢), 6 for 8/~ (%1)
Exchanges welcome. HPS52.



30Fa - the Society For Fannish Re-
search - is doing wmuch valuable
work for fandom. The first mention
" of this organisation appeared in
SMOKE - a fanzine edited by the
author of the article_presented

gk 7Y 7. (P x o 1l

]
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chapter One: "Things do not change; we change."' THOREAU, Yalden

Naturally I did not ask Inchmery where they had obtained the original
drawing for the cover of Ap#g 12. It had obviously been copied from the wall
of an old fannish cave. The great danger in scientific research lies in
allowing oneself to be side-tracked by the more romantic aspects of discov-
ery. 4 fact is a fact - and it should be allowed to remain as such.

This drawing, then, was the first proof of the existence of a Stone Age
Fandom, lon; suspected by the Society For Fannish Research. The 'First Fan'
unfortunately edited by a merciless Sanderson to resemble the traditional
.of Bem - was pictured standing beside a dinosaur, clad in a single rough
skin. In the light of this evidence, it appeared futile for Bob Madle's
rroup to call themselves First Fandom. However this thought is pure polit-
cs, and no scientist should involve himself in such matters.

Jork at the hospital is always slack on Thursday afternoons, and on
this particular occasion there were even fewer out-patients to serve than
usual. ilowever, just as I was about to visit the Fannish Research Labora-
tories for a discussion on the Apf cover, a patient of scientific interest
came to the serving hatch of the dispensary. He laid his prescription card
down. I would have judged him as being almost any age over a hundred, but
the most reumarliable feature about him was his beanie.

As most of you know, it is a rare sight for English fans to be seen
wearing beanies, although they are inevitably depicted in drawings as
possessing them. This fellow's was the first I had seen. Composed of
marble, it appeared to grow out of the top of his head. I felt I had to
make certain, and made use of the Verbal Technigue.

"01ld fellow,™ I said. "How did you acquire this - headgear?®

He loolied at me for the first time. His cheeks were twitching, his



mouth sagging over his chin. I could see that he was very ill. But in his
eyes there was still something of the brightness arnd strength of the fan.

"I was born with it," he mumbled. He pushed the pr.scription towards
me, and I could see that he had only one arm. Gently, I took the card from
him. I read: "Tabs. Calc. Lact. gr 10 tds on alt. days.

"Oleum Crotonis m 1. Arachis 0il, Acacia gs. at
¥%0z. tds on alt. days.'

J counted the tablets out. As I handed them to him, I accidentally
touched the beanie. I drew my hand back as though it had been slapped. The
beanie felt limp -~ floppy - like rubber. This, I knew, was not one of the
normal properties of marble. SoFa would welcome the opportunity for re-
search so I said, slyly, "I'm afraid we don't have any of the mixture on
these premises, sir. If you will come with me, however, I will see what
can be done."

The old fan, swallowing his first tablet, hobbled after me. As we made
our way along the corridors of the great London Hospital to the secret Lab-
oratories, hidden in an old air-raid shelter, I wondered what he would say
when he discovered that we were fans.

We arrived at the rusty iron door. I knocked twice, then once, then
twice again. There was a pause, and then the dopr disappeared. We had de-
veloped this branch of atomic technology so that the money otherwise spent
on hinge-o0il, could be used for original research. I stepped aside to let
the old man in first, then followed. The long, narrow laboratory was
brightly illuminated by the starry light emanating from the eyes of three
neo-fen s.rapped to the ceiling. A kettle was boiling over the hot gas
given of by duplicate copies of G M Carr and Sandy Sanderson hissing at
each other. At a bench, several fans were making stylii and wheel pens
from su~gical appliances purloined from the hospital stores.

Tua dirzctor, Dr I Avemoff, came forward. "Who is this?"
"He is a fan," I explained.

At the mention of the holy word, the o0ld man straightened his back and
stood to attention. "Are you fans? The fans I have been searching for
these nany yeaxs?"

"We are indeea fans," I murmured

He maintained his pose for a long minute, then with ghastly abruptness
his strength faded away. He collapsed into my arms, clawing feebly at me
with his single hand. I helped him to a chair and seated him. As I did, I

motioned Doc Barrett, who had been asleep, over to him. Whispering urgently
I told him about the limp beanie

The doctor toock off the fan's jacket - listened to his heart for a

moment. Presently, he beamed. "Tom Lehrer!"

"dis beanie," I reminded him.

Loc continued the examination, stripping the o0ld fan ripht, "He is
well and truly p=st it," he commented. Presently, L~ =tood up. "He appears
to b~ Sr il 0f a mild purgative,'" he diagnosed.

5



I felt that if I informed the doctor about the prescribed croton oil I
would never get him to look at the beanie, so I said: "If you would now take
a look at this very interesting example of a limp calciferous fannish
growth..."

Doc prodded it nonchalantly with his stethoscope. "My,' he exclaimed
with sudden interest. i'He's not past itafter all."

"No Trufan is ever past it," I murmered.

"But this beanie - it seems hard enough to me."
"What do you mean, hard?''" I demanded. '"It's as soft as rice pudding."
""Feel it,"

I felt it. It was as hard as steel.

Chapter Two: "They wrote in the old days that it is sweet and fitting
to die for one's country. But in modern fandom there is
nothing sweet nor fitting in your dying. You will die
like a dog for no good reason.'" ERNEST HEMINGWAY, Notes

on the Next Waxr.

There was silence, broken only by my weeping. "It was soft five min-~
utes ago. It was soft..."™ And I had thought my powers of scientific obser-
vation were faultless.

Doc put his arm around my.shoulder. "After all,'" he whispered kindly.

"A pharmacist has not been fully trained in diagnosis.!

This made me feel better. 1 said to the old fan, who was trying to
specak: Mihat is it you want to tell us?"

"True fans at last." The words came barely above a whisper. "I've
been searching...searching..."

"And now you have found us. Have you been searching very long?'

"Gver since our club broke up." Suddenly he clenched his fists in
hatred. "Ever since - the killings."

"You were 2 member of New York Fandom?" I suggested.
He shook his head. "No, it was in France."
"Tell us about it."

le gave him a drink of blog (Formula 427a) which brightened him consid-
erably. 'Ah, the glorious Calca. It was many years ago - fifty or more.
we were a thriving international club, with more than a hundred members, and
¢ had a clubroom near Finsbury Park. We used tc meet every Thursday, =znd
juite often several members would show up on other days of the week."

"How long had the club been established?!" asked Avemoff.

"No one knew, It was rumoured that the London Horde, as we called our-
celves, had been in existence since the beginning of *‘ime. Our earliest
records describe the departure of a splinter group in the 'Mayflower', and
at that time we had a history of great length. The legend was that one day
our wayward brothers would return - but they never did.

-



iThen, one day, during a discussion on the feasability of Vaux and
Yexall's Ingland-Germany war prophecy - a brilliant masterpiece called i/hen

The Eagle Flies Seaward - one of our members mentioned how small the group
had become. 1le all ignored him, however. A pessimist. It was rather a
rainy day, we said. However, the attendance during the following weeks was
also bad, becoming progressively worse. This was strange, since many fasc-
inating books were being published:- Le *queux's War Of 1910, Wood‘'s The
Enemy In Our HMidst, Well's The War In The Air, and others. You'll pfobébly
know them. But the hucksters weren't coming any longer. And one by one the
BNFs were deserting us. We knew they were still interested in fandom - some
were even writing more of the future war stories - but they weren't coming
to the meetings.

At length it became so bad that only a mere half dozen regulars were
attending. Schmidt and Arnheim, Pierre Louer, Michel le Grin, Johnny Stevens
and myself., Theh came the Christmas meeting, many months after the initial,
unbelieved decline. And, as we half expected, there was a capacity crowd.
Wie were all well stocked up on Calca; our beanies were well and truly taut.
And more Calca than ever before did we drink that evening - our attitude was
'to hell with tomorrow'. After all, Crota was easy enough to obtain at that
time of the year. When the meeting was at its peak, one of the best known
pro-fans, a fellow named Kaiser, called loud above the noise for everyone to
put down their glasses and listen to him. And we listened, while he out-
lined plans to stop the rot and get organised.

"All went well. A committee was \h;.axr“’“”/
elected. Kadi ‘hai S

Kaiser was chosen Chairman.
After coasting along peacefully for a
short time, however, it gradually be-
came apparant that Stevens was growing
unsatisfied with the way the commbttee
- and Kaiser -~ was handling matters.
Alwmost before you could say 'war in the
air' the club had split up, for the
first time since the 'Mayflower'. The
I'renchmen and English banded together
against the dominating German clique,
and for very good reasons. Dictator-
ship was not wanted in the London Horcde.

[ ————

"One or two of us, seeing the inev-
itable outcome, fought against the
schism, explaining how futile it all
was, but it didn't do any good. And in
1914 - I remember the year too well -
the war comrienced on the battlefield of
France. It even dragged in the rest of
Mundanisa, due to inadvertant advertising
on the nart of our publicity officer. I -
saw the last of my comrades die in the s W_
trenches of the Marne. Ever since then,‘“‘“iﬁsz'
I have been searching - seagrching for ;;;?\\\\
survivors. Lnglish, German - any fan at

all. Now, at last, I have found fandom again. I am happy.”.

~J



The old man's eyes closed. I frowned. He didn't look too good. The
doctor examined him.

e seems to be in need of an exceptionally strong purgative.®

Somehow, I felt disatisfied with this diagnosis. I held a bottle of
blog under his nose. It did not disappear, and I gently drew a sheet over
him. He was dead.

"It is better this way," I said. '"His dying menmory was oi his old
comrades - he'll never know that we are not real descendants but rather a
new race of fans."

Chapter Three: " ¢cek, and ye shall find; knock, and it shall be
opened unto you.'" NEW TESTAMENT, Matthew,VII,7.

There was a sudden commotion round the door. Archie Mercer, the arch-
acological ezpert, hadn't given the door enough time to disappecar. While he
was getting his breath back, we picked splinters and pieces of rust from his
ample frame, chiding him gently. At length, he was able to speak. "I've -
just come from the Globe," he gasped.

I glanced at my watch. It was eight o'clock. T hadn't realised we'd
been so long, listening to the ©ld fan.

"I've found the underground chamber, Archie went on.
"hat a relief," Avemoff commented.

""No, no!'" screamed Archie, holding his hands over his head as though
expecting something to fall on him. "No puns, please. If I hope to survive
I must never pun again. I was telling Wansborough my latest in the Gent's
powder room at the Globe - it was the only way to stop him rambling on about
the mysterious voices he heard round Stonehengevwwhen rounding up his pigs..
fannish voices..he's crazy.. There I was, standing flushed with pride as
the golden words dribbled from my lips, when Lou's ingenious equipment sud-
denly flushed. And how! Lou must have attuned the mechanism to respond to
runs. Gallons of water poured over Norman and myself. Enough to fill Salt
Lake and drown Calkins. Anybody would have thought that pun was unclean!"

Nobody said a word. Archie looked disappointed but went on with hnis
story. '"Poor Norman was drowned. I found myself being washed away, into a
dark pit which yawned below me when the deluge came. It was bored with the
run, I suppose. 1 had taken rather a long time over it. Anyway, after the
water had drained away I began to explore the pit. There was nothing in it!
I performed the appropriate analysis which confirmed this. It was so imp-
ortant I had to inform SoFa, so here I am."

Avemoff leant forward. The gleam in his heavy hlack eyes at tiie thought
of Further Knowledge, was dulled by anger. '"Where is your reasoning? How
dare you present a fact without giving us the details of the process whereby
you obtained it." Savagely he tore Archie's B.Merc. degrec from his lapel.
The poor scientist wept so bitterly the floor was quickly flooded. Avemoff
glared at him for a minute, then his face softened...'"Pun by pun you're
losing weight." Archie smiled faintly.

"Now, how did you reach your conclusion?"

Archie looked at the director in annoyance. "I'm not qualified to say."

92}



"But - you are a highly trained scientist."
"You took my degree away..."
"Bosh! It was only one of many."

"The Ph;D., yes, the Nobel Peace Prize, yes. But not the BeMerc. How
can I carry out Mercatorial Techniques without it?"

Avemoff sewed the letters back on. Archie grinned. "The main diffic-
ulty," he began, "was in finding the correct method of analysis. Limitations
had been imposed by the absence of light, of course. I finally decided on
the Mercaturial Projection Technique, which requires only very simple appar-
atus. I had with me a ball point pen which was ideally suited to my purpose.
I mentally sclected - as a random sample of all possible objects - a list of
objects including a carp's left eyeball, a beer-~bottle, a dog's head, Vine
Clarke's inner tube and a lady's slipper. I passed the biro over the ground
Jabbing sharply downwards at quarter-inch intervals. At no time did my arm
record the striking of any one of the objects which form'd my random sample,
so I performed the requisite statistical analysis, and found that it was
certain that there could be no other objects present in the pit either. My
first statement - 'there is nothing in it' -~ was thus confirmed."

The SoFa technicians applauded Mercer. "Well done," said Avemoff,
"Now we have time to go along and investigate the pit," Archie claimed.

"Why? Your investigation was carried out in a most masterly fashion.
There is nothing in it ~ there is nothing to investigate further."

There was silence. Then, suddenly, I cried out: '"But there is! Re-
member Apg 12? The cover? I Suspect the cover to be proof of the existance
of Stone Age T'andom. The dinosaurs...the crudely dressed fan. I was coming
here to discuss it with you when the old fan sidetracked us. I remember
Archie writing a letter to Ap¢ regarding that cover, which had raised some
rather dubious comments, especially from members of the newly formed Iirst
Fanlom group. They were taking the thing absolutely seriously - but comp-
letely missing the point of it being an actual drawing made by a stone age
Iirst Fan - Archie, in a masterful essay dealing with the various semantic
implications of the exchange, had come to exactly the same conclusion with
regard to the cover as he did with the pit. I remember his exact words -
'"There is nothing in it.' This is indeed proof that the pit and the cover
are connected intricately, and since the cover is indicative of the exist-
ence of First Fandom in the Stone Age, then the pit must be another clue.

By all means we must investigate further."

Doc Barrett looked unhappy. "But - it's already been proved that there
is nothing in the pit."

"Doc," said the Director. "There are many sciences, and 3oFa has exp-
erts in them all, The science of Mercatorial Projection, for instance, has
nothing to do with Archaeology. Therefore, how can you scay that the use of
Archaeological Techniques will produce the same results :s Mercaturial ones
when they aren't even looking for the same thing? Ready, Archie?

Archie picked up a spade and madec for the door. As we followed, I had
a passing look at the shrouded figure of the old fan. Here was yet another

proof that 'First Fandom' was not the first. 9



Chapter Four: "Bowed by the weight of centuries he leans upon his
spade...the emptiness of ages in his face,'" ZEDV/IN
MARKHAM, The Fan with the Spade.

The pit was still there when we arrived. Dark, awesome, mysterious.
e had to suspend four neo~fen over it before there was sufficient light for
us to sece anything. We ascertained, by Visual Technique Mk IV (Rotating the
ceye-balls slowly anti-clockwise), that as Archie had said, there was nothing
in the pit. Only rubble and a pool of water. It was a perfect site for
Archaeological Research. Giving Archie carte blanche to use any method of
opcrating the spade, we fenced the pit off from Mundania and awaited the
discovery of relics of Stone Age Fandom.

For days and wecks and months Archie dug. ide began to change, subtly.
iis face became marked with criss-cross lines. He howled, occasionally, at
the rising sun. He made few puns - this was probably due to the toilet

flushing everytime he so much as opened his mouth; blessed are the saviours
of fandont

Then, one day, there was that old look about his face, that quirk of
the mouth. He held something in his hand...

“"Don't Archie! All your work will be ruined," we cried.

But it was too late. There was a gushing of water from the tank and
poor Archie disappeared. Frantically we threw in a lifebelt. It swirled
round for a moment, then was pulled under. "He's caught it.'" We heaved,

and dragged a limp, almost drowned but supremely happy body ashore., He held
in his hand...

Avenmoff tool: it feverishly. "An early piece of fannish writing," he
breathed reverently.

Mhat does it say?" "Is New Worlds mentioned?"

"It is a mere sentence, yet full of sly innuendo. Ghod, the feuds that
must have raged in those days. It says: NOW WASH YCUk HANDS PLEASE."

We all rejoiced, and when the waters subsided we held a party in the
pit to celebrate. Only Archie was not quite happy. After his initial joy
a frown had spread acrcss his face. I asked him why.

"The paper - it was soft and tissuey when I found it. Yet when the
water flowed over it, it hardened. Became as solid as rock.!

‘Nonsense, Archie," I laughed. '"Here, help me down with the duper.
ie're putting out a oneshot."

His face 1lit up again. ™A oneshot is built on puas..."

e had to tie him out of ear-shot. It didn't gquite save us though.
Althcugh the rest of us were not nearly the punsters that Archie is, we
have our moments. Several times the water flushed down on us as we cut the
stencils, but fortunately it did not reach a very great level and we were
abie to countinue the party.

Lt last the first stencil was ready to b: run off. "Paper.' The pap-
er was brought. Some clot had left it in the water when the deluge had
cose, and it was wet through and through. It was all we had, too. We warm-

1O



€d it by a fire to dry it, then I placed somc on the feed platform. I was
the first to notice the texture of it. It was hard - like marble.

"How the hell are we going to get it through the rollers? I asked. I
was a little drunk at the time, which accounts for the urscientific phrasing
of the problen. Nobody answered.

I remember falling asleep (unconscious) a short time after. I woke up
at about three in the morning. Many of the less resilient fans nhad gone
home; there were only a few SoFa members and a couple of hopeful neo-fen
trying to discover something about science fiction. One of the SoFa Blif's
rose unsteadily from the rock he was 5itting on and swayed across the floor
of the pit. A neo ran rapidly before him, smoothing his pathk. Suddenly he
ran his hand against a stone of unusual regularity of form. Dazed by the
thought of further archaeological finds the neo immediately thought that here
wes a monument to some trufan, long dead and martyred in the cause of 3+,
Fantony. Teverish visions swam before his eyes - he would be a BNF on the
strength of the discovery. Rapidly he cleared the rubble. He found no mon-
unent, but a slab of stone about an inch think and ten feet by eight in
other dimensions. On it were certain inscriptions, chiselled and coloured
blue. The neo-fan read some of these. They didn't mean a thing. "Esot-
eric,’” he exclaimed. He concluded, with true scientific logic, that it was
part of a fanzine. A single page of a prehistoric fanzine.

He dug further and unearthed a whole pile of the slabs. Then he rose,

crying out: "A Stone Age fanzine. The first London Circle Official Organ!!
The fen clustered round. "A fanzine! On stone!" "In blue! Inch-
mery's ancestors?t "Can't be the Official Organ in that case." 'The

lettering - it isn't English."

No, you're right." John Roles, this, expert in the Oriental. "It's a
1little out of my field, but it appears to be Egyptian."

"How can that be? The Egyptians would have used papyrus,"

11t is obvious from this evidence," said John, blinking at the gathered
sclentists, ''that the Egyptian language, contrary to present day thinking,
originated early in the Stone Age. It was probably firs' spoken by fans."

"llobly said,™ said Avemoff. "We must find out how they managed to get
these slabs of marble to pass through the rollers of their duplicator,"

"We must find the duper, said Archie, who had been released by this
time. T'lhen we find that, then the answer will be in our hands.'" There
Wwas a certain look in his eyes.

I asked him: "You have a clue, Archie?"

"Yes, I'm almost certain. Since it is probable that the present-day
Lgyptians are gafians from the first fandom, the duper is most likely to be
found in Egypt. And there are only a small number of archaeological relics
remaining whose purpose remains unknown."

"You mean - the pyramids?"

"I wean the Sphinxz. I can, in fact, give proof that the Sphinx is the
duper. You have all heard the slightly bawdy song describing the private
life of the camel - it ends 'Which accounts for the hump of the camel, and



the Sphinx's inscrutable smile.' - well, .that smile is the smile of a trufan
when the last copy of his magazine has been run off successfully - immortal-
ised by ‘a great artist into the case of the duper. A further clue is given

by our old friend, the cover of Apg.

It is obvious that to move such rigid

internal components as the rollers and the other moving parts of that dupli-
cator would be, enormous power would be necessary. In fact, nothing slhort
of atomic power. And we find the illo bears the word Atom. I am hoping
that we shall find the necessary atomic equipment installed in the Sphinx.
Otherwise we shall have to resort to rather unscientific tactics to obtain

the information we.,.."

The outcome was that Mercer caught the next plane to Alexandria and,
after spending a few days gallivanting along the water-front...

"Heyi I was not gallivanting along the water-front. I was finding out

mest important facts...®

“Sorry, Archie. Maybe you'd better tell the next part of the story..."

Chapter Five: ‘"They change their clime, not their disposition, who
run beyond the sea.” HORACE, Epistles,I.

Alezandria is a dump. When I arrived, I found-it was a matter of days

tefore I could organise a safari to

the Sphinx. After leaving the hotel I

wandered round for a while, inhaling the unrefreshing odours against wmy nat-

ural inclination. They did contain

some oxygen, though, and the fannish

body needs that to keep alive. I eventually found myself on the water-~front
where numerous ships were being loaded and unloaded. Orne boat, I noticed,

with a slight interest, came from a

district in India known as the lMalabar

Coast. It bore a certain phonetic connection with the Mallecable Iron orks

which rather appealed to ne.

Suddenly it occured to me that the
stone tablets must have been malleable
to pass through the rollers of the duper.
This was too much of a coincidence. As
a certified Goon, I would be thrown out
of the GDA if I let this onc slip past.
So I investigated the ship more closely.
The crew - fiendish creatures no doubt -
were ashore, making with the local women
most likely, since I had been unable to
find any. I nipped guietly aboard and
began to explore. I hadn't the faintest
idea what I was supposed to find, but I
knew there would be something.,

Then, suddenly, I heard voices.

I ducked into the first doorway I
could see. It was, unfortunately, the
toilet. As I waited, not daring to un,
the voices came nearer. One was saying
something about a long journey to the
Sphinx, the other was becing adamant a-
bout hcw much he wanted to lug four



hundred and fifty tons of some bloody stupid (quote) vegatable oil that far.
They finally came to an arrangement and departed.

I breathed again. I madea pun. I dunno, even the toilets aboard
sleazy Oriental ships seem to be acquiring an anti-Mercer attitude. I was
soaked. "I better get a telephone," I snarled at the contraption. "To
ring myself out to dry." I got another twenty gallons, which drained more
rapidly than at the Globe. "Very well drained, at any rate," I sneered.
"And away to the sewage canal."

Such is the foolishness of the human being after passing through a mom-
ent of great danger. After quite a pleasant swim I climbed on board again
and continued my search. Feeling curious about the cargo, I went down into
the hold. Around me were dozens and dozens of drums of vomething labelled
Croton 0il, from the Malabar Coast. Again that word?

Well, there was nothing more I could do, so I took up a position on
shore to watch for the safari to the Sphinx to commence

I had not long to wait - three days altogether. The crew came back and
I examined them with astonishment. Although they were dressed as Egyptians
- funny pointy busbys and all - they had the features of Englishmen or Amer-
icans, and they spoke American. The safari was a long time starting, but
eventually it moved off, bearing the drums of Croton 0Oil and some sacks con-
taining a white powder similar to chalk. I followed a safe distance behind.

Several days passed, about which I'd rather not say anything, because
nothing happened save for sand getting into my sandals. At last the first
of the pyramids hove in sight, and then the Sphinx. The Americans made camp
a few hundred yards away and hung around dissolutely the rest of the day.
Tomorrow they would start their nefarious activities, I reckoned, so tonight
I would expnlore the Sphinx.

With nothing else to do I went to sleep, waking when it was dark. I
sneaked past the American camp - they were all asleep, for I heard no sound
- and approached the mighty duplicator itself. I scrabbled at the surface
of the stone, trying to find a way in, when, all at once, I heard a sound.
It seemed to be coming from the interior of the machine., I bent my ear to
the stone., Distinctively, I could hear moving parts.

I ran for my life. They were in there, and they were using the duper.
And - I was frightened of atomic power, of radiation, of becoming - normal.

I never returned, but when it was light made my way back to civilisat-
ion. My Ghod! No wonder the ship's toilet had flushed. There were still
descendants of those Stone Age Fen among us. It was a terrifying thought.

Chapter Six: "Knowledge is the only instrument of procuction that
that is not subject to diminishing returns." J M CLARKE,
Journal of Political Economy, Oct.1927

That was the end of Archie's story, although he added that before he
caught a plane out of Alexandria, he saw the stone age fen return to their
ship and steam westward, across the Mediterranean.

We, of course, discussed the implications of this amongst ourselves,
at a special meeting. During Archie's absence, the superbly equipped labor-
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atory heod received several new installations, and everione was busily exper-
imentiag with them, gaining experience and discussiag how they would advance
scientific knowledge.

AvemoIf spoke first, reviewing the information so far gathered. ''We
now have definite proof of the existence of Stone Age Fandom - and from what
Archie says, it seems there are survivors amongst us. We must, at a later
date, try to contact these survivors. The tablets are the pages of one of
their fenzines. The main problem left is to discover ‘iow they were made to
pass through the rollers of the duplicator, and to explain the mystery of
the solidification of our duplicator paper. We have already learnt that the
power usad can be none other than atomic power, but atomic power as we know
it will not render stone malleable. What made the stones SloHHEI

Might I suggest," said a semanticist by the name of Gosseigne, '"that
we turn the lights out. I have a little research to cerry out towards the
solution of ths problem, and the lack of light will facilitate this."”

Somebody filled a zap-gun and shot the three neo-fen, drowning the
light. From the sighs punctuating the silence it waos apparant that certain
members were still gaining experience with the new equipment and that it
also respcnded better in the dark. Interesting thought...

Aveuwoff went on: "It seems logical that there was a connection between
the stone tablets and the solidification of our paper.”

A most cogent peint. I stretched my arms, feerins rather annoyed that
I had arrived too latz to use any of our new equipment. I lecant further and
further %to one side. I touched something soft and grinned. Here was a
piece unclaimed. I immediately started a little i1esea.ch into non-illumin-
ated responses, passing my technician's hands over the object to familiarise
myself with the controls. The voice of the director faded away as my mind
concentraced. Suddenly my hand came up against scmething hard. The beanie
the old Tfen - 5till well-preserved in the fannish atmosphere - had been
wearing. A cry of disappointment was extinguished by my sudden realisation.

"He's got a marble beanie!"

The direcito» made some sarcastic remark which, in the fullness of my
wisdom, T ignored. "His beanie was at times hard, and at other times soft.
Obviouvely the stone tablets of our fanzine must have been at some time soft,
or they would never have passed through the rollers. Therefore, whatever
caused the hardening of the beanie must have caused the hardening of the
tablets. " And I think I know what caused it - calcium lactate,!

"I cannot agree. Calcium lactate is used for hardening people's bones
in case of calcitm deficiency. What connection is there between a man's
health and a marble fanzine?"

"Our pharmacautical friend is absolutely correct, although his reason-

ing is not of the fullest." This was the semanticist, Gosselgne. 'Calcium
lactate tablets are, as our director told us, used for bone building, and
are, thewefore, bone tablets. The fanzine was produced on stone tablets.

Perfect connection."
L don™® see it," wsaidyiglee director, stupidly. He got out his scissors.

Gosseipgne c.inzged slightly, but did not run away. '"DNo I always have to



go through the exact thought processes?!

he complained. VI have recently been
experinenting on brassieres. I have found
that a certain amount of stress is ob-
tained with a one inch increase in breast
measureiment. lience, breast and stressed.
to go further into the semantic implicat-
ions of this, if the initial sounds of

those two words are transposed, we would
get bressed and streast. Can any of you

hear the slightest difference in pro- '

Somebody obligingly said no.

Then we can now apply the same tran-
sposition to bone and stone. A common
agent connects each pair of words - for
the first it is 'brassiere', and for the
second it is 'oaloium'."

I similed., 7So as calcium hardened the old fan's beanie, it must also
have hardencd the stone pages. And it must have been some of the calcium
compound used by the First Fans for hardening their soft stone blocks, which
dissolved in the flood produced by the mercaturial puns and seeped into our
duplicating paper. That leaves just one more fact unexplained ~ the agent
causing the hard wmarble to soften,"

Doc Barrett spoke up. "I think I can answer that. As you know I exam-
ined the old fan shortly before his death and as time progressed he became
in need of a stronger and stronger purgative. This condition obviously in-
creased as the amount of calcium lactate was absorbed into his bLody - he had
teken a single dose when our pharmacist found him. Also, from the o0ld fan's
story, It is ccrtain that the First Fans had to take alternating doses of
calcium ~ they called it Calca ~ and a purgative which appears to have been
Croton 0il judging by his prescription sheet. The old fei's whole existence
hinged around trying to lkeep the effect of the two drugs in balance. How
did the old-tisers get into this condition? By operating their duplicator.
See here, the stone - marble - had to be softened before passing through the
rollers of the duplicator. When Archie heard the Sphinx machinery moving
he came to the wrong conclusion and he ran away to avoid radiation burns.
The atom clue misled you -- the process is not atomic."

"Then what could possibly move the great slabs of stone that that duper
must have been made of?"

"Well now, gunpowder is used in a certain distressing condition ~ which
the old fan was in the throes of when he died. Gunpowder itself can cause
an explosion and atomic power an even greater explosion. Reverting to med-
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