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This issue sees the end of the
Atom feature "A to Z", and I
thought I couldn't let the mom-
ent pass:- without acknowledging
my thanks - and those of a maj-
ority of the readers - to him
for the work he has put into 1t
and the enjoyment he has given
us all. Thanks, Arthur,

This issue of Ape 13 brought to
you by the kind permission of
Her Royal Highness Nicki I,

and 1t is published by her —-
.sorry, Her sycophantic yes men.
Duplication 1s by Ving Clarke
than whom there 1s none, His
patiant manipulation of the
dupliicator 1s a beautiful thing
to see. .

Stencil cutting is by the edit-
or. He hates the job but is
masochistic. You knew?-

EDITORIAL ~ FANDOM IS A WAY OF COMMUNICATION

I don't want to start more discussion on the value to fandom of fanzine, club
jand convention fans because I am sure you are heartily sick of the subject.
|Labels are all very well but the three mentioned above have been talked to
death and are now more liable to confuse than clarify., The activities of most
fans tend to overlap, and there is room in fandom for all forms of activity,
At the same time I think 1t will be generally agreed that most of the commun-
ication within fandom is carried out by "fanzine" fans. It is true that very
many USA "club/convention" fans communicate with their equivalent types in
this country by letters and tapes, but such communication is limited and most
of each country's knowledge of the other 1s gained through fanzines.

!I am, myself, a clubfan (NSFC, London Circle, SFColL) and convention fan {Man-
I Con Committee, SuperManCon Committee, 1957 WorldCon Committee, in addition to
!attendlng many others), but my major activity has always been fanzines (Editor
iof FEZ, OMNIBUS, BLUNT, CLAUSE, APE, togethe: with the coming 4th year as OMPA
Treasurer) and I am generally considered to be more of a "fanzine" fan than
anything else - a good example of 'label confusion'. A more correct way of
explaining 1s to say I am a fan, majoring in fanzines. All of this is a lead
to the fact that as a result of my "fanzine" bias I have a tendency to think
of fandom as a way of communication, But it takes two to tango, two to argue
and two to communicate. Take Ted Pauls, for instance.

Now I know very little about Pauls other than that a couple of years ago, plus
or minus several months, he was a very promising neofan making his entry into
the fanzine world under the guidance of Ted White. I know what Pauls looked
like then because there was a general air of disbelief.on his first appearance
-with some fans half-suspecting a "White" hoax--and in reply Pauls included a
photo of himself in one of his fanzines. 'Yes, Pauls became a "fanzine" pub-
lisher very quickly and I recelved copies of HI, DHOG, and THE PHANTOM. Most
of this early stuff was pretty cruddy but the potentialities were there and I
sent him Apd in exchange and gave encouraging reviews, The first mention of
his fanzine DISJECTA MEMBRA indicated that Pauls was improving -~ and maybe he
did, I don't know because I 'never received a single copy of DM. I now see
that DHOG is up to No 29 or 30 but I've had none since No 18. And for all I
know he might have other titles. I haven't had as many as 50 pages from Pauls
since he entered fandom, the last of which arrived on 28 April 1959. After
sending his 10th Apg in May 1959, with no recponze, he was regretfully dropped
from the mailing list and there has been silence ever since.

You will, of course, appreciate that I am not concerned at losing a reader.
Others have disappeared while the circulation has steadily climbed. What does
concern me is the fact that this neo-cum—hothouse-BNF has now established him-
self as an authority on Sanderson, ready to tell overyone what they should or
should not do about me. Again, I have no objection to anyone holding or exp-
ressing an opinion about me, but I would prefer it to be the result of direct
contact and not of other people's second-hand opinions. And I would prefer
the opinion to reach me directly rather than through some third party., Due to
lack of communication between us my opinion of Pauls 1s also second-hand - one
of the reasons I've never voiced it. It's a pity he hasn't followed suit.

I could never understand why Pauls stopped sending his fanzines and stopped
showing an interest in Apd. At the time it was not important-he was free to
form his own opinions and if he didn!'t like the zine that was that, I still
don't know why, but now 1t is important because it appears that he holds some
very strong opinions and I'd like to know where he got them from. I certainly
didn't give him any direct cause for them. .The only thing I can imagine is
that Pauls is still at the hero-worshipping stage and {Continued on Page 51)

“The number in this space is the
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last you will recéive,-unless.

Aporrhgta is edited and published by H P Sanderson on behalf of Inchmery Fan-
dom. Duplication is by Ving Clarke, stencilling, collating and all like that
there by the editor. Address is ‘'Inchmery" 236 Queens Road, New Cross,

London S E 14.. Cost 1s 1/6 (20¢) per copy, 8/~ (8l) for 6, 15/~ (82) for 12,
Trades are welcome, contributions urgently required, letters essential. Fin.




Author's Note: This is a revised, expanded, and conceiv-
ably improved version of an article that appeared origin-
ally in the Summer 1957 issue of Horizons. Its circulation
was restricted to FAPA members in its original form. This
second version contains several unacknowledged sections
that are based on comments by other FAPA members, following
the original appearance.
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HARRY WAarRNoR JNR

The Bible is not generally used
as source material for adventure
story and science fiction writers.,
Maybe that's unfortunate, because
some sections of the Old Testament
give evidence that the writers had
considerably more acquaintance with
the facts of life than today's and
yesterday's pulp fiction authors.

For instance, you'll find the advice
somewhere in the Bible to shave the
heads and pare the nails of captive
women. I have not encountered such
proceedings in any prozine story in
the 20th century. Failure of today's
writers to observe such elementary
precautions when handling captured
heroines or villainesses set me to
thinking about the other ways in
which professional writers ignore by
accident or design the very fundamen-
tals about one important activity in
almost all action fiction. There's
hardly a story of life in the Old
West or on the ice-covered planets of
Vega or tracing a murderer down in
the ruined abbey which does not con=-
tain at least one episode in which a
character is subdued or rendered un-
conscious or held captive.

Now, I've not made a habit of
knocking people senseless or putting
hapless heroines into a living tomb
beneath the Third National Bank,
However, it takes only commonsense;

a small knowledge of anatomy, and the
experience that most of us get in
games with children to realize that
almost all adventure fiction is hope-
lessly unrealistic in this respect.

I hope that youwill accompany me on
a slightly extended journey through
discomfort and pain and bodily nec-
essities; to examine more closely
these inconsistencies and idiocies
that turn up even in today's realist-
ic school of detective fiction.

Very often in any story that in-
volves physical action, the author
must cause one of his characters to



subdue another character. This is needed because the plot requires an episode
which would be impossible without the temporary incapacity of the subdued character
to take action, or because the writer is too lazy to think up a more original way
of achieving this plot twist. And, of course, in some fields of action fiction, it
is traditional to end the story or movie or play with this type of episode, to make
sure that the reader or spectator understands that the hero has wound up on top and
the villain on the bottom,

To render a character senseless, there are certain traditional fictional media
which do not exactly correspond with those in real life. The fictional preferences
- not necessarily in order of popularity, are usually either a blow on the head to
cause uncdéciousness, choking, or the application of an anesthesia. Less popular
today are the old-time uppercut to the jaw, which seems to have lost favour for no
discerneble reason in fiction during the past half-century, and the mickey finn,
which seems to have been relegated to true confession magazines in which the inno-
cent young girl drinks it just before abandoning that condition.

1f the character hac been knocked out by a blow on the s ull from some blunt
instrument like a blackjack or rifle stock, the traditions of the fiction writers'
union immediately spring into action. They call for the felled character to poss-
ess these aftereffects when he revives: a bewilderment about what has happened
which lasts for about ten seconds, a headache which throbs for five minutes and
then disappears, a spot of dried blood at the site of the impact; and a habit of
blinking several times to restore clear vision. It would be wonderful if these
really were the effects of this type of injury.

But in real life, recovery from a blow on the head that has been severe enough
to render the victim unconscious is not quite that simple. The actual aftemmaths
of such an injury are not often described in fiction. There may occur severe
bleeding from the ears and the mouth, extensive nausea when consciousness has fin-
ally returned, an interim of hours during which the victim is striving to regain
full awareness instead of the lightning-like return to the senses nommally des-
cribed in print, lengthy or permanent loss of memory of the events that preceded
the blow, aches in the head that may last for weeks or years, inability to stand
erect or walk a straight line for several days because of vertigo, and a certain
loss in general muscular coordination and reflex speed. Most of us have friends or
acquaintances who have been laid low by head injuries suffered in automobile accid-
ents or falls or similar mishaps. If you've known such people, ask them how many
trips they needed to the doctor before they got clean bills of health after the
injury. Yet the science fiction hexo or ship captain after the villain has conked
him usually recuperates in a matter of minutes, then repairs the spaceship's auto-
matic pilot from the impact of the villain's Y-ray or sails his four-master back to
port in defiance of the crew that has sailed away in the lifeboats.

Of course, there's also the little matter of training that pulp fiction char-
acters apparently have picked up somewhere to insure just the right type of blow to
the noggin. Maybe there's a school for skull-bashing somewhere in the literary
cloudworld, where the fictional characters learn exactly what force is needed if
the blow is to be just above one ear, the necessity for striking with less force if
the blow will land on the very top of the skull, and what to co about felt hats,
Some such training must be given somewhere for the fiction world, because there
really isn't a very wide range of force between the blow that fails to knock out a



person and the blow that produces a fatal injury to the head or at least permanent
mental damage.

The blow on the head seems to be proper etiquette in fiction for use by
either the good guys or the bad guys. On the other hand, rendering an individual
unconscious by choking is more rigidly confined. Nommally it is done only to sub-
due the hero or heroine. I assume that it is too nasty a way of conquering a
person to be adopted by the hero, and too muscular a feat for the average heroine
to accomplish, There is one exception to this particular rule, howaver. For some
reason, when a very unimportant character, like a nameless prison guard or army
private on sentry duty, must be put out of the way, it is almost always done by
the choking method. I can't imagine why, because choking a person into senseless-
ness requires more time than the other usual methods, is more likely to cause
noise during the early stages, and tires out the hero much faster than most other
means., In choking situations, pulp and slick fiction writers alike invariably
allow the victim to regain promptly his former peppiness without making allowance
for the physical effects that choking produces. An individual who has been
throttled long enough to grow unconscious is a repulsive thing to look at, to begin
with, Worse yet, the pressure around the neck may produce a serious hermorrhaging
in the throat, rupture of blood vessels, and similar distressing effects that con-
tinue to damage the victim after the pressure has been removed. People live
through choking that has rendered them unconscious, but they don't feel like ex-
erting themselves violently for quite a while. They also have difficulty in
speaking in the loud; clear tones that are oftem heard in the movies after one of
these episodes. Shakespeare was not very careful about the way in which he mauled
his characters, but he recognised the facts of the body. Othello stops suffocat-
ing Desdemona while she 1s still alive, and she revives long enough to speak a
few final lines, but then she dies from the after-effects of her husband's atten-
tions, in quite nommal fashion.

Somewhere or other, you may read about once a year that the medical profess-
ion has finally found the ideal, all-purpose anesthetic that it has been seeking
for centuries. Shucks, magazine stories have known about this long-sought sub-
stance 2ll along. You've read many times how the villain sneeks up on a character
from behind; claps a liquid-soaked cloth over the nose and mouth. and has an un-
conscious victim in a matter of seconds. This victim, after a decent interval,
then struggles back to his senses, rubs his eyes, and proceeds into his next duty
in the plot in progress. This is the most unrealistic of all the fictional con-
ventions, Chloroform and ether are probably the most popular substances used by
authors for this purpose, presumably because their names are well known and they
can be obtained with fair ease by characters who aren't medical men. In reality,
ether is the worst possible stuff to use for this purpose. It stirs up the inten-
ded victim so much before he goes under that even the strongest villain would have
trouble with the kicking and coughingj; in the old days, it often needed four
strong men to hold down a patient while a doctor was administering it. Vomiting
and tremendous quantities of saliva are among the nastier after-effects. Chloro-
form is even worse, Physicians stopped using pure chloroform for anesthesia
because of the quantities of patients who died of heart failure or cessation of
breathing while under its influence. It can turn into phosgene, a completely
deadly gas, under exposure to light and air, in certain conditions, and if that
happened in a story, the author wouldn't have any characters at all remaining to
complete the plot. Rene Fulop-Miller, in his book on the history of anesthesia,
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"Triumph over Pain", quotes a letter from an authority on another phase of chloro-
form's dangers: "Delayed chlorofomm poisoning...is akin to the delayed death from
alcohol that may supersede upon ostensible recovery from large doses. Before this
danger was recognised, operations under chloroform were unduly prolonged. The
patient unegpectedly died after making a good recovery from both operation and an-
esthetic., The same thing occurred after the unduly free use of chloroform in labor
cases,"

Now, think about the people you know who have been operated on, and their
delight in telling you later about the awful mess and struggle they had endured
while coming out from under a highly complex anesthetic that was administered un-
der optimum conditions by trained personnel, Just remember that, and imagine the
chances of this neat, quick and pleasant experience in fiction having any assoc-
iation with reality, when the administrator uses a crude chemical applied roughly,
without knowledge of the proper length of administration. Recall, too, that the
person who is about to be rendered senseless from an anesthetic may as likely as
not be smoking a cigarette that will cause an explosion of the highly inflammable

substance, mNKS- ' @m
1 C -J O

The matter of the upset stomach that \\\w/«,//Kthlfg:j\V“)¥_v//{
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follows many types of uncdbciousness leads
me into another field of fallacy in fiction.
This has to do with the category of charac-
ters who are not only rendered unconscious
in the story, but are held captive when they
recover from the effects of the blow or
garroting or gassing. Quite often, the
villain makes use of the hero's period of
unconsciousness to tie him up and gag him,
This, in real life, would be quite closely
akin to murder. Nausea in a person who has
been gagged is quite likely to lead to death
from strangulation, simply because the gag-
ged person will choke on the regurgitated
substances, when he is unable to expel them
through the mouth.

There was the real-life Merry Widow
Murder of Cannes, which took five years to
solve and never got the publicity it deserv-
ed in the newspapers because the case was
cracked in France just after the Germans
overran the country in World War Two., Suz-
anne Garola was the widow. Riding a Stras-
bourg-Riviera express in a private compart-
ment, she was overpowered by thieves who
wanted her jewelry, She was bound with dog-
leash chain, gagged with cotton and a hand-
kerchief, and rendered unconscious with
ethyl chloride., The autopsy revealed that
Madame Garola had died of suffocation, when
the gag blocked her air passages during an-
esthesia. And this brings us to the next L./




topic, that of gags. I am sure that it will interest readers who have given up
all hope of stopping women from talking in any other manner; and the warnings that

I am about to issue might prove useful for that reason. AW?%?5=-"”‘”""]

How often in a book have you read of a character being (" ¥§&
gagged by a handkerchief, and as a result failing to attract~§$p/$
the attention of a passerby in the street or someone even in ;i‘
the next hotel room? Authors who write like that seem to be X
totally unaware that there are different kinds and degrees ‘§§
of gags, and the commonly mentioned handkerchief, so often
adopted by artists in illustrations, is quite inadequate for
extended and total silencing of an individual,

There is one story that definitely recognises this fact., Astounding Science
Fiction published in September 1938 Eric Frank Russell's "Impulse", His alien
menace comes to a doctor's office to try to get possession of a healthy body. Af-
ter it selects a young girl for this purpose, the girl is strapped securely to an
examination table, then a nasal frame and a dental gag are used to keep her absol-
utely noiseless. She'd never have had a chance if a dumb lummox hadn't wandered
into the room and shot down the alien menace without thinking sufficiently to come
under its mental control. This is encouraging realismy; but there are obvious dif-
ficulties that prevent most authors from using professional equipment of this type
in all their stories., At the same time, they might stop to think about the events
they are describing.

What is frequently described in fiction as a gag is real.y more like a muffle,
This is the handkerchief or other moderately small piece of cloth that covers the
victim's mouth and is tied in a knot at the nape of the neck to hold it in place,
or the adhesive tape that is used to cover the lips. It will quiet down the per-
son considerably., But you can experiment on yourself with a handkerchief to show
that it will not prevent noises. The person muffled in this manner can still
produce enough grunts, groans and snorts to be heard quite a few feet away, poss-
ibly through a thin wall, certainly through an open window. Moreover, if he has a
normally strong set of jaws and a lively tongue, he is almost certain to be able
to remove the gag by enough chewing and shoving and wriggling, even if he is bound
and unzble to use his hands. If he can rub the back of his neck against any solid
object, he will probably be able to speed up the gag-loosering process in this
manner. Authors should realize that to silence completely a person, so that he
cannot break up an ambush or reveal his plight to a passerby or someone in the im-
mediate vicinity, a real gag is necessary. It consists of something inside the
mouth, as well as something to cover the mouth. The unfortunate Madame Garola, for
instance, had the cotton stuffed into her mouth, and the handkerchief bound around
it. A really large bandanna might serve for this dual purpose, if it is large en-
ough to encircle the lower part of the face twice, and it will not be easy to dis-
lodge if applied in this fashion. At the same time, the author must be careful
about the length of time he keeps an individual gagged, and the health of the vic-
tim, If the gagged person catches cold easily and is not kept at the proper tem-
perature and freedom from drafts, he is likely to die from a cold in the head, A
completely stopped-up nose would suffocate a gagged person, just as surely as
choking on vomit or strangling from the internal part of the gag.

We frequently laugh at the movies when they show a woman arising from bed



after a good night's sleep with a perfectly combed head of hair. However, story
illustrators have shown just as much inconsistency when they are depicting a scene
in which a female is gagged. In the United States, "true detective" magazines
frequently publish on the cover a photograph of a bound and gagged woman in a rape-
probable position trembling before the menacing brute in the foreground. The neat
hair in these photographs and pictures is incredible, unless the woman has her
hair cut as short as the average man. It will be necessary to fasten the gag be-
' hind the neck underneath the hair, because it cannot be pulled tight enough if the
hair is tied inside the knot. I challenge even the most gentlemanly abductor to
gag a struggling woman without putting her hair into a state of complete dishevel-
ment,

One author who shows either deep thought or some kind of personal experience
in this respect is Eric Linklater. I want to quote a passage from his novel,
"Poet's Pub", both as an accurate description of the necessary procedure and be-
cause it mentions another effect of gagging that I've never seen described else-
where in fiction. The villain in this case is a quite nice person who adopts a
sensible method of keeping his victim under control while binding and gagging her:
threatening to throw acid in her face, This is a much more convenient threat than
the mysterious success of so many fictional characters in holding a gun pointed at
the victim with one hand and doing the tying with two other hands.

"I shall have to gag you, of course," he continued. '"Open your
mouth," "No!" said Nelly desperately. Mr Wesson's hand went out to
the bottle on the dressing-table, and Nelly's mouth opened wide. Mr,
Wesson made a ball of a linen handkerchief and thrust it in, but see-
ing her shudder he removed it and substituted a silk one. Then he tied
in the gag with another handkerchief. "I'm sorry to have to do this,"
he said, "it's the first time in my life that I have ever insulted a
woman. But necessity knows no law." :

And later, as Nelly is striving to free herself from the chair to which she
has been bound by a number of neckties:

Her discomfort was increased (though there was no one to see her) by
an embarrassment which people often suffer in a dentist's chair when
the little suction-pumps which are supposed to remove excess of saliva
fail to cope with the rush. Nelly's mouth began to water, and as Mr
Wesson's silk handkerchief was soon saturated she dribbled in a way
which only a child could have endured.

You see, a true gag which prevents noises from coming up through the throat
will prevent saliva drom going down the same aperture. The hero who rescues the
bound and gagged heroine at the conclusion of an adventure story must be quite a
happy person, but I imagine that he feels just a trifle disgusted in the moment
before he frees her, He can't help but notice that she is dribbling and drooling
uncontrollably, and quite possibly has been suffering from a running nose during
her incapacity, Any hero might be excused for demanding that the heroine washes

~her face before he kisses her.

Other sanitary matter might as well be considered before we go on to another
major matter, how to make sure that a bound character will stay bound, Science

9



fiction writers show great ingenuity in making spaceships exceed the speed of light
or finding a common meeting ground for alien races. But they rarely go into the
quite common and difficult necessity of coping with the bodily functions of live
and dangerous captives. I can recall only one or two stories in prozines that have
even mentioned ‘the matter, although science fiction authors are often willing to
explain how the spaceship is equipped with facilities for handling the waste mat-
ters of its crew, When it comes to captives, there was an L Sprague de Camp serial
in Astounding ia few years ago which contained a long march across a primitive world
with a group of captives. The author carefully explained the occasions when the
captors allowed the prisoners to answer the call of nature, But such recognition
of a natural necessity is rare., Sometimes, we can give the author the benefit of
the doubt and assume that he ignores the matter because it is not necessary to his
plot. But at other times, ignoring the problem can ruin the story. Many years
ago, Argosy published a murder mystery. One person had witnessed a murder, The
murderer bound and gagged this witness, dumping him in the cellar of a summer res-
ort behind some boxes where he wouldn't be noticed by the kitchen help and others
who had occasion to go into the cellar daily. He lay there for quite a few days,
until the murder was solved by deduction by a detective, right under the noses of
many persons. I think those persons had pretty poor noses, in the functional
sense, Once again, one must admire the fortitude of the hero who breaks into the
locked closet in which the heroine has been held prisoner for the past two days
and smothers her with kisses and caresses without preliminaries.,

When I was a small boy, the youngsters in my neighborhood formed a weekly

congregation each Saturday at the current Buck Jones or Ken Maynard western movie,
T ' then spent the following Sunday

through Friday re-enacting it. We
tried to follow the plots as clos-
ely as possible in these backyard
derivatory dramatics. However, the
script writers in Hollywood had
three methods of making an actor
incapable of affecting the workings
of the plot for a time. They could
tie him up, wound him, or put him
into jail. Nothing in the neigh-
borhood that. was available to small
boys was strong enough to serve as
a jail substitute, and it damaged
our sense of the theatre to create
a make-believe jail out of rickety
old boards and pretend to be un-
able to break free., Our allowan=-
ces were not large enough to permit
us to purchase real guns and bull=-
ets, so the second method of in-
capacitating a character was also
- unavailable. So tying up a char-
acter was forced to serve in all circumstances., We acquired, as a result, incred-
ible amounts of practice at tying up one another, both during struggles to get
loose and during pretended unconsciousness. Those games convinced me that fiction
writers underestimate tremendously the ability of a human to escape from bonds,
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when anything less solid than heavy chains or handcuffs are employed on the capt-
ive. It is very difficult to tie a human of normal agility and strength in such a
manner that he can neither squimm loose, nor devise a method of signalling for
help, given a few hours of working time. This statement holds good only if we ac-
cept the conventions of fiction and do not practise excessively cruel or sadistic
methods of binding the individual. If you break a man's ams and legs before you
rope him round the wrists and ankles, he isn't going to get loose, but not even
the deeply dyed villains of the boy's thrillers would stoop to such infamy.

I'm quite aware of the apparent contradiction that you can find in newspapers
almost daily. Individuals are tied up in real life during robberies, and help ar-
rives from this or that source before they free themselves. But I believe that my
theory still holds good. In fiction we are dealing with utterly fearless and de-
termined paragons. In a real robbery or abduction, the completely human victims
are usually too weak from terror or excited beyond all self-control, and do not
attempt, methodically, to escape. On the other hand, I can recall only one actual
case in which bound persons who were not rescued by outside help met death from
starvation; it involved a woman and several small children many years ago in a
large American city who were dumped in an abandoned garage

One favourite method in fiction for fettering an individual's hands and amms
is by use of a belt, This strikes me as doubly unrealistic. First, the author
never allows the pants to collapse because of removal of the belt. Second, I re-
fuse to believe that any person can bind lastingly another individual with a belt.
Rope is a much more useful substance for binding a person. But the methods that
are usually described in the magazines or pictured on the screen are not too re-
liable. I have already pointed out the difficulty of keeping a gun trained on the
tyee during the jnitial stages of the process. Even if the victim is afraid to
risk a break for freedom or a grab for the gun while he is only partially tied, he
shouldn't have too much trouble getting loose as soon as he is left alone to his
own devices. Rope with a hard surface, the kind that resists abrasion and fraying,
is difficult to fasten into really tight knots, and some pulling and coaxing will

“usually produce a certain amount of slack., Soft-finished rope can be tied in knots
that can hardly be loosened even by a person who has come to the rescue, but it has
the disadvantage of yielding eventually to whatever friction the tied person can
apply to the tree or post or whatever he may be tied to. Even the person who is
tied hand and foot and dumped in the center of a room can manage to travel at a
snail's pace, in approximately the same fashion as an inchworm humps along, until
he reaches a piece of furniture or woodwork which he can use for rope-fraying pur-
poses. Nelly had the misfortune to be bound with neckties, which are stronger
than rope when properly applied, but she got loose by the simple method of rocking
the chair to which she was bound until it toppled over and fell apart under the
impact. Then there was the real-life victim of a robbery who obtained help while
totally tied up, by yanking the telephone to the floor through hooking the wire
with his legs, then dialed for the operator with his nose.

One extreme of the confidence of authors in the helplessness of a bound person
appeared in a Saturday Evening Post serial a few years ago. A considerate criminal
was forced to kidnap the heroine while fleeing from the law in his house trailer -
caravan to you in Britain; I believe. The author described in naive detail the
manner in which the criminal bound her with strips town from bedclothing, in such
manner as to leave perfect freedom of play for her amms and legs, but unable to
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break loose. The other extreme was demonstrated a bit hyperbolically in a Dick
Tracy sequence at almost the same time as the Post serial. The detective appeared
to be a goner, because he was fettered hand and foot by handcuffs. But he waited
until the villainness got too close to him, grabbed a large hunk of her long hair
with his strong, white teeth, and pulled at it, causing such agony that she re-
leased him in return for relaxation of his jaws.

From those boyhood experiences, I became convinced that there is only one way
to tie a person with a modest quantity of rope and stand a good chance that he -
won't get loose. We must have tested every conceivable method of non-painful ar-
rangements of ropes and limbs, and this was the only one that usually proved to be
unsolvable by the victim, It renders him unable to make a noise of any kind, if
properly gagged, doesn't require any special props, and he can't travel three in-
ches in any direction. The only special equipment that is needed is a strong,
sturdy object that is six feet or more above ground level, like a tree limb or an
exposed rafter. The wrists are tied behind the back., The rope around the wrists
is then looped around the overhead object, and drawn taut enough to require the
victim to lean forward somewhat, to avoid intolerable pain at the shoulders. Then
the rope is fastened securely to them overhead object. The legs are then tied
just above the knees and at the ankles. That usually settles the captive, If he
struggles to free himself, he will suffer such pain from his arm sockets that he
will subside in a few seconds. There is nothing close enough for him to rub his
bonds against, nor can he even use any part of his own body as a contact point for
trying to work loose a gag. The only sounds he can make are quite tiny thumps of
his heels on the floor, and they can be minimized by taking off his shoes, if nec-
essary. If there is no need to keep the captive quiet, it is not ordinarily nec-
essary to tie his feet, but the captive then has a slight chance of inflicting a
painful kick on his tormentor's shins., This system of birnding a captive should be
particularly useful to writers who must keep a character bound for lengthy periods
of time, because it is quite possible to feed a captive while in this position.
And you just try sometime to get food into a man who is bound on the ground and
lying on his stomach, Warning! My childhood adventures with captivity were con-
find to boys. We were Shakespearian enough to exclude females from our productions
- and I don't think the girls in the neighborhood would have let us tie them up,
anyway. Women seem to be hooked together somewhat differently around the shoulders
judging by the way they throw baseballs, If this article should inspire any read-
ers to test out this procedure, I will not be responsible for the expenses that
might result from a dislocated shoulder in a wife or girl friend.

The average fiction writer doesn't seem to show any ingenuity when arranging
for a character to be bound. If he can arrange for the introduction of the proper
props, there are any number of other methods for making it highly unlikely that a
bound person will work loosej in real life, of course, these conveniences are
rarely at hand. A large table built with Victorian sturdiness can serve to spread-
eagle an individual, with one hand or leg to each corner. A straightjacket will
settle anyone for quite a while, if the garment is installed with a proper fit;
otherwise, the wearer can take it off in a matter of minutes. It is surprising
that handcuffs are so rarely used in fiction for immdﬁlizing peoples in the United
States, at least, they seem to be purchasable by anyone why thinks he may need
them, through occasional advertisements from houses dealiny in curplus goods., But
I might point out that a handcuffed person can do quite a bit of damage to his
surroundings and captor, if not watched carefully or fastensd down to some strong
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object, A pair of handcuffs brought down with sufficient force on an individual's
skull can split it wide open. Even with the hands manacled behind the back, some

agile persons with long arms and short legs can get the hands in front of the body
simply by thrusting the legs through them.,

But it's really so easy to keep a
person captive with metal and modern
technology that there's no ezcuse for any
villain who lets a hero or heroine escape.
A sturdy chain and strong padlocks or a
spotwelding outfit are all that are needed.
A chain that is snugly fitted around the
neck will stay on, even if the captive is
a doublejointed person, because this abil=-
ity does not extend to the head connection.
It's really inexplicable, the way fiction-
al characters continue to monkey around
with rope, belts, or that most useless of
all binding substances, adhesive tape.

Most of us have played from time to
time games in which one or more persons
were blindfolded. Those activities, even
if they were as simple as pinning the tail
on the donkey, should have been enough ev=-
idence to tell us to distrust the stories
in which a person stays blindfolded indef-
initely. To begin with, it is hard to
blindfold a person with a handkerchief or
other commonly available small piece of Fi
cloth so thoroughly that he will be unable J N
to see in any direction, or will be unable , N 7
at least to orient himself and the direction in which he is travelling by the int-
ensity of light in various directions., A completely effective blindfold Tequires
materials that are seldom specified in fiction: preferably heavy dark cloth, and
enough time and submissiveness of the victim to tape it to the forehead and cheeks,
to prevent slipping or loosening. The usual procedure, that of tying the blind-
fold behind the head, means that the blindfolded person will be able to work it
loose as soon as he has opportunity to rub his head against anything, unless there
is a fastening against the front of the face as well, Here is where the Biblical
injunction about shaving the head of a woman captive becomes important. The long-
er hair that women generally wear makes it even more difficult to blindfold them
snugly. Unless the hair is cut short and shingled in back, there is usually enough
of it to form a springy cushion that will make the blindfold even easier to work
loose,

It is interesting to note that science fiction stories despite their endless
quantities of extrapolations from the present to the future have not provided many
theories about new ways to incapacitate people. Death rays we have had in quantit-
iesy but we don't want to incapacitate them quite that completely. The old standby
of science fiction in the 1930's was the instrument which provided supersonic vib-
rations that caused anyone within range to fall unconscious, except curiously the
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nearest person, the one who was operating the thing., Unfortunately, this one does
not sourd very logical today. Quite recent research has shown that even the very
mild supersonics that are produced by high fidelity reproduction of music can cause
anything from dissatisfaction to actual personality changes in persons who get too
close to loudspeakers that have peaks above the range of audible sound. Anything
powerful enough to render the individual unconscious would probably derange his
mental procebses permanently,

I would guess that the most neglected systems &
for rendering a person unconscious are two that ;
have been known for a'long time, not systems that
depend on some apparatus that is not yet invented.
One of these is unfortunately messy and not avail- 3
able to authors who are writing about Mars or other
dry spots. It consists of holding a perzon's head
under water for a while. Any healthy person will
recover frcm this type of unconscicusness without

serious after-effects, if he is pulled out at the N 7 X Y
proper time, :::TA A\i« :;)~CD C:E

The other is really iceal for fictional purposes and I suppose only the
Marquis of Queensberpy tradition prevents it from being used more often, It is a

e =2 b 5 hard punch in the pit of the stomach. While it
2 looks inhuman, it is actually much better all
around than the methods usually adopted in stor-

ies, It is silent, the wvictim isn't in a cond-
ition to offer further resistence for several
minutes, and he will not suffer lasting harm,
Two or three ‘players get the wind knocked out of
them accidentally by being butted in the belly
in every American football game. They give .the
eppearance of being completely dead for three
minutes, they feel as weak as babies for the
rext fifteen minutes, and then they return to
the gzme, as vigorous as ever. Without the
stimulants that help a football player to snap
out of it, I judge that a character in fiction
who was bested in this fashion would be helpless for five minutes or so, long
enough for him to be bound or to undergo an exchange of clothing with his opponent
or to be raped or to undergo anything else the plot may require. To make things
even better, the person who throws the punch does not suffer bruised or skinned
knuckles, as he usually does with a punch to the jaw,

There is one other activity of the human body that never seems to receive at-
tention in fiction. Maybe it isnft so important, since it affects only half of the
population, that half undergoes it for only half of the nommal lifespan, and it is
in operation only once each month, But by the law of averages, one would expect
one heroine every now and then to suffer defeat in her deeds of derringdo, simply
because her adventures occurred on the wrong date and she didn't have her usual
untrammeled physical condition on that partsieuvlar day in the calendar., I can re-
call only one instance in a quarter-ccntury of science fiction reading when this
matter turned up in a science fiction story. That was in ¥Three Go Back" by Mit-
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chell, where it was mentioned in passing in the book version and carefully edited
out of i1ts later magazine appearance in a Munsey reprint publication, It occasion-
ally turns up in mundane fiction under circumstances that might be faced by inter-

planetary explorers. "The Cautious Amorist" by Norman Lindsay is the story of four
castaways on a Pacific island:

She came out of the scrub one morning to the camp, where Carrol and
Gibble were sorting out fishing lines. Her eyebrows hoisted a danger
signal and her eyes were darkly pigmented and she issued an imperious
command without explaining it. "One of you will have to give me a shirt,"
"What, to wear?" asked Gibble. "No, of course not." She stamped.
"Kindly understand that I must have it, that's all," "That's all right,
take mine," said Carroll, pulling it off., "Mind, I shall have to tear
it." "Of course." She snatched the shirt and went off into the scrub
with it, leaving Gibble staring after her. "That's very curious," he
said, "Curious: Well, you can call it that, I suppose, I call it a
blasted nuisances you can't put your am round a girl without being
nagged at by its idiotic threat,"

Women don't change much in another respect. The villain who captures a woman
and is godless enough to ignore the Biblical warning to pare her nails might as
well lay in a stock of Bandaids. Long, carefully groomed fingernails on a prisoner
if untrimmed by the captor can cause quite as much damage as any bug-eyed monster
ever threatened to a heroine, even in the far distant future.

- HARRY WARNER Jr

A PR AD GO PR 2

In the last 1ssue we set the first APIDIASCOPE - Let this be an awful warning. There's still time for
competition, the competition that gives every reader i British fans to give Sandy more practice on his micro-
the chance to be a Walt Willis. Unless, of course, he elite typer. We will, of course, be printing portions
1s Walt Willis, when things become a little complicat- | of many entries in addition to giving the winners in
ed. This is a competition, moreover, with truly faan- full, ]
ish prizes; a Diploma extolling your literary merits
for the winner and Certificated Egoboo for runners-up.

=

So, on to the second Apidiascope: it 1s our in-
tention, unless we find some unforseen obstacle
(libel suits etc) to set competitions with a slant

Here's a reprint of Apidiascope No 1 for the ben-

!
efit of British Readers, closing date for entries 3lst | towards fandom and towards sf in alternate issues. The
March 1960, results to be published in the next issue. E first was fandom slanted; here's its counterpart:
I
In 400 words or less, write as Convention APIDIASCOPE 2: In 400 words or less, give
Chairman a letter to the .Manager of the hotel an extract from RED RIDING
in which you have just held your Con., giving HOOD as it might be written
apologies and reasons without actually admit- by one of the following: A.E.Van Vogt; E.E.
ting respcnsibility why half the hotel was l Smith; Eric Frank Russell; Ray Bradbury; or
burnt down. l( 'Grendel Briarton' (Reginald Bretnor) of the
| Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction's
We've already received some excellent entries for ! Ferdinand Feghoot series.
this, including one which is hysterical but so far ex-
ceeds the one and only rule we apply (400 words or Entries to be at Inchmery by 3rd May, 1960,. please.
less) that we are reluctantly excluding it from the

Diploma category (tho' 1t will have to be published!). |

— e ———— VINg  CLARKE
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PENELOPE FANDERGASTE,

There used to be a tradition amongst fanzine edit-
ors of saving a special portion of goodies in the files
for a bumper super-dupered Christmas issue. That, Child-
ren (the old fan added) was in the days when fanzines
were all produced on regular schedules of publishing
dates - dates which would become more irregular as time
went on. Nowadays magazines seem to be put out on an
irregular -basis at any time and there doesn't appear to
be saving for Christmas, which after all, apart from the
religious significance of the commemoration is the time
of year when families try to be together. It is perhaps,
therefore, indicative of the disorganised state of fandom
that fanzines do not smack of the Christmas spirit. With
British fan feuds straightening themselves out and the .
opportunity arising for the BSFA to consolidate the prev-
ious good work of the Bimmingham convention with its London get together at Easter
the foundation has been laid for fandom itself to get the most out of 1960 in a
constructive sense and to have fun at the same time. Remember, the bachelors
amongst you, what leap year can bring.

I noticed that one well known fan distributed a seasonal message which sugges-
ted the possibility of all fans winning the football pools in the New Year. For
the uninitiated - Sandy tells me that furriners read this true blue manifesto - I
had better explain that football pools are very popular in this country, Several
promoters, such as Vernons and Littlewoods, send the -subscriber coupons which he
returns having forecast results of Football Association games to be played the
following weekend. He also sends money. If he is successful in having calculated
or guessed correctly his forecast results, he receives by way of remuneration sev-
eral thousand smackers, dependent upon such trivialities as his having the fortune
to be the only correct forecaster in the country, or his having posted the coupon
back to the promoters. Now this might seem to you that there is present the elem-
ent of gambling and this is quite true. 1I'm not too sure within my own mind that
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gambling luck can be sincerely linked with the spirit of Christmas, but who am I to
question any such greeting, especially when it was a message of good will?

It is a surprising element to me that fandom does condone so much gambling,
however, and especially by older fans at conventions when younger fans are present.
Ted Tubb has rattled poker dice alongside Tikwis Hall and it is becoming a fannish
tradition to be able to say that one has beaten Ron Bennett at brag..

Before I am accused of sticking my neck out, I had better state that there is
the other side of the picture to consider, that of the excellent opportunity fan-
dom offers for gambling on a large and hitherto unexplored scale. We could even
have our own equivalent of the national scale football pools, with forecasts of
such items as George Wetzel's next victim, the date of birth of the Bulmer baby
(€A girl, March 7th as predicted by Pamela in OMPA. And sincere congratulations
from all of Inchmeryf), the attendance at the London Easter convention, what time
of the morning Brian Burgess will arrive at it, the majority of votes gained by the
TAFF winner, the number the special Shorrock concoctions will have reached by a
certain date, the number of pages of the next Sidereal, Space Diversions, New Fut-
urian or what you will (Apf is a little too easy there), the first word on page 28
of the next Hyphen, the number of Berry articles and stories to appear during 1960
or even how many fans will turn pro or go gafia during a given period. The print-
ing of coupons should present no difficulties with the grand array of artistic
talent and duplicating equipment available in fandom-and these coupons could be
sent from some central body. Perhaps the BSFA would like to look further into the
possibilities suggested?

Personally, even the possible forecasts mentioned above, the ones that came
readily to mind, are a little too difficult for me. I'm just popping down the lane
to post my Vernon's.

0000000000 c s s0oass 00 0000000000c0cos e 060600004 cecescesea 0000000000 cascscscsses 00000000

The ever-young Jean Young wrote a couple of issues ago that she preferred me
in a mellow mood and even more recently another fan mentioned to me that he pref-
erred reading controversial material in fanzines. Fannish frivolity is all very
well, he said, but for sheer body a fanzine should contain material which should
make one think, Now we all know that controversy can be a good thing - the early
ORION thrived on it - when personalities are not pemitted to enter the issue.
Dave Jenrette recently made a very good point on this issue in a letter to YANDRO
and it is surprising to find just how many topics have been argued in fandom with-
out parties sinking to the level of slating everyone who happens to disagree with
them, A couple of years ago it was "What has happened to everyone's Sense of Won-
der?" and well, what did happen to it, except that the topic played itself out.
Then there was that discussion on whether quote cards are good things. Remember
that one? Remember quote cards?

Some three or four years ago there was the fannish argument to end all argu-
ments, The subject was the fannish cycle. It was argued that a reader of science
tfiction moved into fannish circles as a neo who began to write for fanzines and
later to put out one of his own. He'd probably have to write the first issue him-
selt and eventually he'd draw good material, would become a BNF and would then re-
tire to the fannish graveyard of FAPA from whence he would gradually fade from the
scene, Now I'm not going to go into all sorts of minor exceptions to this con-
ceived idea, exceptions like the fanzine writer who turns professional or the FAPAn
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who becomes a big name fan on the strength of his FAPAzine alone, but I will men-
tion that point of the fan writing for other fanzines before turning to put out a
fanzine of his own, a fanzine which he would probably have to write himself, Vin{
Clarke once wrote a series of articles on this subject and he noted that many fan-
zine editors of today go straight into fanzine editing without serving an apprent-
iceship of writing for other fans' magazines, For example Mal Ashworth and Ron
Bennett were writing for other fanzines before they began to produce BEM and PLOY
and each continued to write for other fanzines after turning to fan editing. Wing
himself is an example of this kindly habit, and it has been said that John Berry
began RETRIBUTION because' fandom with its 120-odd fanzine titles did not provide
sufficient outlet for his writing abilities. Where, today, have we the fans who
have served their time hacking away before turning to their own brainchildren?
Sandy himself is more a natural editor than a prolific fan writer, and neither
Ethd Lindsay nor Ella Parker - both of whom have taken over the editorship of est-
ablished fanzines in FEMIZINE and ORION respectively - have done much writing for
general circulation. The editors of the long absent SPACE DIVERSIONS have never
been known for their writing abilities and what might be said about the talents of
the editors of LES SPINGE in this respect might be best left unsaid. In fact the
only fan who in recent times has contributed enthusiastically and widely to other
fanzines whilst publishing his own is George Locke, the editor of SMOKE. Long may
this bright light on the fannish horizon continue to shine.

e e e e e e L e e L L L R L R R R Rt

It's probably my cynical attitude that made me think when reading recent iss-
ues of FANAC and SKYRACK, After seeing a note from the Berkeley Giants about try-
ing to get rid of SKYRACK and a mention by the Harrogate harbinger about FANAC be-
ing a lesser magazine, I began to wonder whether all was well between the two fact-
ions of news publishers. I've decided that it is and that it's a little friendly
rivalry, which is after all a Good Thing, and Terry and the two Rons are to be con-
gratulated for keeping their feuding at this happy level.

After reading in SKYRACK that John Boland's novel, "The League of Gentlemen"
had been bought for filming, I picked up a copy of the author's latest offering,
"Operation Red Carpet", and for those who like a good idea written with a stodgy
treatment and a blundering hero in the fine old "send a gun boat" tradition, then
this is their book,

"Operation Red Carpet" is a sort of cross between science fiction of the var-
iety more popular with readers who don't know the first thing about science fiction
and cloak and dagger mysteries usually associated with the Hotspur. The theme of
the book is a good one, though, as I've said. Russia want: to seize power in Brit-
ain but as the Russian leader, a cunning man with whom the silent films would have
had a birthday, realises that to invade the home islands wculd be to court disaster
in the form of a nuclear attack from America, he falls back on Get In By The Back
Door tactics. This part of the book is sound. The scheme is to put unsuspected
Communists in key positions, take leading Members of Parliament and the Royal Fam-
ily hostages, and force a snap General Election from which the puppet government
would emerge triumphant. To cover Russian tracks even further it is decided to have
several thousand German troops (who have been imported into England in the guise of
athletes) on hand. With German troops being used, the blame cannot fall back on
Russia should the master plam fail,

The puppet head of the British Communist Governement vould be a television
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personality beloved and admired by one and all, a weak-kneed thing called Bell.

The author puts forward a convincing case for Bell as the Russian choice and it is
a little disheartening to find him late in the story refusing to kill the hero in
order to achieve his ambitions. There's a lot of infantile subterfuge like Arthur
Davidson Bell meeting "autograph hunters" in Hyde Park so that he can receive mes-
sages from his superiors and then immediately phoning them to check on instructioms.
We've come to expect better even from the GDA in its most muddle-headed mood.

The hero is a Military Intelligence agent who has retited on the rank of Lt-
Colonel, Roger Staynes Harrison. He is persuaded to return to work by a former
colleague who is suspicious but who can't get his superiors to listen to him. I
rather like the way old Roger is chosen for the job. "He knew that Roger was the
best man in the country for the task." Roger blunders into a trap set for him by
the Communists but keeps a stiff upper lip, murders a couple of guards after
scrabbling away at a brick in the wall of the cell in which they've thrown him and
escapes to warn the colleague in good time for him to whip up twelve hundred armed
men to see Britain through the crisis.

It's a pity really that parts of this book are so infantile, Apart from Bol-
and's style of writing in which he keeps adding to descriptions as though he has
remembered details at the last minute, the theme of the book is a good one in that
it shows the British public to have relaxed its guard against subversive activities
and there are some nice touches directed towards thick headed bureaucracy. The
book has plenty of action, but it seems to move at half speed, lacking the slick
brevity of dialogue that we might have found in a similar book by an American au-
thor and all in all it might be considered to be a plodder's book rather than a
work of brilliance. It is not the sort of story which grips so much that you can't
put it down without reading it from cover to cover. The hero has about as much
native intelligence as a moron who wins the football pools, and he's about as
lucky. The scheme to overthrow the British Government depends on a one man heli-
copter which is perfectly plausible and it is hard to see how the master plan can
possibly fail., I almost wish it hadn'ts; it would have made some unusual reading.
This point rather reminds me of "The League of Gentlemen" which concerns a success-
ful bank robbery after which Mr Boland had to search round for a method of having
his crooks meet their nemesis. And that's where we came in, et T

PENELOPE FANDERGASTE.
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Quote from JOHN JELLEY's 'Second Opinion' column, Daily Mail Feb 19th, 1960.

Thevy'zr Ig.
Spacemen will be the elite of the ammy of the future. According to
American sources they must have exceptional ability to withstand "heat, high cen-
trifugal force, pressure breathing and breath-holding in claustrophobic and
sensory deprivation situations.,"

Here is a field where Britain could lead the world. There must be
nearly a million rush hour travellers on the London Underground who pass such a
test every day.

You can, if you like, consider this a free advert for the Daily Mailioesesesocanss
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Recently I've been reading a book
.called "The Art of Readable Writing", by
Professor Rudolf Flesch., You'll be
pleased to learn that, according to his
methods; you have the pleasure of reading
" writing that is ¥very dramatic’ - at
least, that is his assessment of my style
when I checked it against his methods.

. R i e

It Seems that he has a séries of items which you count up - personal words,
sentences, questions, number of syllables, length of senterces and so on. You then
put all these figures together on his charts and presto - you can see your style of
writing is either 'very dull', 'uninteresting'; 'dramatic'; or what-have-you. There
is a more boring way of working it out, and that is by multiplving by decimals to
the third place and subtracting it from a given figure - but I was never very good
at maths anyway, and that system brought me down from "very dram«tic" to just plain
"interesting”. So I knew I still wasn't any good at maths and decided to stick to
the chart method.

Interesting book to read though -- I believe most fan: would come high in his
criteria of writing, ¢

THE THREE BEST THINGS

Joe Patrizio wants to know what I consider the three most im-
portant innovations of the last ten years. Well, I'm a bit cagey about saying --
for several reasons. First, I think if something is completely new within ten
years you seldom have sufficient hindsight to realise which of the items during the
ten years will become the most important in the future. For instance, who would
have guessed that that little invention of Daimler‘s would bscome so important - or
such a menace?, Certainly not within the ten years surrourding its invention,

Then again the word 'innovation' covers a multitude ot things, For instance,
do we refer to the advent in current use of.-glass fabrics? But I saw beautiful ¢
glass brocade in the shops on display in 1944 in Bath! It is only with the last
three or four years, however, that it has been put on general sale, Can we count
that? And finally, what about a new use for a substance? Plastics we have had
with us for many years: at least 30 or 40. But present-day plastics - is it fair
to count them in or is it not?

But my three - well, I think THE mosi important innovation is not a thing but
20



a feeling. The growing awareness by so manv people that 'the Establishment' is not
always rights that it is not concerned with seeing that others are all right but
only with projecting an image that looks as if it is concerned: that the 'blow
you, Jack, I'm all right' philosophy is as much the prerogative of the Government
as of the poor old prole: and that if said poor old prole doesn't watch out he's
going to the wall anyway: and that, finally, because of this awareness a greater
number of people - and many influential people at that - are starting to chip away
and defend us against the Establishment. Look at Lehrer, Sahl, Freberg, 'On The
Beach' - the undercurrent is swelling to the surface and soon it will be at the top
++.1 hope. As one reader says in his letter, maybe the social conscience isn't
fully alive yet, but by damn it's beginning to be born.

It probably isn't fair, though, to use a feeling for one of the three. Let's
instead choose things - with Sputniks and behind-the-moon photographs excluded.
(How much of an innovation are they, anyway?)., My three, in order, would be Sil-
icones, the Hovercraft, and Velcro.

Silicones have meant much to everyone: the ease of cleaning furniture, clothes,
carpets, non-stick cookery utensils; easier manufacture of items that used to stick
madly - bread, tyres and so on, waterproofing, assistance in building... oh yes,
Silicones are a must.

The Hovercraft comes in the car category - we can't yet see its full implicat-
ions but the possibilities are as tremendous as that of the original Kittyhawk.

And Velcro - who hasn't read a science fiction story where a touch of the hand
closed some clothing? Well, here it is in actual life: two furry strips, one for
each side of the opening, Press them together, presto....closed. Pull apart, open.
But a sideways tug won't budge it. No more fiddling with buttons or zips on blouses,
jackets, etc etc etc. So there are my three. Any comments?

And while we are at it, what about the worst three innovations in the last ten
years? Winkle-picker shoes -- the cult of the beatnik -- and the belief in a 'nuc-
lear deterrent'? Maybe, I'm not sure...but they are well up in the count. What
are your three?

On the way to the station I race past cars parked by the dozen. Today I was
greeted with the sight of an ancient (1932 or thereabouts) pale blue Ford. The boot
was covered with dollar sized spots of rust - can't imagine why it should have taken
that fomm, A sort of leprous 'ackney.

Talking of cars, how do you like this ad on the back of a Canadian paper?
7

BOOSTER CABLES RECHARGE DEAD

BATTERY ON THE ROAD IN MINUTES!
Recharges "dead" batter—<_ . A .
16s in cold weather in lOllg" Adv'\' 3. 98
minutes! Start without \for $9 99/
dangerous pulling or pushing which may be harmful
to car with automatic transmissions. Each cable
8 feet long. Merely connect to battery of your
friends car and off you go. . 501 53.98//

I leave the vision for you to conjure up. 21
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I've also been reading a book on the most needed inventions. There's a chap-
ter in it on the 39 post needed inventions, listed by the Associated Defense Com-
mittees (!) of Chicago Technical Societies. I exclaim .at Defense since 24 out of
the 39 are for weapons and 5 to 6 only for protection against weapons...the other
odd few are for items apparently unconnected with war. Are we so evil that the
most important things needed are not such as @

Cheap, easily erected, and easily available housing (Britain alone has six
milli§n who need housing, I daren't even think of India and other Eastern coun-
tries)s

Cheap, and again, gasily available oral contraception (oh yesy 1 know they're
working on it, but... It was 1946 when a depilatory for men's beards was about to
be tested in an American laboratory: any male fen seen any on the market yet?):

Personal one-or-two-man flying discs, cheap and gafe:

Rolling roads (I know they've been invented but when will we wipe out the
chaos between London Bridge, Cannon Street, and Charing Cross?):

A television without a high-pitched whistle, and developments of underwater
television:

Really portable typers, tapers and record players:

Dupers that work on a less messy system,

And all these must be cheap, cheap, CHEAP. Oh, and a method of distributing
the world's food to those who need it,not burying it and paying a subsidy to the
farmers for its non-sale,

Where are our abilities to distinguish between what is a necessity, and what
is something to feed our own aggrandisement?

Defence, forsooth!!!

PLASTICS .
Meanwhile, here is an opportunity for British fen at least. Shell are
running a competition for designs for the use of plastics. If you write to them
at:

Shell Chemical Company Ltd.,

Plastics Division,

170 Piccadilly,

London W.1.

asking for details of their design competition,
they'll send you a wallett filled with booklets, entry forms and everything you
need. It isn't necessary to enclose a stamped addressed envelope with your letter.

There's £1,000 in prizes, split into £500, £300 and £200, and I don't see why
fans shouldn't stand a good chance.,. Good Luck.

WE LIKE JOHN JELLEY DEPT.
Referring to an item concerning an electronic computer,

Jelley (in his Feb 23rd column) says it reminds him of his favourite science fiction
story by Fredric Brown, which he then relates in three paragraphs., Millions of cal-
culating machines have been linked into one brain., The operator asks the question
no other machine could answer "Is there a God?" A bolt of lightning kills him and
welds all the connections and the machine says "There is MNOW",

Akl this in a popular daily newspaper, yet. JOY K CLARKE
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.

-Pssst., Who you gonna vote for in TAFF?
-Haven't really made up my mind yet. Guess I'll look around a little longer.
-But you can't wait! Look, take my advice and vote for +"/’@L£("£@.

-It's funny you should say that,...see that bloke on the corner back there? He
said more or less the same as you only the name was different.

-0Oh.,

-Yes, and the man further back, leaning on the lamp-post...he gave a third
name for me to vote for.

-Hmm. Well, at least you'll agree it is vitally important for you to make up
your mind and vote NOW,,.?

-I'1l do nothing of the kind. What's the hurry?

-But..but.,everybody agrees you should vote N¥Q*W!!

~Nonsense. It's not votes that are needed straight away, but subscriptions,
-1 hadn’t thought of it like that.

~Look, if TAFF is going to have two trips organised in one year the thing
that is needed is cash, right? If they don’t get the cash it won't matter who votes
for who. So the thing to do is to send cash to Ron Bennett, 7 Southway, Arthurs
Avenue, Harrogate, or to Bob Madle, 672 Ripley Street, Brookville, Alexandria, Va.

-Sounds okay as far as it goes.

-Sure, and while fans are sending cash to the fund they might as well double
up on it...in the States it's far easier to stick a dollar bill into an envelope as
it is to mess about with 50 cents...and though it isn't much sasier in this country
unless you go up to 10/- (which is perhaps a bit much for some people) it must be
admitted that 2/6 is on the small side.

-Yes, but what about the voting?

-I'm getting to that, Once you've subscribed and got your name down as elig-
ible to vote - and the organisers have a good idea of whether or not the Fund can
afford the trip - then you can settle down to study the three candidates, MAL ASH-
WORTH, ERIC BENTCLIFFE, and SANDY SANDERSON, Think back over what they've done in
recent vears, what they are doing now, what they might do in the future, and all
the other things that might influence you, and then vote by JUNE 15th, 1960.......
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Some little time ago, Inchmery played host to an
exiled membor of Lancaster Fandom while he set out
to make his fortune and thus provide a home of his
own for his innocent sex-kitten of a wife. This is
NOT the way in which he did it.

OF A

P SALESMAN
KEN” POTTER

Being poverty stricken has its romantic aspects I suppose, but it begins to be
a bit of a drag after a while. I recently decided to give it up and earn about £20
a week, You can't do that in the backwoods, so I made for the Big City, where the
money is.

I answered an advert which promised a minimum of £15 for capable men - not bad
for a start - and the chap who interviewed me received me with open arms. "You" he
said "are just the type of man we need. You will do well, you will be a success,
you will be rich., There's no work attached, it's easy. It's impossible not to
make money. When can you start?"

So I told him. They trained me for three days (we had to know which was the
sucking end and which the blowing end) and my colleagues proved to be an extremely
motley crew., In the ranks of the successful, established top salesmen, I encount-
ered quite a number of manifest idiots, and bitter-seeming, taciturn individuals,
My chances of affluence seemed sensational, and this impression was enhanced by the
fact that my superiors seemed to regard me as the finest potential salesman they'd
seen for years. I couldn't lose.

Neither could the domineering, cynical, ex-works manager who used to make big
money by causing strikes in a glass factory. Or the itinerant father of 5, with an
Oxford accent, and a fascinating history including attempted suicide.

The others could, tho. Among them was an Indian who knew so little English
that he pronounced "polythene" as 'paraffin' and had to have everything repeated to
him at least thrice. It was more pitiful than funny to imagine what straits had
driven him to employment he couldn't possibly hope to cope with. His nonchalant
claim that he owned a chain of expensive night clubs could be shattered by five
minutes conversation with him. He was not a convincing liar, which is one thing
you must be to sell vacuum cleaners. That, by the way, is what we were supposed to
be doing.

Also conspicuous on the list of abysmal failures was Mr Bordwell. I never did
find out his Christian name - he was never silent long enough to be asked., He
talked without ceasing, It was impossible to interrupt him and equally impossible
to extract the slightest atom of coherence from his words, 25



"I am going to buy a cokernut" he said, "and I'm going to place it on the car-
pet of the next house I go to and break it with a hammer, and pick up the pieces
with the cleaner, and produce them from the dust bag and hand them round. Then I
am going to pick up the baby and dangle it from the end of the carpet cleaning att-
achment to demonstrate the power of the machine, I didn't go to bed last night,
most nights I don't because I take benzedrine to keep me awake, This baby-picking
up stunt would be great for a television ad, I mean it shows the colossal power, I
used to work in the mixing section of a chocolate factory and..." He would go on
and on and on - spending a good fifteen minutes analysing half-a-dozen artistic
chocolate wrappings, Seldom a word about vacuum cleaners - never a sane word about
anything,

With the above characters and some others I eventually climbed into a van and
went out selling under the exuberant leadership of a bright-eyed and bearded nut-
case named Collins, A salesman to compare with the very best. He used the bombas-
tic approachs; screaming at the unsuspecting customer until the spineless creature
would agree to buy anything. After he had sold, he would demand tea, and having
drunk it, would stalk triumphantly out.

Before we new lads commenced, we were inundated with stories of the strange
life forms behind all those anonymous doors. We would be greeted by seven-foot
high dogs, or deaf mutes, or musclebound wrestlers with shotguns, or attractive un-
married mothers offering sexual gratification in lieu of deposit. But first we had
to knock. The Indian chap with the night clubs didn't - he spent his first day
skulking terrified in a telephone kiosk, and he rang up the operator and told her
his troubles,

The amazing Bondwell never entered a single house during the whole of the
three weeks he worked for the firm, so they dispensed with his services. I wonder
where he is now? Adding another chapter to his weird life, anyway. The story was
that he had married twice, first at the age of sixteen. He didn't want to get
married and his ambition was to get divorced, which he did a few months later. He
was 28 and looked 48, I expect he felt 68.

I felt 88 myself after knocking on some of those unyielding doors. It seemed
they didn't have pgople behind, but steel springs. Still, if you knock at a hun-
dred doors the odds are there will be at least one lovable soul who has just decid-
ed to buy a vacuum cleaner. Thus, I reasoned and therefore I did not despair,

The Indian did, and I don't blame him. For the evening performance he gave up
his kiosk and hung about in the street. It was raining. When he lifted his box
back into the van after a frustrating soul-destroying day, the soggy bottom fell
out, leaving loose vacuum cleaner parts all over the pavement. He accepted it
philosophically, and quit the same night.,

Every afternoon we leaped exuberantly into the little black van, chuckling
over the interlineation inscribed in the dust on the back - "Don't laugh madam -
your daughter may be inside". And we sat cramped together, peering at each other
over colossal mounds of unsold cleaners, chattering gaily about portentious topics
like sex and politics, and singing gay popular songs, tearing wildly through the
seething city until - there we were - the salesman's paradise. Brixton.

56 One by one we jumped out gleefully, each in his allotted street - until I came



to mine., Although by this time my heart was a shuddering sunken jelly I grinned
bravely and made with the gleeful bound, heaving my big cardboard box out behind me
nonchalantly, and slamming the van door with a carefree inconsequential grip. The
van disappeared swiftly round the nearest corner. I looked down at my box, and up
at the endless sequence of anonymous doors. I stood bewildered and craven, but I
marshalled my courage and ambition and, pausing only to half-smoke four cigarettes,
I strode regally up to the first uninviting portal. Eventually, I knocked,

To most of the worthy citizens of Brixton I explained in vain that I was not
selling anything, that I merely wished to demonstrate a sensational revolutionary
tremendously efficient multi-purpose household unit which (when it was finally av-
ailable to the public) would banish drudgery forever from every progressive British
home. Fruitlessly I told them that I was doing this from the most altruistic of
motives in the interests of advertising and market research. However eloquently I
portrayed their bitter and tearful disappointment when I told them they couldn't
buy the wonder machine after they had seen it, and wanted it - nay, needed it ---
sooner or later almost all the doors were shut, leaving me on the outside. But not
quite all, and there was my bright expectation of affluence. A few would be deligh-
ted to see my demonstration in the evening and they were my hope, for each sale
meant a fiver and with a mere half-dozen sales out of all the hundreds of doors I
knocked, I would soon be tremendously rich.

After a mere four million doors, the van reappeared. The high spirits of the
mob were quite undiminished. As for me, I felt great - I was to demonstrate to no
less than five simple-minded, madly progressive householders. How could I possibly
fail to make at least two sales? When we went into the cafe for tea I ate well -
why not, when by weekend I would be painting the West End vemmilion, tipping fivers
and wearing a Saville Row suit, I boasted flamboyantly of my forthcoming success,
and I was greeted with the utmost enthusiasm. I won 2/- in fair competition on a
pinball machine., An omen.

Then the van sped back to my street and left me to fill my pockets with gold.
All T had to do was call back on the five suckers I had lined up. The machine, of
course, would sell itself. The first four denied all knowledge of me, and wouldn't
let me in. Indeed, they instructed me to go away. With vile imprecations tearing
through my mind I knocked on the fifth door. They were delighted to see me, they
gave me tea, and I did a perfect demonstration in a corner, while they watched TV
with one eye and children with the other, glancing at me occasionally to make sure
I wasn't stealing the candlesticks. Addressing myself mainly to the man of the
house, I ascertained that in his opinion it was a truly marvellous machine, and
everybody ought to have one., I made him my magnanimous advertising offer, and he
almost broke down and cried at my kindness but regretfully explained that he was
financially embarrassed owing to having bought a new vacuum cleaner yesterday.

I left. But let us not dwell on the details. After ten days or so of this
my confidence was beginning to wane and when the Thursday of my second week came
round and at the end of it I had only nearly sold, the supervisor gave me a little
pep talk, a highly encouraging one which finished with the assurance that he knew
I would start selling tomorrow, and then there would be no holding me. So well ar-
gued was his speech, and delivered with such conviction, that the scales fell from
my eyes, and the future seemed bright once more.

So the following day I stayed away and got another job., -KEN POTTER=-
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In the absence of DAG's regular column,
herewith some reprints from his 1954
SAPSzine, Spacewoof.

Dean A gren néll

I've been accused - perhaps justly - by some people who say that I often talk
about the people connected with science fiction and rarely about sf itself. Be
that as it may - usually it's because I can think of gomething to say about the
people while the sf itself is not often conducive to comment. :

Sam Mines, I think, said that the vocabulary of the fan-critic embraces in its
broad entirety exactly two words: stink and classic., Sam should know because part
of his thankless task was to wade through what I'd judge to be the thickest crop of
the dullest letters by the most puerile letterhacks in the business. You may dis-
agree if you wish - maybe Lowndes or thé editor of Planet :zan claim this dubious
distinction. But there's a lot of truth in what Sam said...there is most of the
time,

'Stink" in my humble, barefooted opinion, is a word that is totally unsuited
for literary criticism. For one thing, it's semantically inaccurate. For another,
it is the most dreadfully overworked, swaybacked, bespavinad, trite cliche I can
imagine. Like so many cliches, it had power and punch in its younger days. Some-
body whose name I don't remember said of the brilliant but slippery Henry Clay that
"He sparkles and stinks like a rotting mackerel in the moonlight."

But even if I did have a penchant for applying the temm "stink" to a story I
doubt if I'd get the opportunity very often. The term I'd prefer and one that I
commend to the critic and letterhack for incorporation into their vocabulary is
"impen", used as a noun. This is short for impenetrable and would denote a story
that the reader couldn't get through or didn't even start. It will be 25 years
next fall some time that I read my first science fiction story at the tender age
of six years. It was contained in a magazine that I only barely recall as being
somewhat along the lines of the present-day "Popular Mechanics" and I found it
crumpled in the corner of the woodshed at school. I can't even remember much about
the plot of the thing beyond a faint recollection that it dealt with a trip to the
moon and difficulties when the oxygen ran low. Maybe someone can identify it from
these slim clues and tell me what it was. But I doubt it.

Anyway, in the years since then, I've read an awful lot of science fiction,
interlaced between an even greater amount of non-sf... for, like Calabrese, I think
that a straight literary diet of sf engenders a sort of mental stagnation. Just
the same way that an apazine composed of nothing but revievs of the previous mail-
ing contributes to the stagnation of that particular apa.

But, without intending to sound consciously blase, I‘ve long since reached
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the stage where I don't sling around the temm "classic" very promiscuously. If I
had to compile a list of stories in this category right now, without having access
to my archives, I'd be sure to leave out a few that I wouldn't want to slight. I
have that kind of memory. But such a list would most certainly include "Darker
Than You Think" by Jack Williamsonj "Slan" by van Vogt; "Methuselah's Children" and
"Year .of the Jackpot" by Heinleinj; "Gratitude Guaranteed" by Bretnor and Neville;
"Fury" by Kit and Hank Kuttner; "The Cloak" by Robert Blochj "The Indigestible
Triton" by Hubbard; "Here Comes A Candle" by Fredric Brown and maybe a few others.

It is to be assumed that everybody who reads this will disagree with the
above listing, in part or in teto.  Your own opinion of a story is dependant upon
so many factors that an objective and impartial judgment is very nearly impossible.
Your mental attitude at the time of reading, your framework of experience, your
unique qualities as an individual... all of these bear upnn your rating of any
given story or any other artform for that matter.

Trtriren Tty

One time down in Harlingen a bunch of us were waiting to get on a bus that
would take us from the range back to the base. The bus was always crowded and un-
less you stepped lively you stood up for the hour or so it took to make the trip.
We were way at the back of the line when the driver opened the door so we took di-
rect action by starting to climb through an open window. It was my usual fate to
be half in and half out of the window when the irate driver (a_Corporal) came bar-
ging back and- seized me in the act of illegal entry, He-hauled me down and looked
me sternly in the eye. "What's yore name, soldier?" he rasped. "F-f-fairchild,"

I f-faltered. "P-p-P T Fajrchild," "Don't give me none uh that crap soejer.

Lemme see yer dawg-tags:" I knew when I was whipped. Meekly I rummaged them forth
from my pocket and held them out. He inspected them carefully and laboriously took
down all the data with a stub of a pencil on a notebook he carried. "You'll be
hearing about this, Boaz," he said ominously.as he stomped away, And for all I
know they may still be looking for Luther C-Boaz in the Air Force. Poor guy. He
took the rap for so many of my nefarious escapades ‘back in those days. I think I
may have glommed on to the tags' some night on CQ when they were lying in an orderly
room desk. Most of the time I carried them instead of my own except when I was
flying. For Boaz, like myself, had type "B" blood coursing through his veins and

I didn't want to have an AT-18 drop on me and awake to find myself getting pumped
full of type "0" corpuscles and he was a Protestant which meant I wouldn"t get
dispatched to some promised land with my records all fouled up by having gotten
extreme unction at the last minute or something. At one time I knew his serial
number as well as I know my own, I wonder what happened to M L SO0 SET

71110188 LI I B A I I |

I bought BRAIN WAVE last week and liked it very much indeed...best Ballantine
since MORE THAN HUMAN. Don't quite know why but I liked the parts with the moron
on the farm better than those with the bright young scientist - maybe because my
mind's eye insisted in visualizing the latter as Richard Carlson. You may judge
how well I liked it when I say that I even bought an extra copy (paper-bound, of
cuss) to send to Willis and I usually just do this with POGO books.

DEAN A GRENNELL
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January lst, 1960. One of the
, Frad things I have
il always wanted to do in the Diary has
il been to present the letters as they
came in, in the form of letters! Lack
4l of space has made this impossible in
Ml the past, but with the beginning of the
it Diary for a brand new year - and the
(1l fact that I now have a micro-elite type-
Aliwriter - I can at last have a go at it,
iiliThe micro-elite typer will only give
fiirise to a slight increase in material -
in the editorial, for instance, and in
Hilthe occaslonal footnotes and small items
il that need to be fitted in somewhere,
4i0ther than this its use will be limited
¢lito improving layout and so on, espec-
iiially in the Diary., The gain in the
twidth of the letters will be used to
1inset correspondence; the gain in the

G R

linumber of lines will be used to para-

1-ﬁ : ’ ‘/nn :if ‘ﬁ{

Ll ; : {{ i .

dali . ifinigraph letters properly., In this way,

jf‘&f / \\\ F\’ r—t t;i & (’N \\\ .JaWalthough some pcople might object, I

i 598 2e J ) I:;-J ) : J %ﬂqhope to ensure that the Diary remains
i ; clear and legible...but read on....

WILLIAM F TEMPLE, 7 Elm Road, Wembley, Middle§9x. 31st December 59,

Dear APEZ,
New Year's Eve.

Eisenhower has just announced that at any time from New Year's Day America will
resume H-bomb tests. He then wished everyone a Happy New Year and went out to play an-
other round of croquet. No, sorry - golf. Maybe I was thinking of Wells! The Croquet
Player. 0Or maybe the croquet game in Alice in Wonderland, Either seems fitting,

So the "eminent scientists" did, after all, persuads him to let them play with
their new economy-size bomb.

Here we go again. Seems mankind is chained to a mad merry-go-round, which

sometimes stops but never for long. During the week BBC~TV has been showing a series

of pictorial reviews of the decades between 1900 - 1955, The crassness which led to
two World Wars and the 1929 economic smash. The Political Ostrich Parade - Coolidge,
Hoover, MacDonald, Baldwin, Chamberlain, Wells piping warnings in vain. And now, Wells
has gone and the Ostrich Parade - Eisenhower, Macmillan - 1s still hers. Swastika daubs
re-appear on walls...

'""But what good came of it at lastpt
Quoth little Peterkin —!

Tried to escape from claustrophobia by a trip through time. Browsed in the
long historical vistas of Reade's The Martyrdom of Man, Result - deeper depression.
The Political Ostriches, the smart boys, the religious maniace, the intriguers, the
witch-doctors, the murderers, tyrants and fools were going through these self-same mot-
lons thouslands of years ago.

; As someone pithily remarked: "All men learn from history 1s that men learn
nothing from history." ilhat can we do about 1t? Write to fan-mags, whose readers -
mostly - know all about 1t, anyhow? Write to the newspapers, who never print your let-
ters? Demonstrate at Aldermaston and be jailed for "Disturbing the Peace"? (0Oh, ironic
phrase!) ‘Take to drink?
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Maybe mother was right: gin 1s a depressant. I shouldn't have chosen to see
the New Year in on it, but stuck to beer. Can some happy~souled Pippa cheer me up,
glve me grounds for believing that history is a rising spiral and not just a damn silly
ride on a carousel? (Calkins? Anybody?

i Miserable New Year to you...

January_2nd.  SKYRACK 11 - Ron Bennett, 7 Southway, Arthurs Avenue, Harrogate, 6d

per copy, 6 for 2/6 or 35¢ (65¢ by air) to Bob Pavlat. This issue
gave news of the Easter convention that caused even the most hardened fen to start
checking their wallets, The situation has since changed; SO¢eovsas

DICK ENEY, 417 Ft Hunt Road, Alexandria Virginia. 28 December 1959.

Dear Sandy,

I can add a few notes on the Goon Trip: the Complex Strategic Move didn't pan
out because the Toronto crowd couldn't make 1t to Fond du Lac. When I heard of Andy
going to Toronto before the con I suggested that he and the Derelicts make this move on
DAG's, and he said goshwow yes that!s a fine 1dea. Unfortunately, he had assumed that
I'd contacted the Canadians before making this suggestion and I assumed he'd contacted
them before approving it, so when Raeburn and company did hear about it they were a
trifle put out by our bland assumptions,..it's about 700 miles from Torontc to FdL, far
too much for a brief pre-con trip.

For a wonder, I think Jean Younj spoke up best in the section on Nuclear Warfare &
How Not To Enjoy 1t - not that Jean saying things full of intelligence is a wonder, but
saying them about Fallout is...I never before knew her to actually EXPLAIN how she
thought about anything involving destruction and militartism. This little hal f-page was
good stuff,
Best & all........

January_4th., Had a visit from Ron and Daphne Buckmaster - Ron has been posted to

some outlandish place in Scotland and this was in the nature of a
farewell visit. Chances are he'll be back in London for the con, though, and he
hopes to be posted back close to London in about 12 months. Figuring that Daphne
would have a fair amount of spare time on her hands we have now persuaded her she
should become Official Editor for OMPA ... her agreement involved our promising to
duplicate Off Trails and Esprit for her. You can't win... I predict this lively
couple will be missed in this area.

January 6th. SKYRACK 12 - Bennett again, of course. The main reason for this is-
sue is to announce the TAFF results. Don Ford was the winner by a
generous margin and best wishes and congratulations are hereby extended along with
the hope that he has a good time over here. Along with Skyrack came mi #1 from
Eric Bentcliffe, 47 Alldis Street, Great Moor, Stockport, Cheshire, This is design-
ed to re-introduce Eric to general fzndom after his background stint with the BSFA
and the first issue consists of his replies to a recent quiz set through JD-ARGASSY,
As such it is a pretty good way for Eric to recap on his fanac in the past.

January_7th. THE DIRECTORY OF 1959 SF FANDOM - and again Bennett: This list of

almost 500 names and addresses is an invaluable reference work. You
can get it for 1/9d to Ron or 25¢ to Bob Pavlat or, if you are a member of OMPA, if
you ask for it, If you are in FAPA you've got it.

SHANGRI-L'AFFAIRES 47 - 20% or 6 for $1 or trade for fanzines, art, material or
letters of comment (one per issusz). Write to Bjo at 980% White Knoll Drive, Los
Angeles 12, California. This is a bumper Christmas issue and the contents are many
and varied and all interesting., I can't pick out any item to stress above any oth-
er, and to list them all would be meaninglcss, Get it, if possible, Along with
this issue came MERETRITIOUS (and happy new year) containing artwork by some of the
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best illustrators in fandom (particularly good was one by Barr) and a few other
items. The production of this special Christmas supplement to Shaggy is superb.

January 8th.
ANDY .YOUNG, 11 Buena Vista Park, Cambridge 40, Mass. 3 Jan 60.

Dear Inchmery, '

Let me say right at the beginning that I'm opposed to Gregg Calkins' views
on the subject of fallout; I am, in fact, against military action as an instrument of
policy (or anything else) in general. But...well, on to the first reply, from Dr Hammet.

Certainly the danger exists of accidental war; the possibility is more than slight,
and I doubt that things could go on for more than three or four decades without having
this actually happen. So far, Or H and I agree, and contend that Gregg is either unin-
formed or stupid to discount this possibility. And I've already indicated, in my last
letter, my disagreement with Gregg on the China question.

Now comes the part about "scientists". First of all, to say that one "is a citizen
first and foremost, and a student of science afterwards" is a moral proposition, not a
statement of fact. Many people do not consider themselves citizens first, scientists
afterwards; whether they should or not is a question which can be argucd from both
sides. What is meant, preciscly, by 'citizen"? Does it mean loyalty to one's country,
or to humanity in general, or having an active '"social conscience'". or what? Ambiguous
statements supported only by an appeal to "common sense" or "reason" or "decency" make
me very wary. To help clarify my own position, I assert my agreement with Swift that
one should not Yvend poisons as cordialst, I myself would never work to develop instr-
uments of destruction, and it 1s only with reluctance that I have, from time to time,
undertaken any work at all from military contracts, or even from the federal government.
I agree that scientists should consider the social consequences of their work; in the
case o f my own work, howover, social consequences are so far removed from sight, or
even wild imagination, that the question almost never arises, There is, however, a
point to consider: faced with the prospect of a discovery which has clearly negative
consequences, the conscientious person might prefer to remain at the front of activity
in this field in the hopes §f guiding the work into the beneficial possibilities, and
with the idea of warning and persuading people against the negative side, rather than
let someone else - and there is always going to be a someone else in science, for the
facts are there, and any able brain can interpret them - who might have less inclination
to make a fuss over moral points, do the discovering. This, it seems to me, is the
point of view taken by quite a number of people who worked on the release of nuclear
energy ~ Oppenheimer, for example. In an ambiguous case, this might even be my point of
view. Scientists, after all, do not make policy; many hoped that a demonstration expl-
osion would be made in circumstances designed:to minimize casualties, with the warning:
surrender or we will use this. Though the*dévelopers of the Bomb must bear indirect
responsibility, certainly the more direct portion lies on those who decided to use the
thing with no warning against a largely helpless and innocent civilian population.

Now as to. the matter of fallout. This is NOT a black-and-white matter at all. Ev-
eryone outside of a few professional apologists agrees that fallout is not good. The
question over which many a troubled word has been expressed is: how harmful 1s a given
dose of radiation, administered in such-and-such a way. An enormous amount of space
has been devoted to this question in the pages of SCIENCE here, and I suppose that com-
parable material occurs in NATURE over there. The answer is just that once one gets
below doses which are obviously lethal or damaging - and the artifiotally-produced rad-
tation 1s enormously smaller than this - we simply do not know. At most we can set an
upper l1imit; we know we are not all going to drop dead overnight from yesterday's fallout.

Let me put it this way: there are two billion or so people in the world, If we want
to find out the amount of radiation which would cause, say, 100 deaths among them in ten
years, we would have to subject several sets of two billion rats, mice, or what have you,
to various levels of radiation, for ten years, eliminate all the deaths by causes so ob-
scure that many have not been discovered yet, and carefully sort out the remainder. We
would then have our answer, with an accuracy of only about ten percent. And we would be
left with the question of how to transform the results of the animal experiments into
something meaningful for man. In short, there is very little hope of ever performing
vast enough experiments to determine the effects of present levels of fallout precisely.
However, there 1is the hope that if a theoretical understanding of basic physiology and
the physiological effects of radlation can be found, then there might be a sound basis
for extrapolating the observed effects at higher doses to the levels we are worried about.



There. 18 an approach to this in the case of heredity: mutations are almost certainly
directly proportional to the dose, no matter how administered, no matter what the level.
The geneticists are pretty well agreed that the genetic damage is proportional to the
radiation which causes 1t. In the case of somatic effects like leukemia, things ere not
at all clear, in spite of what the doctor says. Radiation 1s not likely to be the only
cause of the disease; the reported death rate from leukemia may have trebled since 1945,
but the level of background radiation certainly has not (it has increased by an average
of 20%). No one doubts that large doses of radiation cause leukemia and explain the
Hiroshima cases; fallout is a different matter. In any case, the average citizen rec-
eives many times more radtation from X-ray machines in dentists' and doctors' offices
than from natural background, or from background plus the highest known levels of fall-
out. The question is whether radtiation from fallout is, or is not, more effective than
X-rays in producing damage of a given kind. The answer is, I repeat, unknown.

But we can certainly take the conservative point of view: that of extrapolating the
effects of higher doses downward with a linear function. On this point of view we have
already killed or doomed to premature death tens or hundreds of thousands of people,
even in the absence of further tests. Faced with this poseibility, and with NO certain
knowledge of whether this figure, or zero (as has been suggested by some people who have
worked as hard, earnestly, and honestly at the problem as anyone else), 1s the correct
one, we must decide whether the supposed advantages of continued nuclear stalemate, with
or without more tests, but always with the possibility of nuclear war on a vast scals,
are worth this possible price. I emphasize again, the price may be zero (1f there 1s a
threshold for these effects) — we do not know. But since it is most likely that the
genetic effects have no threshold we should at least assume that every addition to the
fallout is detrimental to our children, and their children, and theirs, and theirs....
for (literally) thousands of years (because of the long life of carbon-14). Personally,
I find the choice a fairly easy one, becausec Il am not committed to a belief in the eff-
ectiveness of nuclear deterrence. But for people in the government (which is officially
committed to this view) and to the average citizen (who feels duty-bound to support his
government, and who is pretty ignorant of the detailed complexity of the situation) the
choice 1s not at all simple - particularly when experts with big reputations like Teller
go around saying fallout 1s harmless and the advantages of nuclear weapons are great.

Let me emphasise again: the risk we run is unknown. It might be zero, or at least
very small. It might be enormous in terms of total lives lost. In any case each in-
dividual runs a very small risk at the current levels of fallout - a risk so small,
indeed, that 1t cannot be measured as yet.

This 1s one of the major points: the individual risk is very much smaller than the
risk you take in breathing metropolitan air, with its poisons and carcinogens from auto
exhausts. It 1s smaller than the risk you take in driving a car, or riding in a public
conveyance, But there 1s an important side issue here: if you are worried about your
health, you can move to the country, or stay indoors all day under a sunlamp and air-
conditioner. These non-nuclear risks are personal in the sense that you willingly un-
dergo them for the sake of the kind of life you lead. You do not stay away from the
dentist because his X-ray machine will, very likely, result in the death of a distant
descendent twenty generations hence; for if you stayed away you would run the risk of
becoming sick, or dying, from jaw infections resulting from rotiing teeth, which 1s a
far greater risk. You run one risk for the sake of avoiding a greater one. But in the
case of fallout, the risk we take is not clearly less than the risk we avoid: we may
be destroyed by a nuclear war in spite of - or even bocause of - '"deterrence". And
here's the real moral difficulty: fallout is world-wide, so we impose these risks on
millions of people who have never heard of nuclear weapons, who do not know that fallout
exists. You cannot escape fallout by moving to a country which does no nuclear testing,
as the Japanese fishermen know. There remains of course, the possibility that the
general stratospheric fallout (as opposed to the immediate tropospheric fallout which ;
hit the Japanese fishermen) 1s at present levels, completely harmless. This. I think, }
is one of the reasons why so much more has been made of the fallout danger than of i
the risk we take from polluted air, bugsprayed food, and so on: there is a wide rec-
ognition of a sarious moral dilemma in the possibility that the very steps which,
supposedly, will make another major war impossible, are even now killing off friend,
foe, and uncommitted bystander alike; and there is a political problem in the poss-
ibility, too, since the uncommitted people are not likely to side with those who have
been sowing their air and soil with possible death. This consideration is very likely
the major effective one as far as the officials who make nuclear policy are concerned.
This 1s one of the senses in which the term 'nuclear blackmail" might well be used.

Now on to Bill Temple's letter. The major bone I have to pick here is the use of
the word "scientist". I am one, I think, by anybody's definition, even Bill Temple's.
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tnd I think his definition is silly. No, that's not the right word for 1t; 1t's admir-
ably idealistic, in a way, but 1t's also wrong in a way. Science is not a matter of
morals. It's a matter of experience, and a way of dealing with facts, and (perhaps) an
attitude toward the physical part of the universe, the directly-observable part, It's
as silly to say "Teller 1s not a scientist" as 1t 1s to say "G M Carr is not a fan". It
1s true that scientists generally (just like fans) hold liberal views in politics, are
anti-authoritarian, "moral", etc, etc. It would be nice if everybody were that way, you
and I would say. The scientist, or the politician, or the doctor, has great power to do
harm 1f he misuses his knowledge, so it 1s extra important that such people should be
kind, compassionate, conscientious human beings. But 1t's one thing to say, in a loose
and somewhat figurative sense, that So-and-so isn't a "real" scientist, or politician,
or whatnot, because he doesn't ltve up to your tdeal of what such a person should be;
and 1t's another thing to say that Einstein wasn't a scientist because he had a small
hand in the development of nuclear energy. You might as well say that human beings are
rational creatures, point out that G M Carr is not rational, and conclude that GMC 1s
not a human being. In a metaphorical sense, the statement has some meaning; in a liter-
al sense 1t has none and is absurd. Or rather, in a literel sense 1t is simply false.

Well, I certainly don't enjoy being in a class ("scientists") with Teller, or in an-
other ("human beings™) with GMCarr, but I am forced to be in those juxtapositions by the
use of the words themselves. In spite of Humpty Dumpty, you can't get away with making
words mean what you want them to mean. At least not in the real world; things are dif-
ferent in Looking-Glass Land. When you have to be compassionate to be a scientist be-
cause Bill Temple says so, thought control is here ~ and I do not approve of it even if
Temple would make the most benevolent dictator we've ever had. (I trust you notice I'm
speaking metaphorically here - I don't think Bill Temple is trying to Take Over The World.)

If, in fact, there were people who torment animals "to prove a point proved a thous-
and times already" I would agree that they are — not non-scientists necessarily, but
certainly poor scientists, and unkind people. But who does he have -in mind here? The
experimental researcher? Most of these certainly do not "torment" their animals, nor
do they perform experiments to "prove a point proved a thousand times already", partly
bocause one cannot "prove" things in the sciences, and partly because the vast majority
of such work 1s new, not a reﬁﬁtion of old work (unless the old work is in doubt, in
which case the point involved has hardly been "proved" once, let alone a thousand times.)
I can, in fact, show an example of a scientist who asked that an entirely new and orig-
inal experiment on two cold-blooded vertebrates should be stopped because he considered
1t unnecessarily cruel; the experiment was continued by his colleague, the animals sur-
vived and prospered, and the experiment was one of the most startling discoveries made
in recent years.

I gather, however, that the experiments to which he refers are the ones often per-
Tormed as educational demonstrations, I concede that there is room for argument here,
but I belteve that the animals are not grossly maltreated, and that the benefit arising
from such educational activities outweighs the unpleasant experiences of the animals.
This is, in 1ts way, as tricky a question as the fallout problem, and I do not wish to
get involved in 1t here. Everyone is entitled to his opinion if he is acquainted with
Lhe facts; how many "futile animal-tormentors" does Temple know personally?

Again, I believe the matter of the dog in Sputnik IT 1s the result of misinformation
in the form of bad public-relations on the Russian side. So far as I know there was
rever any intention to try to retrieve the dog, nor any such statement issued, on the
part of the people who were conducting the experiment. This seemed to be merely a
supposition of people in the news media, and the bureaucrats with whom they deal. The
dog was killed in a relatively painless fashion, prolonged weightlessness was proved
not to be harmful, and I'm very glad 1t was a dog instead of a human. It looks as though
the be-kind-to—animals people will have their revenge, though; I have every expectation
that we will shortly {say within three years) leave a man stranded in orbit - by accident
of course, except that the accident might not happen if we were not so much in a hurry
to "catch up", etc
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