"THERE CAN BE NO SUCH THING AS JUSTICE SO LONG AS JUSTICE 1S NEEDED"
- - - Thorne Smith
but THIS isn't justice It isn't even RETRIBUTION. It's simply
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Associatlon by ARCHIE MERCE
at his Caravan and International Centrec of Trufannish
Pilgrimage, tho address of which 1s: 434/4 Newark Roadﬁii a gulde dog

Edited & Produced for the Off-trail Mab%?lnu Publluhbro}

North Hykeham, Lincoln, England. (E%C0E) || for the blind
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Technical Advisor: Paul bBnever. Staff sriist: Bruce Kidd (who 1is
this time responsible for ALL the interior qrtwor‘k) Hound dawg by
ATOH, Trufins by ah Chee. No flowers by request.

Authentic guote: twn women discus-
sing lfterature at the Malleablo:
FIRST WOMAN: They're falling in
love alrendy.
SECOND WNMAN: Well of coursoe, thay've|
got o mealy — thomc's only three
= ingtelments.
Overheard on the ceravan site:
"Mummy, I think you're a banana.”

Bruce Kidd rocently spent a weck -
end with fellow-Bradfan Vic
Curtis, and visited the caravan,
We were talking about Jan Jansen
Bh I've never heoard of him for
a "Tong time.

AM: Nor have I. Who 1s he?
VC: Who?

(PS: Welcome back, Jan)

"Don't telk so oillye" mremgmmm el i St it S L Sn S e
(honest!) st Iy WO Overheard on a
: a& i e |bus by HMargo
iy % T (Statten:
i, BTV S e (1) Mg e Saver
oyl erprn 40 = <
g T L T, S saw zny'with zips
i Sy £ before."
o {L. ;Ek; (2) "and after
o T PRI e A LT 8
RN s S e A all that, he
"Hoy, come back - I want tried to geot in
tn hear the message from with me last

night."
Margo comments
"any/all WHAT ¢

Septimus Octopus”
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"It was o lovely night. I had taken several star sights, and so
was certain that our course took us well clear of the first islands.

A full moon was climbing into the sky, the trade wind was resting after
a busy day, and our sails, grey in the soft light, were filled to a
gentle air,

"Suddenly 1 sniffed. The  others, too,swere facing the breeze,
heads raised, to catch that incongruous scent.

! 'Do you smell what I smell?' ssked Sheridan in perplexed tones.

" '$hy,' began Bruee, 'I could aswear that it was the smell of -!

"V Him boulangerie Chinoigse!' broke in Tehate exXcitedly.

"It was the Chinese bakery on Takarosa. Across ten miles of ses
the breeze was carrying its delicious odours to our hungry noses, strong
snough to make our mouths water. I then perpetrated the worst pun of
my sea-going career. Turning to Sheridan, I reported:

" 'Bakers shead, siri' "

------------ BLUE WATER VAGABOND, by Dennis Puleston.

AND TALKING ABOUT bakers reminds me that ARCHIVE, the Mercatorial OMPA-
zine, has now reached its baker's-dozenth issue, which calle for a few
Dreliminary remarks under the heading of

) VI C Vel )}\ ., Which title signifies that this is
S - 4 =¥~ a MERGatorial EDitorial, but not in
' ? / 2&K S *jiﬁ’*”/ Spanish. ’

Thirteen is an unlucky number.

Al any rate, that seems to be the general ides. And I have not
the slightest doubt that plenty of people would be prepared to prove it
to you 1f asked, and an equivalent number of people would similarly be
preparsd to prove that it was actually a LUCKY number. Including about
ninety-nine pzar cent of those born on the thirteenth of the month.
Nevertheless, the vagus idea persists - thirteen is, by tradition, an
unlucky number.

The corollary, of course, is pathetic little pilecemeal attempts to
do away with the number. Houses and flats, for instance, where the
numbering jumps straight from twelve to fourteen, or the two are gep-
arated by a somewhat transparent "12A". As if by changing the name of
the thing one can hope to ¢change its nature. But in any case, the ass-
ociation of bad luck with the THIRTRENTH is surely unwarranted. Because
be it remembered, thirteen - like any other plural number - is a
COLLECTIVE NNUN. It's the SERIES OF THIRTEEN where the bad luck (real
or fancied) resides, rot merely the poor little one at the far end.

The origin of the tradition appears to be connected with the early
days of Christianity. It is thought particularly unlucky for thirteen
people, no more and no less, 1o git down to a meal together, the cited
precedent being the "Last Supper", where Christ sat down to a meal with
his twelve disciples one of whom was shortly to betray him. But the
real beginning of the superstition is more likely to have been over cal-
endar reform. The church authorities favoured the arbitrary twelve-
month calendar as against the natural lunar calendar of thirteen months,
and virtually hounded its use to death on the grounds that the heathen
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rites were usually based on lunar periods, and if the lunar calendar weht
the attendant rites would go with it. Thus thirteen became recofénised
a8 a heathen number, and anybody caught following the outlawed heathen
practices by the church of those days most indubitably WAS unlucky.

But 1t was the entire thirtinity (to coin an obvious word) that was
taken exeception to, rather than any individual sector thereof. The
authorities replaced thirteen whole monthg by twelve whole monthas, not
simply knocked one off and left the rest as they were.

If the notion that the individual thirteenth, rather than the
whole series of thirteen, was unlucky should be upheld, the world would
be in a pretty awful fix, bscauge it's hard to conceive of anything or
anybody that ISN'T the thirteenth in some series, somewhere. Take a
road with thirteen houses in it. Number 13 is said to be unlucky.

But the people who Zave the houses their numbers in the first place
could equally wall have started at any of the other three corners.
Alternatively, they might have started with the end house, that Jjust
happened to be Included in the numbering of the road round the corner,

when today's No 13 would thus be No 14. Or the numbering could start
from any srbitrary point - 2 parish boundary that ran across the street,
for instance. Or a long road of two thousand housesg might be for

convenience renamed Upper and Lower, with a thousand apiece. Page 13
of this ilssue of ARCHIVE would be Page 12 if I didn't start counting from
the front cover. If February regularly had 29 days, the 13th of April

would usually become likewise the 12th, and so on. So bear with it,
everyone - we're ALL No 13, somewhere or other, (Mercer begins with
I - Torsl s ahen e = o)

All of which 1s merely intended to justify the straightforward
numbering of this issue of ARCHIVE asg 13. Thiclhh numbering is as it
happens completely absurd in any case, if numbers have any meaning at
all, Because whatever number this issue should in the natural course
of events carry, it ie certainly NNT thirteen.

And to prove it, here follows a complete checklist of ARCHIVE to
date. I'm not numbering them overall in this checklist, becsause I
don't know whether the ARCHIVE Quote Cards I distributed at the 1955.
RKettering convention should count as one item or seventeen, for a start.

Vol I ARCHIVE No 1 (Autumn 1954)
ARCHIVE No 2 (Winter 1954)
ARCHIVE No 3 (Spring 1955)
ARCHIVE Quote Cards (17 varieties from one stencil)
ARCHIVE Mo 4 (Summer 1785)
Cover for ARCHIVE Vol I

Vol II ARCEIVE No 5 (Autumn 1955)
ARCHIVE BUETWEEN BUALS prilor to No 6
ARCHIVE No 8 (Winter 1955)
MRCHIVE BETWEEN MEALS prior to No 7
ARCHIVE No 7 (Spring 1958)
ARCHIVE RBETWEEN MEALS prior to No 8 blank space drawn by
ARCHIVE No 8 (Summer 1958) Bruce Kidd

Cover for ARCHIVE Vol 11



4 ARCHIVE 13

Vol IiI ARCHIVE BHOWEEN MEALS prior to o 9
ARCHIVE No 9 (Autwm 1958)
ARCHIVE BETWHEN MEALS prior to Mo 10 (incl GIRVE Part I)

ARCHIVE WEEKLY (Sept 24 1938) it i i <)
ARCHIVE No 10. (Winter 1956) i I s g
ARCHIVE B“T“STI HRALS DFlOF D@hpilier il it 9 4 4
ARCHIVE No 11 {(Spring 1357) p p 3 5
ARCHIVI BEIWEEN IALS. prior to No 18 ! Hasnt'c
LRCHIVE No 12 [Surmer 1757) ¥ p BI=w [
Vol IV ARCHIvVE BETWEEN MEALS prior, 40 Niomil: 3 (1ncl GIRVV Part 8)
ARCHIVE No 13 (this'n) N 9
Right - we're home. The above doesn't pretend to be a complete

1list of Mercatorial fanpublications, wmercly those under +the ARCHIVE
label. You can .call tiils 1sgus Ho 25 overall, or ™o 4l"overall, ds you
wish.

But it's still. the Thlrt““ﬁth O&PA Ma il ing.

Thino We Wloh We Knew Lﬁpt CAN A hULLYWdUMan BH HORW WOOULEDQ
I'd bstter say that those letters GIRVE up there stand for the
Great Irlsh Rift Valley Expedition, or the Search for Eney's Fault.

And while I think of it, I may as well mention that it's no use
looking for a special cover for Vol III, or any subsequent Vol of
ARCHIVE in the foreseeable future. If you've ever tried to drive a
small staple through the complete Vol II, ABMs and all, you'll know why.
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And for the first sitting we have none other
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than MIKE MONRCOCK, who writes (20 June 1957):

"In answer to Witty's earlier question & in ARCHIVE 11, on how to
cook and serve up a Mike Moorcock. AM)) - an impertinent one, I might
add, I append herewith a number of relevant facts about moorcocks:

: "The first moorcock was born in the 9th century and was a great
Joker and comic - in fact when lhie was given the title of King of the
Jesters he became known as Moorcock the Merrier - a favourite slogan

8t111 used by the Rhode Island Reds. HSounds like a dirty bit of
Lovecraft o me. AMXE)

"But although at one time there were more cocks than hens, moorhens
goon hecame more than the moorcocks, iIn fact there are few moorcocks in
the British Islands although I've been told that there are more cocks on
the moors than in the marshes -~ to whit, an especial case in last Sun-
day'as WORLD - "Why are there more moorhens than moorcocks - the sex life
of the moorcocks revealed" - and I deny every word, by the way. The
moorhen 1s a very unheppy bird and it 1s likely that fewer and fewer
moorcocks will be born until the moorhen will be an even more unhappy
Zf hen.  &How did Cohen get into this? Are you there, Dave?  AMK)
To say more, cock, would be to reveal more than 1is delicate -~ but the
more hensg that breed will mean less cocks untill there will be no more
cocks, and thus no more moorcocks and later no more moorhens - unless s
solution can be found. There isn't any more, cock, to be gaid."

&He-e-e-1p! AMP

LARS BOURNE, too, has gquite a punnable gurname. For instance, he hasg
365 birthdays, because he was Bourne on every day of the year. Or, ac-
cording to Shakespoare, he's a sort of gpider sitting in the middle of
some uwndiscovered country cnsnaring stray travellers. His artwork is
Bournographic, he 1lies over the ocean (from here, at any rate) and -
although he has undoubtedly Bowrne all the above puns and more in his
young life, I can hardly help remarking that he has evidently discovered
that he is after all only a Bourne In life's Zame of chess. A8 witness

the following nobly-Bourne words of his (postmark 1 July 1957}

"I am afraid that I will not continue with OMPA. It's not that I
don't care for OMPA, I do. It's the fact that I am publishing too
many BRILLIGS which are costing too much money for my own gnod, I am
not a rich fan and am having to at least try to pay prart of my wny
through college, so the extra postage and the cost of the extra copiles

runs into lots of money. I wish to withdraw my mombership to let some
of the walting listers get a chance. If any OMPA member wishes to
trads with me I will be onlv too glad to work on s trade basls. This

worrying about deadlines and not meeting thom is a bilt nervewracking,
and the rules do not sit well in my stomach either.

"By the way, I anm in dire need of materisl - - ="

&Hriug! The above letter actually came to me in my former capac-
ity as Association Fditor. I've pnassed the official part of the info
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on to Johnn Roles of course, bui moast of the above is too strictly marg-
inal for OFF TRAILS I teenk - so it &ets In hore instaead. Jugt In
Cese, I suppose I'd better mention tint Lars's address is 24367 (dig
that erazy fractional quantity) Portland St, Fufenc, Orcgon, USA. And
if he now finds himself with 4% neéw trades on his nandr, I bet he'll
wish he'd never been Bourne. =

Useless Facts Dept: THERE WHULL BE 57,300 SQUARE BPERCE IN A SQUARE & -
IF ONLY there was guch a thing sas a square f£.

S S ———————————————————————— e e e i sl
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i tha GREds. O vish vift va /u; Q"&DQ Hition
Nl
(on Venus)
THE SEARCH
FOR ENEY'S FAULT by Gridban Minor Part Nine

(The Expedition has been feleported to Venuso, home of the notorious
snogging-cult, by the Wizard Wensborough's matter transmitier. They
are meét by Ethel Liniment, Sister-Inspectiressz of Health, Hygiene and
Happinesa, together with others of the local beauties, clad alike in
exceedingly attractive shoes. Read on, it's r=al sone. )

I was just about to drop my pack and move forward when the Sister-
Inspectress motioned me back. "Is1t the noo," she told us. "I've
got tae inspect you first."

"Right, lads," said Mr Bennatt. “Into line, everybody. Cecil,
you as well. Jlmp. Lok il Wo fell or lumbered ag appropriate into
lina abreast, with Mr Cecil as right marker, and walten. "hxpedltion,
atten-shunl®  Mr Bennett snapped. "Pregsent - arms! Or ressonable
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facsimiles thereof ," he added ag an afterthought.

"No, no, no," exclaimed the Sistor-Inspectress, shaking her head.
"It's YOU I want tae inspect. Strip doon a' o' you, tak' your claes
off.

"Not on your life, Sister," declarod Mr Bennstt stoutly. "Joan
wouldn't approve."

"Come on," said the Sister-Inspectroess impatiently. "I havena
got 2ll day."

We were all looking anxiously towards Mr Bennett for guidance,
exXcept for Filthy, who was staring fagcinatedly at the Sister-~Inspect-

ress's magnificent footwear. "They = they're BEAUTIFUL," he murnured.
The Sistor-Inapoctress noticed his gaze. "You can hae a palr
Just like them when you're proporly undressed," she promised him. "Now

come on, boys - be guld an' dae as you're told."

But Filthy was not to be put off. You mean," he asked, "that
the MENFOLK dress 1like that as well?"

"0' course they dae."
"But then - how can you tell which are men and which are women?"

"The men hac larger sizes o' course," replied the Sister-Inspectiress
with 5 little smile.

"But what if it's only a boy?" pursued'Filthy. "How can you tell
then?! .

Mr Bennett decided to take a hangd. "You've got a tongug in your
head, boy, haven't you?" he demanded.

‘Do they TASTE different then, sir?" asked Filthy.

"I*11l explain afterwards," said Mr Bennett hurriedly. "Now then,
Bister" -

"If you dinna tak' your claess off this verra minute,” announced the
Sister-Inspectreass, "I'll hae tae ca' the bobbie."

"You can call the U.S. Marines for all I care," sald Mr Bennett.
"This happens to be a decent Expedition, That is - - =" - he looked at
Mr Cecll with a little frown.

"Yo willna like this," threatened the Sister-Inspectress om}nously.
"You'll hae heard wha' the bobbie did to young Chazim, nae doot?

Mr Bennett paled visibly at the mention of this. WD {adldEe
cried. “"Anything but that! I'11l come quietly - I'll do anything you
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say - but PLEASE don't c¢sll the bobbie!" And he began to tear his
clothes off as fast as he was able. e glanced hesitantly nt the
young women standing around, but they didn't seem to be particularly
concerned, so a little basbfully the rest of us followsed sult.

"You say you'll do ANYTHING I say?" asked the Sister-Inspectress
with another of her little smiles, as Mr Bennett stood in all his six
feet of manly frame before her.

"Well - er ~ I hope it isn't &oing& to be anything John Roles
wouldn't approve of - he's the new OMPA AE."

"Och,.bhe's » Guid Man," said the Sister-Inspectress. “Noo, let's
hae a lookle at you." She walked thoughtfully around the rank. "Verra
guid - you can put your class back on again the noe 1f ye wiash." (We
did wish.) "Ye!ll find we're nae sae prude as you thotht. T ticht -
I must Fae, but these three guid lmeles’'ll look after you." She mot-~
ioned them closer. "This 1s Shirley Merriment, holder o' the title o
Migs Guid Clean Innocent Fun. An' this is Helen Willing, otherwiee
Mies Clean Innocent Fun.  4An' this 1g the Honourable Euphoria Snogfish, "

"Why's she honourable?" I couldn't resist wondering =loud.

"Because she's Miss Innocent Fun," the Sister-Inspectress informed
me.

"What I want to know," spoke up Sid Crocketti, "is what's happened to
Miss Fun?!

"sShe couldnas come."
"Why not?'

"Why d'you think?" snapped Mr Bennett, who had now recovered his
composure. "All right, lads - fall in." Then, turning to Miss Inno-
cant Fun - "Lead on, Hon -~ we're In your hands."

And the Sister-Inspectress waved us guldbye as - reinforced by
three well-appointed women and a female slephant - the Expedition set
off again through the Venusian jungle.

A Tew minutes later we came to another log cabin, with a notice
outside saying THE BUCKET SHOP. E.C.TUBB, PROP. Outeide, a tall
man was standing on a soap-box addressing s small crowd of both seXes -
81l clad substantially as were the three Mlss Qualified Funs who were
with us. "This air-bed," he was shouting, "is the lightest piece of
furniture on the market today. You can carry it tueked into your
glipper, and it blows up automastically when you sit on it." ("I wonder
where the air comes from?" whispered Shirley Merriment, who was along-
side of me, with a slight giggle.) "I am not asking ten bob for this
invaluable aid to comfortable snofLing. I am not oven asking five bob.
Fo - for you - just for you - the price ls two pounds iten. Wha'll have
one? You can also ugse it to0 keep your feet dry if it starts to raim.”
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"I'1l have one," called a female voice from the crowd.

"Now that's what I call a SENSIBLE Zal," said the vendor. "Step
forward please, madam, I'll take your money now - call round this even-
ing and we'll test it before you take it away. Now, have we any other
buyers for thils super feather-waight air-bed - - - stc stc ste.”

The Honourable Euphoria Snogfish gestured the column to a halt.
"Now's your chance to get hnld of some decent clothing," she informed us.

"That depends," pronounced Mr Bennett. "First define the expres-
sion ‘decent clothing'."

The Honourable Euphoria lifted one well-clad foot. "Thisg," she
said.

APhat! s whiat T wds afrald of," said Mr Bennett. "Not today,
thank you."

"Oh, but sir," protested Filthy - "the Sister PROMISED me - ~ "

"Did the Sister mention who'd be paying for them?" countered Mr
Bennett.

"Oh, that's =all right," said the Honourable Euphorisa. "At presert
you're Guests of Honour. But we'll go to the office first if you like,
and have you all regilstored - then it'll all be official."

So we pushed on, sand before long we came to another log& cabin,
outside which a young woman - and you don't need three guesses as to
what she was wearing - was sitting denurcly on top of o high flagpole.
"That's Daphne Flagmaster," said Helen Willing - who was now next to me.

"What's she sitting up there £or?" I ~plked.
"Because it gZives her a gense of wonder.'
"How 4'you mean?"

"Well, it makes her wonder why she's doing it - same as you Jjust
did. That's her husband over there by the way, with the stripes painted
on hisg arm. He's the Staff Sergeant."

We left the Plagmasters' cabin behind us, and presently came %o
a rather bigger cabin than any wo'd seen before. A notice outside read
OFFICE. COME RIGHT IN. DON'T STAND ON CEREMONY - SLEEP ON IT. We
followed the Honourable Euphoria through the ever-open door, to sce a
row of three desks. "There," she said. "Whon you've finished, we'll
carry on showing you round."

There were threc desks as I've already sald, and two of them were
occupied. Bohind the first sat a young woman who was, acBording to a
natice on the desk, the Joy Clerk. The boarded man next to her was
gimilarly identified as being the Vice Clerk. The empty desk was lab-
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elled RECORD CLERK (HI-FI). The #irl spoke.

"I'm sorry we can't process you completely today," she apologised,
"But Sendy's out snogging again, and I don't know when he'll be back.
But the two of us deal with all the really important matters between us, ™
go you won't be missing much. "You, sir," she addressed Mr Bennett,
who stood in front of her desk. "What is, or would be, your greatost
joy in lifcen

"Don't you want to know my name first, and all that?" askod Mr
Bennait in gurprisg.

"Not my 30b " she roturned. "That's the Record Clerk's respon-

gibility. I'm only the Joy Clerk."
: Nt
"We-n-el. Mr Bennett put his hand to his brow, and pnndered
geply. - 53 should gay - yeg, I can safsly say that the greptest joy
I can imagine would e "o Tind Tney's Fault. Er -_7 don't suppose
vou'd happen to know where it was, would you?"

"I'm afraid not," answered the Joy Clerk. "The Record Clerk would
probably know - I'11 have to romember to ask him. Right -~ on to the
next dosk, please. Next one, pleage.”

The next one was Mr Cecil. #aAnd what is, or would be, the Zgreat-

est joy in YNUR life?" the Joy Clerk asked him.

Mr Cecil pointed eloquently with his trunk to where the lady-eleph-

ant stood upon the threshold. The Joy Clerk nodded. Then the bearded
Vice Clerk turned to her.

"Didn't I just hear thie character tell you his greatest joy in
1ife would be to find Eney's Fault?" he asked her.

"That's right, desr."

"Wall, he's just told me that his greatest vice is looking Do dit,
Theese pernthng outworlders and their one-track minds -~ -

------------------------ T0| BE JCOMTINIED = o m e i o5 i — o cm oo i i o s

EDITOR'S NOTE. To save unwarranted speculation or somewhat shorter
words to that effect, I would at thils point like to taks the opportunity
to make it clear that the character designated "The Honourable Euphoria
Sno&fish, Miss Innocent Fun'" is NOT intended to be a lampoon, parody,
skit, take-off or what-have-you of eny known fannish personality. She
is, in fact, an entirely flctitious character, the same as the narrator
himself, his fellow-scholars, and Mr Bemnett.

Home Hints Dept. DID YOU XNOW THAT IF YOU JUMP NN AN UNOPENED BAG OF
POTATO CRISPS (POTATO CHIPS TO YNU TRANSATLANTICS) IT WILL EXPLODE WITH
AN AUDIBLE REPORT?

Anyway, 1t will, I've done it. But the crisps aren't much use
afterwards.
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. H "l.}‘# f i f 4 H : 8, ok
and the mourner cried: Lfﬁf Adrant - kg R,,, miklg

Heading by Bruce Kida {(from a movie still)

"OH DIDN'T HE RAMBLE" is of course as usual the Mercatorial Column where
anything can happen, but seldom or ever does. such as:

A PENGUIN FOLK SONG TODAY  Songs and Ballads of Lngland and

IN A MONKEY- Scotland, conllected by Peter Kennedy

PUZZLE TREE and reeorded under the suspices of the English Folk
Dance and Song Society. 10 inch LP 334 rpm. "His

Master's Voice!" No DLP.1143.

The songs on this-LP were all rocorded by Peter Kemnedy duwring a
recent field trip round the British Isles collecting same. The rocord-
ing is excellent, although maybe a little on the soft side - probably due
to the "field" instead of "studio" conditions.

The main reason that prompted me to et this LP was the discovery
that the accompanyiing Instruments on the various tracks include two

melodeons, an accordion and an ulleann hagpipe. And as it happens all
four tracks in question are well worth having. Well worth ME having,

ANYWAY « And as for the other six tracks - well, I wouldn't have bouzht
them for their own sakes, but as a Zestalt the record is most certainly
an acquisition.

Each of the ten tracks is by a differont artist or &roup, from a
different locality. I shall now proceed to dissect them individually.

BONNIE GEORGE CAMPBELL. (Rory and Alex MoEwen with guitars, Berwick)
A nice 1little number to start the record off. According to the
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sleeve notes, the brothers lcEwen sing a traditional ballad set to a tune
of thelr own devising. Tuneful, pleasant listening, but nothing to go
into raptures over.

THE HAUGHS OF CROMDALR. (John Macdonald with melodeon, Moray)

This of course is ons of tho Big Four - though not so long as the
other threej being one of the shortE@st tracks on the record. It re-
counts what appears to be a battle long ago between the "Hielands" and
the Lowlands of Scotland, with heavy losses on all sides. But T really
need-an interpreter. The verse where the melodeon suddenly squares 1ts
shoulders into a grand march and the singer calls the roll of the clans -
"IlacDonald's men, Clanranald's men, Mackenzie's men, Max Geldray's men"
(well, it SOUNDS like Max Geldray's) is particularly effective. It's
also the last verse. Pity.

MY SON DAVID. (Jean Rob:rtson, unaccompanied,. Aberdecn)

A slow and rather morbid number in a pleasant contralto voice to a
tune that falls somewhere betwesn "Hieland Laddie" and "Back o' Benachie',
The words are clear almost throughout, more so than in any of the other
Scottish numbers. :

THE BARNYARDS 0' DELGATY. (Davy Stewart with accordion, Angus)
Anptier:ones of ' the Big Fouig, Davy Stewart comeg, so say the
ubiquitous sleeve notes, of tinker stock, even so about h~1lf of what he

gings is intelligible, and much of the remainder seems to be in the
Scottish equivalent of ascat singing or hey-derry-downing. I'd really
like to hear all the words on this though - it appears to be a sort of
Scotch Cowboy-typs song. But anyway, it's a good vigorous manly bsllad
sung in » good vigorous manly voice (baritone I think 1t'd count as)
with a good vigorous manly accompaniment on the accordion. And what I
corisider to be most excellent listening.

WILL YOU GO, LASSIE, GO?  (Frank McPeake and son with uileann bagpipes,

Belfast)

I'm not quite sure whether Poter Kennedy, the English Folk Dance &
Song Society, and the sleeve-designers at EMI think Belfast is - accord-
ing to the rccord's sub-title --actually.-in Scotland-or -in England. But
the sleeve-note states the song in question to be a version of "The
Braes of Balguidder" (sic) and Balquhidder's definitely in Scotland, also
it's on the Scottish side of the record, so I Buecss Scotland wins the
tug-of ~war. Anyway, although the ensemble's definitely Irish, if I'd
been asked without prior information I'd have sa2id that the accents of
the two singers were definitely West of England. The net result, two
all-out voices plus the walling underarm-blown pipe of the (Indubitably
adult) son, can best be compared to Norman Wansborough coming out of the
Pig & Whistle at closing time with one of his heads stuck in a portable
echo-chamber. And, strangely enoughli as you may or may not think, I
find the result musically speaking to be completely satisfying - though
I could, as usurl, stand a few more verses. And people who (as I can
easily understand) might Tind the music somewhat obnoxious might well be
amused at that outrageous chorus coping with such poctic-type phrases
as "by yon clear crystal fountain".

Hell - I wonder 1f Walt and Madelelne ever sing like that? Go,
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man, go!

The second side, so designated by the manufacturers, consists en-
tirely of English performers, and is very much inferior to the first
gide. This is probably because Folk-music, which in Scotland (and in
Ireland) is an important part of the people's cultural 1ife, 1s In
England a rapldly dying art, performed in the main by prechistoric fossils
of a bygone age for the edification of a handful of intellectuals.

Would that there were many, many morse such intellectuals - and many more
and younger fossils, tono. Even so, 1'd have thought that somcbody as
close to the nation's folk-music pulse as Peter Kennedy is could have
asscmbled a more worthwhile collection than this. Maybe he deliberately
picked them as representative of BEnglish folk-song as 1t 1s, though, for
the serious student (himself) moro than for the appreciative listener

(me ). Anyway, for better or for worse (and they COULL be a lot worse,

I agree) here they arec.

DANCE TO TH' DADDIE. (Fred Lawson with guitar, Durhamn)

Fred Lawson has a sort of whispering-tenor voice, and his Geordic
dialect is at least as unintclligible to me ag are the Scottish dialects
OHly B e CoiEmci T Slde Tk Lhie Tecerd. The number ig fairly well known as a
sort of fringe-nursery song, the tune sounds as 1T it was originally
composed by a fiddler, and is not very well adapted for singing anyway.
The result ~- light, in every sense that I can think of.

HIGH BARBAREE. (Bob Roberts with melodseon, Suffolk)

Here, evidently, 1s the best that England can produce - and it at
least 1s £it to stand beside the highlights of the Scottish/Irish side.
Bob Roberts, we are told (those sleeve notes again, natch) is "skipper
of the Sailing Barge "Cambria", one of the last of a gresat line of
Thames Coasting barges'". The song is a real sgalt-water ballad, narr-
ating an encounter between two English ships (the "Prince of Luccal?
Luther? Looser®" and the "Prince of Wales") and a pirate ship off the
coast of High Barbaree. (We won). Every word is intelligible eXcept
for the firgt Prince's title, and with the galty voice and the melodeon
and the subject-matter, if you close your eyes you can feel the boat
rocking - it's as Zood as that.

0K, so you don't live in a caravan, so what? It doesn't rock
eXcept when the tyres are blown up - unless somebody knocks on the door,
of course., Oh - one thing - I just can't help adding a mental "bop"
at thes end of each verse. I don't LIKE doing it, but it's a sort of
conditioned reflex or something. You can put it down to the boom
gtriking the performer on the hack of the head.

DABBLING IN THE DEW, (shirley Collins with auto-harp, London ex Sussex)
Shirley, according to those sleeve notes, works in a coffee-bar -
though 1t doesn't mention in what capacity. The best that can be said
of her volce is that it's completely unaffected - it's flat and toneless
and starts with what sounds suspiciously like a yawn. And the auto-harp
isn't particularly effective, either. I dunno though - I started off
by disliking this, but now I find it growing on me. Probably because
of the abovementiogd lack of affectatlon.
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THE FOGGY DEW, (Harry Cox, unaccompanied, Norfolk)

Harry Cox is a retired farm labourer with a cracked voice, though
at lezast his diction iz to be commended. This isn't the usual "Foggy
bewll &4for & start, in place off the acecpted tune this is sung to 'a
variant of "Ye Banks and Braes". The words are far from the accepted
version, too. They have curiosity~value, and are somewhat racy, so
would make & &ood party-piscs if they party's still sober enough to
1 sl But that wonderful angle of the bachelor who lives with his
gon's discarded altofether - in this version, he marries the girl and
wakes an honest woman of her. Musically though, this 1s completely
worthloss.

THE IWELVE ?ﬁYS OF CHRISTMAS. (Bob and Ron Copper, unaccompaniled,

Sussex,

Bob and Ron Copper are apparsntly speclalists in the vocal dust,
and their voices blend effectively enough. The materlal's another
miper though. I wouldn't so much mind its belng hackneyed, even all-
wing for minor variations in the items and their sequence and also in
the tune, but it's go damned HMOWOTONOUS. However, I've written my own
varsion, which 1s far, far bedter, and I append it hereto and herewith.
(Note 1o the EPD&SS: this is strictly parochial stuff, which you would
be advised to ignore). =

I'1l skip the first eleven vorses - Right - that's the record. Now
1f you want to reconstrult them a couple of constructive sug-
yourg=slf, go ahead. VERSE 12. gestiong to the English Folk

Dance and Song Society, to which
On the Twelfth day of Worldcon (or to whom) I intend to send a
My teufan sent to me; copy of this if I remember.
T™welve fakefen snogsing, 1. Sponsor more records
Eleven tapefeon yakking, by Davy Stewart with accordion,
Ten Jazzfon skiffling, Frank McPeske and son with
Nine pros a-scribbling, uileann bagpipes, John Macdonald
Eight faneds duping, and 3ob Robeorts with their
Seven youngfen ycarning, melodeons, and/or others of their
Six femmes a-flirting, ilk. (And aren't there any

FPEMALE singers of equivalent
Five combdzines. - - =~ - - calibre?)
Four Starling Stories, ' 2. Spongor a companion-
Three watchbirds, |  record featuring folk MUSIC, as
Two budgerigars, distinct from folk SNNG.
And Hike HMoorcock in a 3ANANA trae.

And thank you for your kird
| attention.

That's the most one-track ramble in recorded history I think,
barring the one that was sgueezed on to the front cover, and I haven't
aven got any room left for Roaring Jelly. So I'11 leave you to ponder
on the guestion of the bloke who usad to stick hisg cigarettes behind his
ears - until he went down with cangsr of the 1lug.

(R

Dye.



