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FUTURE POLICY RE SUBS

ﬂAll subs so far recieved
will just nnburnlly be honoured,
No more subs will be tecken for

' CONTENTS

) < the second issue, V{l;e will
IN N0 PARTICULLR ORDER. gsend thé second ish to whoever
¥ITE VERY FEW OMISSIONS, we like, A very few of these
: ¢ pe%ple 1%:111 coginuedto get 113;
A o, ’ wether they acknowledge or no
SHWORTH fgrawﬁ‘ﬁgitute Mony of you know you are not
one of these, t;gdtif you erent't
' sure, well don aké ony chances
 GARR(JW) gg;ﬂiﬁsigt =olling : Apar% from these few, everybody
‘ : willte%'gher sénd us(copious
WOOoD who s guantities of ¢nsh (as much eoss
regugng;f‘rr is, ond they think £it) o recct in -
S gome other manner, Otherwise,
POPTER  who saw menchester we will ignore them wntil'
end returncd they do decide to contzct us.
. . If you perticularly want No 2
DIZENBIRD who scw menchester ~ Cnd erén't sure youll get 1t
_ond religlon, and enyway, drop us & cord, ~Ad we
returned, will see whot can be done,
a’ﬁxis iﬂguebistpg%nted in®
GORE who di Y ANV T on e on of ohow COpleS.
place dﬁm’g %%’cﬁed - If'we Suddenly develop =~
, ’ '%%mundi the gigure'will rise,
BLOCH ) £ herwise, 1t damm' well wom't,
tuckef.?’bs itute for For Ghod's soke don't drop
usg a-eard to g{e;t No 2 unless
MERCER  who saw meoggie your prepared to drop us more
nm?mra, a;ggrgtggned ?ﬁzﬁn e eord after you've got
| - A ' €°£zineaex?¥°nges wel-
olso ‘eontaining o few lires come, but we don't guarrntee
from the idiots who are fool tocbe reciproczl,  If you
enough to read this thing, and take us on, it will probobly
o few more from those who'nre be to your 'disndvontage
. fool enough to publish it, ~numerieally, since we are very
irregulor, Or you con send
us ;)ust one issue, and weit,
DEPARTMENT OF SHAMEFACED Did ‘anyone "notice welre
A CKNOWLEDGEMENT, The morsecl introverts?

of uwnelad female to be found
among Wood's cartogns is not by :
Wood It was eopied in de’sparation 'by ?otter Prom- M-I. Share's

ompezine CAPRICE, Hope ypu don't mind; Marie. Xp
1t Since Dave got o0 ermbaz'rassed..“--r.... * .o had ?o do-

i/
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We are obviously wodelling ourselves on ishwhite's 3FM .-
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One of the things that should be done when starting a new fnz, is
this, - A decision-should be made. it should be décided what %ind of
editorials you are going to 1nf11ct on your readers.

The Ld1tor1a1 content of any z1ne is important, it is, in fact, the
most important’ factor. Because any 'zine should have s personality.
You can be serious and have e personality, you can have a personality
"like Juandry; but if you want to have a good fanzine, it isn't anybody's
-personality but your own. Editorial Personality shows in the headings,
- the typeface, the. paper, in fact in every tiny detail. Most. of all, of
course it shows in-the Editorial writing. It is the biggest factor in
. fan publishing. - All ‘but-a: few crudsheets either recognise this, or
comply with it as a matter of course.

There are three of us.

. We are all a little different. ~In the first place, boys are
"different from girls, as everybody ought to imow.

‘But there. are. even subtle differences betvween Dave and I. " I'am a
rather brilliant- genlus, a social ‘success becanse of my noveliy. Dave
“is the toast of the meidens of Lancaster, a charming young beau. Irene

is a, sveet young English rose, and hates Vargo Statten.
‘ There now,; aren't you lucky, you have three 3ersonal1t1es ‘to_contend
withe. -.; .7 -

What is more, we drav many ideas from the occult being in touch
with & watch named Mother Demdyke, who has a fannish sense of humour.
‘Some. spy she is a thousand years old.

- %e . do not, by the way, apologise for. being late. -Wé're sure you

"understand, .
R - ) \/’ Lzh

000000 SOQGOSSS

. As a sweet voung English rose, I feel that as yet I Zmow very little
about fendem. I have been caught in &. gwirl of activity and carried
along with the current, and. I'm;afraid I have not yet leerned to swim.
Only yesterdey I became aware that I had never tried to use a stylo penm
on o shtencil, It came as a slight jolt. = Eov can I "air my genlns"
with all you briliiant fannish characters around?

My ambition Por ‘the future is to join GMRA, after all if Wansbor-

- ough e¢we do 3¢, I can. -

. Most of the gsvencils for BRENN. 1 were cut on gn Olivetti "Scribe",
. my mosd orzzed possesaion, . It has a rather cute type-face don't you
think? - Ve hope BRENNICHIUSS 2 will be out sooner than we expect'

17

Drene R

1%} ddwnys hed o snewking suspicion th;t’v':imé i
Gernsherok, and he writes Wonsborough's stuff
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More Editoriasl

Well, aren't you going yo add anything? he asked,
Why? v
Well you are an editor,
Ah! g
Editorials are damn difficult tings to write, esp-
ecizliy when Ken has outlined oéur striect policy, and

I mean that leaves

Irene hes tza2lked about herself,
nothing to bé s=id,
Does it,

BRRRTBRRRTAL ALRALLBREART BYARARABAT
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She was & Goddess. Eer hair was
black as space itself, her eyes were li%ke
darix stars, hiding mysteries thgt men
may never “now, ené she Znew wy name

7 70/

even before I learned hers. When she

oﬁe of his Dbetter snoke to me thet first time her voice
: J was iike the music of the spheres and
efforts, entitled ny heart zicked thrice before resching

Escape Velocity and settling into an
L orbit centred around this most divine

an (J t'r‘Q: 5 I‘(J[WW of the Aliiighty's creations. She was
rocC k @l d O ut everything that hes been mysterious and

fascineting in omen since the beginning
of Time., She was the Hiernal Female, Nature's rarest, most beaut-
iful flower. Only once or twice in a lifetime mey men have contact
with the Divine and this was one such etherezal noment.

As I floated gently downwerds end my feet touched the Rarth
once more I became awere agein of my surroundings, There was a
floor beneceth my feel; voices buzzed around me, and several yards
avay mundene people were huying Jestern and Gangster novels.

Before me stretched a counter covered with science fiction magazines
end books - end this roven-heaired Lielen of Troy wes BIEIND the
counter.

Oh this wos wonderful, incredible! This was classical romence
such as one reads of only in thae great myths of the World. That
Fate should have guided the deinty stens of this elfin creature to
such a hallowed slece to bring about this miraculous meeting, filled
me with & sense of humble wonder, I was ewed by the majesty of the
plan which hacd guided my own destiny through all the years to this
wonderfully heormonicus climex; by the conce:tion of this vest
scheme which had years before led me to read 'Tales of Wonder', had
kindlea =y interest and shown me '4Astounding', had nurtured me on
'New Worlds'y; 'Stortling Stories'; 'Thrilling Wonder' and 'Galaxy',
had fired my canthusiasmi so that I became a collector and spent
hours browsing around dockstores, had even (and here I made a mental
genuflection) introcuced e to the sunreme state of Fandom, all in
order tc oring about eventually this most gloriously crowning
occurrence.,

I enswered her roizinally (for surely words were uninporvant in
so nerfect a harmony?) and floated gently awoy on o soft, yellow
cloud, not wishing to strain the structure of the Universe with a
surfeit of such nure beauty., Perhons the day nassed, I do not
n0QQ00BC00A6dHo60a860a00000d0aBod60a00,06045a0000000 0 T ORTEON B IRAN A FEERRIN

It's o good job there's a »nair of trousers in the way
P N U I T T R o S O R A TN O T TUEe F Sy eyt S
remember, but eveuntually the night came along and &s the moonheams
wrote messages of love from the farcway stars and planets on the
bedroom wall I lay awake, daring to meditate on the Goddess's
tenuously remembered beauty. I grew bolder in the solitude and
derkness and began to wish that I were some Fero or Prince or
Knight of 0ld and that I dored ask this Feiry to accompany me upon
some nocturnal journey. Sweat broke out upon zy drow at the



courajeousness of the thought and my heart begon to deat loudly apgninst

riy riba, 1 mew thot such a thing could never come to pass; Tor faor
too long I hnd been to successfully neurotic to dare such o thing. It

wes iopossible, I knew thet even so mirecuiocus o Feile as thet which had
brought about our meebting could cestine thetv I should ever dare to ask
Her o consider iy edernal love. Still I was supremely happy. I knew
that She wes the one person in the whole Universe for wihowm I could live
os a happy, neurotic buchelor. Day after doy 1 should visit the bDook-
store and browse among the liternture of cistant stors, stealing occo-
sional covert glances ot the perfection of her fentures and her roven
tresses, Perhups even, once in a while, as 1 mutely nessed onc-nnd-
sixnenee ncross the counter for pn "Asiazing', our hands might meet for

o fraction of o second! Oh dregw of bliss! I should write evic poetbry
to Fer beauty which would be lociked mway in e secret casiet ond would go
with me to the grave, my tiueless secrct. Jith these meditationg I
gently dozed, n smile of conmteniuent und obliss upon my lips end.........

I wos walfting through fields of clover cipd in o long white robe
and carrying a hary in the crook of my wri. I coulé feel a halo-
bennie on ey hend and e floving beerd recched down to ny chest. At
this discovery I glenced sround nervously to sce if any provincial fen
were in evidence but not another soul was in sight. I felt reesonadly
safe a8 i1 was sure for some reason that this place was callea Tlysium
end I couldn't recall anyone ever having referred to 'Bloody Elysiazns'.
Brepthing deeply of the balizy air, I gove myself up to the Muse nnd
struciz s cizord on the harp.

"Den't do thet", sepid the llurp, with o slight Irish accenty, "You
ged on iy wires, You can't go cround pulling strings here you Xnow",

"Don't interrupt iy henvenly composition with your prosaic puns',

I replied loftily.,

The Harp becawe grenvly indignant. "They're not prosaicy they're
fannish. And thot's another grove offence you coumitted, telking your
oetry with you into the next world when you should have hod it pub-
ished Dbeside Vansborough's in HYPiZN and let it transnort other fons
into the Kereafter. 1 wouldn't he in your sondels for enything. Vou
failed miserably ir your fonnish duty"

"You're a 1lyre", I shouted guiiti
corzpose on o cosmic theme".

"Way don't you iry 'What Zeus?'" the linrp sugpested soreastically,
"Look down there',

In the bottom of the velley stood tiie mest wmelencholy looking wood
I had ever seen., £11 the trees aroowed and little drips dropned from
them.

"Whatemenvedeestt I bogans,

"There are several of thewm avound here", the Horp cxplained, "They
go alphobeticolly. This one's TForest 'J'".

"But those trees?"

"Wceping Willis", it seid shoxrtly, "Loot up there".

i loo%zed upwards ecnd gesped in horror. A line of fens in every
ionginaeble dosture of frustration siretched up into the sky end disap-—
nearcd in the distance. Some werce churning mimecos with no paner in,
some sitting edbjectly, some pounding with their fisils on Uypewriter
Leybonrds and nearly all gneshing their teeth or teering their hair. 55
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I looled eway from the terrible sight.

"They go all the way round the Universe like that", said the Haro,
i1l beceuse YOU have failed them.  Why? I'11 tell you, They have
run out of idess; every farnish occurrence and situation has been
exploited to the full; there is nothing more to be writien; and for CNE

reascn', The Harp peused cromaticellys "Fendom never procuced a great
rompnce'. It pgused agonin. '"NOJ do you see why all this is your

fault? If fonnish history had provided them with just ONE romance, the
pernllel of Romeo and Juliet they could hove outlasted Bternity itself
and still hec sounething to write about. £11 those uscless typewriters
would still be producing manuscripts, all those mimeos still churning

out fonzines, if they hod had ONE romence"., The peuse wos sinister and
when it spoite again the Herp's voice wes low, "Anc YOU robbed them of

all that. It is writien in the Annels of Trufarndom thot o fon may
preserve his neuroticism, any shall be encouraged to do so, IF it does
not cet to bthe detvriient of Fandom As A Whole. And YCU broke that

I‘!.!le. 53y.ooooov-ao"
Sudcdenly great rumblings shook the earth end o mighty fissure
onened at wy feet. in fescinated horror 1 found myself gazing down

into o Burning Void. Vile aend rilthy, moronic hucksters were feeding
niles of 'Unimowns' to the reging infernoss ond forcing Magroons and
liistrals ond Broacks on fen who were everywhere writhing around in agony.

"That's where you're bound for" seid tie Ilinrp with pity in its
voice. I screaned andesecsacoes

Vhen I awole I was bathed in cold sweat and gripaing the nillow in
the crook of iy erm. My dreeam ceme hack to me cleer cnd ghestly. it
wes true, I reclised with boundless horror. Thot dream ho¢ been sro-
phetic and had saved me perheps from committing o crime so heinous that
I could never comprehend its true scope. I WAS shirking my fannish
¢uty. With never o thought for the well-being of Fendom As A VWhole i
had¢ mede my own selfish plans and regolutions. I wns shocked beyond
expression ot the thing which I hod neoarly done, That very next day,
no loter than that very next day indeed, I wouid apnroach the Goddess.
Oh, that I hed thought ¢o rob Fandom of o situation of such classic
nerfection, I buricd my heed in the piilow and cdozmed fitfully.

L B B B L L L L )

I couldn't henr the sound of the coffee batiering its way through

the solidity of my throet for the noise iy teeth vere meling and the

J
clottering of ry tnces. This wes T morning. 1 must not f£ail
Fondomy, 1 tmst not. I dore not thinlk cbout this supreme tosk which the
ghods »f Fendom celled upon me to fulfill, i Inew thet SUMEHOV I must
dare but how, how? Perhaps if I took a little 'Oblivon'? fuick os o
zep gun's blast came the thought: This is not Fannish. This wns ©o

v
be zy grectest Fennish duty, my Fonnish piece de resistance; it weos
unfitting that at such ¢ time I should seek the aid of drugs. No I
zust -accompliish it unnided.

Carme the lunch-hour and I was stood beside o market bookstnll,
gnzing steadfostly at Yo0ks vwhich my eyes were not secing ond weoiting
for iy - NO, the thought storted fresh palpitotions, - the Goadess to



leave the nffairs of wmortals for o while anc pass 1y way. Even then I
might have turned to run before the thing was irrevocably upcn me but the
wallking sticiks, which I had fastened inside my trousers to prevent wy
tnees from buckling, would not allow this. Too there come the thought
of thot Fannish Hell cne I was tercified afresh thot I might feil.
Suddenly n voice spoie nt my elbow. I whipped ~round, stark terror
on my face, iy hand flying for =y sap gun nnd peercdé through the haze,
Then I breathed witix relief ond fed extro power to my gyro-staviliser
bhennie to Zeep wme upright as I sent up praises to every fonnish ghod
there be that ot this very crucial moment iy own fonzine co-editor hod
Yeen sent t: me to give me strength, even though he rnew nothing of the
ordeal I must face. I pretended to survey the sinll's disploy with him,
meanwhile silentiy doing wy utmost to swear o firm vow cnd solemn ocath
that I wouild not feil, snd striving hord not to listen to the idle chatter
of iy teeth, Simultaneously, i saw from ry watch thoat the fateful
second hnd orrived, ané my worthy fellow fan exclpoizied "What's the matier
you loock to be champing on the 0it? Have you got o date <r sonething?"
Thot did it. Ee was a fine faon and I cowlé not, I would not, allow hin
t> be cought in the path o>f the elementanl forces that must shortly rege
for the Future of Fondor. 1 murmbled a heartfelt farewell and stumbled

avay tc talze 1y stonce at the f£oot of the exit stoirs which stood at the
hect of o iong nisley and as I turned to foce the aislesesooess oo
I had not been o voment t50 soon. In the aisle appeared o

shimmering hoze ona the very cir parted ¢o permit the Goddess's passnoge.
As she drew negrer I couldé see the fairy lights doncing in her raven
curls. Nearer yot and her dorz eyes nirrored the beautiful creatures
frollicking in the caverns of her soul. [Ey throgt wns dry and my
znees irying to buckle. She was nloost besicde me and then.....ivese
She spo%e to riel The vottom of my stomach dropned out dut in =y =ind
the immges of those iem in an agony of frustrption sharpened and bzcame
clearer. I turned and stumdied after Her and...cococoe

I aslzed her.

FIN.
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«« . And the bostard refused to rape me...
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ALIEN LOVE by
SYDUVEY WAREING,

The shrioodle he's awake, his bedsocks aglear with grin duvepy
0o0zing propostercus shirt butions of zll hues. (Eue is very ennoycd) #
His eyes rest on his pertner of opposite sex, Eis volitile slumps
oozed nerentorily upwards providing proper,; and adequate vorasity by the
fraction. We leove hin wrapping cll his peruples sideways on his
truumvirate.,

v

An obvious play on words.
7



The last thing he said to me beforé Ileft for London was:
"Do nov forget to visit harris.”
"No Mr Potter," I said,"I won't,"

mad deqs and enghshmen CHUCK I+
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All in'all Rainham (Essex) can only be described as s
low-{ying. shambling district. A dplace warrent to give-
the most ardous explorer i,e, Scott,Hillary, Wansberough,
a series or unexpected hardships, It lies there and looks
at vou like a peacefull southern village, but behind it all
there lies the savage heart of a monster,

Iir Harris had '3a2id:"Get off'the bus a stop before White
Post Corner.”

Butv where the hell was White Post Corner?

We agked the conductor, I said:

"Will you tell me when we reach ~ the stop Before White
Post Corner?"

He ©toll us, He said: "We are now passing the stop before
White Post Corner."

harris lives on Lake Avenue, A simple name that gives
the minds eyc a scothing picture of rows ofPoplat trees and
ouiet stately hcmes of gentle living creatures and small
green lawns,

The minls eye, Isaid.

The street (Aveaue) wasn't exactly ¥nee deep in mud,
But there was a strowxg oubt-look about it that spelt the
word "frontvier" vown, Houses strung at random with wonder-
full names like "Florence! "Carolin™,"Rose", and"Aspidestra,
Peaple rushing about, building frantically, on Sunday yet,
And a biting wind kicking the drying dust up into the poor
unwary travellers face,



Four of us made the trip, Harry, Roy, Brénda, &nd myself,
"T guese this must be the place” I said sadly. Roy, 2 neo,
said "is this what you mean by outre-fannish?" I rang thé bell
and stood on the step, waiting for the first sign of life,

The door slld open, =nd something beckoned us into the styg-
ian hallway, ' '

Black hair, horn rimmed spectacles, white shirt, brown
trousers, and a pile of cut steneils, This was Harris,

"Mr Potter sent me" I said, i

You!....no, it can't be....lLancaster Fandom, ,. . .AAAARRGH!

We followed him into his room more slowly,

e stood back against the bookcase which housed his coll-
ection, Harris, poor foolish Harris, saw ve as marauding pirs
ateg, He saw the piles of books decreasing, and our pockels
swelling with the acumulated, For thls was hls collection,
The books and letters, and fanzines, and pictures, and the
plano, he had accumulated over the yéars, The works of Forr-
ester, Christie, 'Carteris, and Smith, His colleetion of the
Nautical almanac, Letters from Bldch, and Willis, and Wans-
borough, and Potter, and MacKenzie, ’

"This"will go down wéll in BREN" I sgild,

"Ghod! " said Herris,

I seid "This is Harry and Roy, and Brenda"

"Hello, Brenda" he managed to’'gasp,

But soon we were 2ll friends, "Draw up & chair" he said
"Sit down"

And soon, as we talked of fannish things, he was conduct-
ing us round the lé&brynthine chambers which housed his/Walt's
fanzine collection, We saw SIANT 1, we fingered LeZ, we read
extracts from Phantasmagoria, and lo and behold, he let me
handle NIRVANA Nol, the first issue of the fabulous Bulmer
fanzine,
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Faggoted across the cups for perfect bliss,

Now Chuck has a garden,And he is proud of this garden,
Itrs-one of those long, big soily things, with 1b6td of dig-
ging, and wandering paths, and carrotts, snd trees, And all
he does 1s dig, and win prizes and things with it,

Now Chuck wanted to show us his garden, so we sll upped
and followed him out into his garden., And we followed him °
along the long soily paths, and through the green bushes, and
across the soft grasses, and we finally came to & small hut,
in a small clearing, surrounded by lush vegetation, an old
blevele, and digging instruments, He opened the tired wooden
door, and bending forward to avoid the low roof, we entered in-
to a world of dust and cobwebs, and bulging sacks and mystere
ious dark corners,

"That" he said, kicking a large monstrous object"is a
duplicator™ I looked more closely, and indeed it was, Low
slung, rusting, cobwebbed, but it held the distinet outline of
an early duplicator. And a stencil on it yet, We looked at
this wonderful early machine in awe, and wondered what the ste
cil was, for as chuch said, it was from the early days of "-"
Could this be The Enchanted Duplicator? <9




But anyhow, as 1 was saying {1 was saying something, I'd swear tc it!j
vou folzs get no help from ithe pioney reporis brought bae to you by your
SP1AE honored renresentatives.

And of course, as is bthe case with us in regard to your fansines, our
fenzines are ecually spurious anc censored when it comes to describing the
actual Way of Life of e Serious Constructive American Fam.. But here, of

course, we operale im reverse. in an efforit to keep up with the licen-
tious English coaventions, we generally pretend to be interested in enber-
tainnient and amusetnient. Vherees, if the truth were told, 4dnericon

conventions generally cousist of & lot of peonle gothering around soue
orozinent nhiysicist end looking at his cuantuns,
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I,

%hy don't you try rolling chewing gum on your legs?
060000 dn0daaB00000000G6a60006000000060060000060000006886G00000000000000088000
0f course we in turn save sent soue local representatives overseos,
in much the same spirit as your goverment once furnished certain peovle
with pessage to Australia. You've had Forrest J. iLclermen, for examplce,
anc may vhink you've seen a typical Anerican Fen in action. But whav is
Aczerran without his garage filled with maguzines? A nonentity, a mere
shndow, Vou've had L. Ron HBubbard, voo, cnd what is L. Ron Ilubbard
without his garage filled with engrams?

Friend of mine named wita Krolme popped over there, hut she'd de sure
to give vou the wrong imnression, because she rides o bicycle. Host
hrerican girls don't ride hicycles. Ly more than most ‘anglishmen dive

unéervaser lide Arthur C. Clarie or dive for ciguretbe butits lile Willis,
{I none thery don't , because wien you see ClerZe and Willis togethex
trring to dive for e cigarette butl souehody has thrown into the water,
it's & groesome sight).

Ant last but not leasv, you ha¢ Bee lLehaffey. If you tiink a
screvny old crow like this is typical of tne average beautiful Anerican

)

ferole fen, you're sedly misvalen.

No, there just doesn't seem 1o be eny way of arriving st sutual
understancing, Unless we insugurate a Flan.

That I s about to suggest is ebsurdly simple, or vice versa.

¥y en't we adopt an Ixchange Systow?

Why can't we set up an annual swap, dy wmtual agreement, whereby we,
for cxucanle, send you tarlon #llison im even exchange for two or three
“Mites or half a dozen Clariecs or Shaws? (You see, I do knovw something,
about England efter all: I rcalize all fans over there ore named Jhite

Ciarke or Shaw). Why cen't we send you a siightly used Shelby Vick
in retarn for a jar of Pickles? Wi can't we (kceplnv this on an even
basis) send vou a dozen Awerican iens who are in the army with the raniz
of Pfrivate in cxchcnge for one Caplein Ken Slater?

The wossibilities ove endless. I leave it in your hendss work out
the siunle detwils and let’s take the first step towards Union How and o
Comaonvenltli of Fandori. A for ro, I'd be willing to start the ball

rolling by coptribating about Tifly fens of my ecgquaintance, absolutely
free - on condition you zeep them thexe Dermancnyviy .

Aus a mmtter of fact, I've clready unade o stuart. I sent you Billy

Grahagi, Tvoical Anesrican fon if I ever saw one,. Now let's see wiat you

¢

cnn do. 45 for me, now thet I sce o chnir vacant, I thin® I'31 rest iy

‘] 2 case.
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Four of us made the trip, Harry, Roy, Brénda, and myself,
"T guess this must be the place” I said sadly. Roy, & neo,
said "is this what you mean by outre-fannish?" I rang the bell
and stood on the step, waiting for the first sign of 1life,

The door sl11d open, and something beckoned us into the styg-
ian hallway, ‘ '

Black heir, horn rimmed spectacles, white shirt, blrown
trousers, and a pile of cut stencils, This was Harris,

"Mr Potter sent me" I said, ik

"Youl!....no, it can't be....Lancaster Fandom, ,. . AAAARRGH!

We followed him into his room more slowly,

Te stood back against the bookcase which housed his coll-
ection, Harris, poor foolish Harris, saw ve as marauding pirs
ates, He saw the piles of books decreasing, and our pocketls
swelling with the acumulated, For this was his collectilon,
The books and letters, and fanzines, and pictures, and the
piano,; he had accumulated over the yéars, The works of Forr-
ester, Christie, Carteris, and Smith, His collection of the
Nautical almanac, Letters from Bloéch, and Willis, and Wans-
borough, and Potter, and lMacKenzie, i

"This will go down wéll in BREN" I said,

"Ghod! " said Herris,

I said "This is Harry and Roy, and Brenda"

"Hello, Brenda" he managed to gasp,

But soon we were 2ll friends, '"Draw up & cheir” he ssid
"Sit down"

And soon, as we talked of fennish things, he was conduct-
ing us round the lébrynthine chambers which housed his/Walt's
fanzine collection, We saw SLANT 1, we fingered LeZ, we read
extracts from Phantasmagoria, and lo and behold, he let me
handle NIRVANA Nol, the first issue of the fabulous Bulmer
fanz ine,

Faggoted across the cups for perfect bliss,

Now Chuck has a garden,And he is proud of this garden,
It's one of those long, big soily things, with 1ldtd of dig-
ging, and wandering paths, and carrotts, snd trees, And =all
he does 1is dig, and win prizes and things with it,

Now Chuck wanted to show us his garden, so we 81l upped
and followed him out into his garden., And we followed him
elong the long soily paths, and through the green bushes, and
across the soft grasses, and we finally came to a small hut,
in a small clearing, surrounded by lush vegetation, an cld
bley¢le, and digging instruments, He opened the tired wooden
door, and bending forward to avoid the low roof, we entered in-
to a world of dmst and cobwebs, and bulging sacks and mystere
ious dark corners,

"That" he said, kicking a large monstrous object"is a
duplic¢ator” I looked more closely, and indeed it wes, ILow
slung, rusting, cobwebbed, but it held the distinet outline ef
an early duplicator, And =2 stencil on it yet, We looked st
this wonderful early machine in awe, and wondered what the steng
cil was, for as chuch said, it was from the early days of "-"

Could this be The Enchanted Duplicabor? G
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As we pottered (?) about, I came across a thick wad of
coloured cards, bearing’®the words "First Prize" , "Second
Prize" or "Third T'rize", As I slowly leafed through them,
Chuck come up behind me; and muttered in my ear "One shots"

----------------------------------------------------
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v.es0..1f 8n atom of Hydrogen was magnified to the size
of St Paul's cathedrel, the elecetron would have the size of
& small Dullet,......
e....And if SF was contracted to the size of the Gros-
venor Hotel 99% of fandom would be found in eccentrie orbits
round the bar while Arthur would circumvent the neesrest dairy,
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* Harris 1s one of the 99% Harris is a typlcal 99% type of

fan, Harris has been writtem about by Bloch
i n " " n 14 'Wh ité >
v " - " m " Shaw, Potter, Eanlon,

MacKenzle, Wansborough, Willis, Tubb, Ellison, Hoffman ¥ells
Clarke 30 why the hell shouldn't I’ insult, cajole knock
about, sling mud, grind him with the heel, spit on &nd gener~
ally on him?

I want to be different, '

I'm* going to say he's intelligent virile, modest, active,
handgome, verceptive, interceptive, and controlled in his nanner-
isms, Itts true,'QS'he wlll readily tell you.

So I give VO o35,

If you keep saying things like tha t, you g6 back to the

beginning of the mountains of inertie,
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I have receantly read en account of the MenCon - an unceasorzd report
which wes sold to me for the ridiculous sum of £50 by the some dealer who
supnlied me with my cepy of THE LIFE AND LOVES OF FRANK EARRIS.

arver gRARYIRE BA0 LRLE PAL AE DAFAPLFADNS studying what went on in
bManchester, I was prompted to reflect upon the "curious misconcention"

{as Chuck Earris was inowva when he was e baby) we have regarding British
Fandon.

We over here in the states have few sources of adegquate irnformation
regarding the true status of science fiction and its Fangs in the Isles,

e are forced to rely upon the carefully-doctored and censored versions of
your Cons which manage to get through the mpils. Trve, we have heen
exnosed to Arthur C. Clarize (very contagious, that!) and Ted Cernell end
Bert Campbell (but they're editors, and hardly representetive of fan-life
or any other forr: of life) and Jalter 4. Willis — but these examples are
hardly typicel of true British fandom. At least, I hope they're not
Tyvnical. i'd hete to think of Welter A. Willis as being typical of
anything, -

Ot course, some of us over here correspond with the small segmeant of
British Fendom that can read and write. 3But even 'in correspondence,
there's a handicep. dritish fans £ill their letters with all Linds of
topical refereinces to things like P0GO and MAD CULICS and ASTCUNDING -
which we in Americe have never heard of,

Lfter reflecting upon all this - reflecting so hard I dasmed near »put
oy daughter's eye out through sheer brilliance — I considered the other
side of the matter.

Being the broadminded individual I am {as is well knowva to anyone who
has ever seen me with a broad) I fully realize that in any argument
there's always two sides to the matter - my side and the wrong side.

So 1n considering this problem of how little we in Lmerica truly
Xnow ebuul you in the Isles,; I was forced to conclude that perhaps you
dién'y fow too much alcut us, either.

Of ccurse, ms I mentioned above, there have been visitors to the
States who conceivably could have gone back and reported. In fact, they
attemnted to do just that. Naturally, glthougn it may come as a shock
to you, these renorts are faled, one and all. Most of the Britishers
wvho came over lhere didn't draw e sober breath during their entire stay,
and in at least two cases there is greve doudt if the gentleizen breathed
et ali, Their Jdistorted descriptions of American fandom (which is reslly
e ciosed corpeoratioa sclely cwned and operated by Forrest J. Ackerman and
Tiison Tucker, with two office~kays named Gold and Cempbell) attest to
their lack of verisimilitude: 0f course, the verisimilitude-shortage is
serious everywiere, ohilerwise we'd undoubtedly have more verisimilitude
boabs, wouldn't we? 11




But anyhow, as I wes sayin g {1 was saying gomething, I'd swear to it!)
vou fol's get no help from the puon@y reporss bronght dack to you by your
AP1E4 honored renresentatives.

And of course, as ig the case with us in regard to your fansines, our
fanzineq are ecually spurious and censored when it comes to describing the
actuel Way of Life of & Jerious Constructive American Fan. But here, of
course, we onerate in reverse. In en effort to keep up with the licen-
tious Emglish coaventions, we generally vrotond to be interested in enter—
teimient and amusenent. Whereas, if the truth were told, American
conventions generally consist of e lot of people pethering around some
prozinent nhiysicist end looZing at his gquantuins.

36 6d0Boda0d50606a0000600030000000.00000006.00000A0506000a00.0000000880a000000.C

Whr don't you try rolling chewing gum on your legs?
CEC RS B B R T I N R I R B R A B R R R R B R A R B R R B R R B R R R B R R R B R A R R R
0f course we in turn nave sent some local representatives overscas,
in much the same spirit as your goverment once furnished certain neoule
with pessage to Au"traliu. Zou've Dpac Forrest J. ickerman, for example,
and way thinik you've seen a iypicol Americun Feon in action. But what is
Ackarman without his garage filled with magezines? 4 nonentity, a mere
ndow, You've had L. on Hubbard, too, aund what is L., Ron llubbard

v1uh0Lt his garage filled with engirams?

Friend of mine named witn Hrolne 301)Od over there, huv she'd be sure
to -give you the wroang immression, because she rides o bicycle. Most
‘ﬂérican girls don%t ride bicycles. Ay more than most Englishmen dive
undervater lide Arthur C. Clarie or dive for cigurette butis lilte Willis,
\I hone they don't , because wien you see ClarZze and Wiilis together,
ring to dive for po cigurette butt sonewody has Shrown into the water,

S5 & gruesome blght).

Anc last but not leasy, you had Bea Lehaffey. If wou think a
gsergtmny olé cvow like this is typical of tue average beautiful American
fenmole fen, you're sediy mistaXen.

No, there just doesn'i seem to be any way of arriving at sutual
understancing., Unless we inaugurate a Plan.

Thet I awm about to suggest is ebsurdly simple, or vice versa.

Why aen't we adopt en Ixchange System?

Thy can't we set up un annual swap, Wy mutual agreemcnt, whereby we,
for crumnle, send you tarlan Ellison in even exchenge for two or tihree
Mites or half a dozen Clariics or Shaws? {You sce, I do know something
about Englend efter ell: I realize all fans over there are named hite

Clorke or Shaw). Why cen't we send you a slightly used Shelby Vicl:
in return for a jar of Pickles? Why can't we (keeping this on an even
besis) send you o dozen American ifens who are in the army with the rani

frivate in oxcnconge for one Captein Ken Slater?

The wossibilities ore endless. I leave it in your handsj; work out
the siunle deteils and letis tale the first step towards Union How and o
Comonwealtli of Fandorie 4s for ey, 1'd be willing to start the ball
volling by ecwmtribating about {ifly fens of wy vauaxntance, ebsolutely
free - on condition you keep them there wermenentiy.

43 a vatter of facu, I've already nade a startd. I sent you Billy
Graham, Tvnical Aaerican fun if I ever saw one. Now let's see what vou
con do. 45 for me, now thot I sce e chnir vacant, I tain® I'11 rest wy

'l 2 case.
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_ Thls is mostly a11 about me. I happen.to have been born in South-
port, but it doesn't really matter as I live in Lancaster now, and have
done for the best part of my 18 years. and 1 ponth. My naue. -is Irene
Elizabeth Gore, which I don't for the most part like.’ I stand approx-
imately 5'4" and weigh only 8 stone. I am about 23%" around theé waist
and about 36" higher up. I don't Inow about the bit lower down right
nov but I guess it's around 'the middle thirties, My hair is sort of Ash
Blonde all over and. eyelashes etc. are ditto.. My eyes are very light
blue; but to me they look grey. . iy ‘complexion is. too pale. My shoul-

- ders are too thin and the bottom of wy legs. - ¥ am not good looking,

1 take size 4 to. 5& in shoes and I resd 5 c;ence Fiction. - I am.untldy,
and inclined to be lazy. - I am not much good at anything, but I can use
a typewriter ond my blcycle number is FT 2499, - liy telephone number is
Lancaster 4494, and my health insurance number is ZP 679573 B. I like
to enjoy myself and I don't smoke, but. I have taken snuff on two occasions
1 like cleaning and cooklng, and hate sewing with an all consuming hate.
I freguently indulge in sex and gardening, nmostly the former. I like
hiking, and fanning, and going places I've never heen before. I possess
two parents who live with me, and & brother & sister—intlaw, and a nephevw
who don't, I clso have a bookcese o portable typewriter, a portable
pick-up gram. & bicycle, o tennis racket (or do you spell it with a Q)
‘two pillow cases and a lot more junk., I usually take a bath on o
‘Sunday morning as I'm out most every night except kondays, vhen he comes
wp. I work at the present moment ot & wholesale tobacconists and I once
vhitewashed o ceiling. . My fother oms a greenhouse ond works om. the
G.P.0. I have a row at least once a day with my Mother, and with my
Father at least once in two months. I would tike to: ‘buy & lot of
modern furniture to put in my modern house, and I would like a modern
house. I also have a lot more relaotions. I want to ride on the back
of a motor bike, and go abrocd. llaybe travel around the world., . I .
con't swim, and I feel sick if X look dowm & 1ift shaft. I go to the
films about once a week, and I collect all the. -money I can come by lav-
fully. Does anyone went to marry me?

I vas really not far from normal until one fatal night ‘when epssce

"That" whispered my friehd in hushed tones "is Potter" _ "ghat is?"™
I asked with a puzzled expression. She laughed "Thet".  She .indicoted
e sort of youth draped over a couple: of chalrs at one end of the room,
"Oh!" I said. We continued to foxirot around the floor. Suddenly I
wos propelled tovards the side, and Potter end I came face to foce.
“Eello", I said; noticing he hed a tooth missing and knocking his coffee
over. at the some tine. - "Hil" he said nodding his head and not1c1ng I'd
Inocked. hls coffee:over (he didn't really drink then). A feeling of
 horror swept ‘through me. "I'1l1 get you some more", I said hurridly, and
whizked his cup away. Afterverds he was quite k1nk1y tovards me,
moved to a dryer spot where we telked about Penguin Blscu1ts untll the 4:1:3'
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last waltz wos announced., . This was the first time I ever donced with
Potter. It turned out to be o sort of shuffle-come-cake~walk—cone—fox-
trot. 1 dragged myself away toking nost of ny foet with me.

e continued to wave energeticelly ot eanch other when passing until

the great turning point.- All I did was to sell Ken and Earry Hanlo# a
ticket for o donce = and if Ken hadn't brought slong o medley of coloured
sheets of poper things would have passed along quite smoothly and I would
never have heard of Fondom. But alaSeesss.. Ken insisted upon my read-
1ng the zines (no advertising) ond pretty soon he discovered that I was
in possess;on of o typer. Ohi loack-o~day. My strug511ngs becane
wealser and wealter os I scnk slowly and oozxngly into the mire. I wos o
victin,

After being v1ct1mised, I was qu:etly led into Horry “anlon 8 Fone
shock where 1 wos ngen o minor operction. They destroyed my sense of
rebson, sharpened my vices and turned me loose.. And 8o I was born
againe I connot say how grateful I'.am, so very grateful, for all the
kindness shown to mie; and oll they (Lancaster Fondom) have done for me,
over the post year. There are so few words in whichk to express vy trve
feelings. My héort is overflowing, Fow ean I ever repay vhen,  Such
benerosxty. Such helpfulness. I weep. .

- Toke todey for instance. It's Sundoy ond Potter is very kindly
cllowing me to read his (MP4Azines., My decdline is 3 p.w:. for Dave TWood
vants then too, and somehow I don't thin’t I'1l tanage it.

My unfannlsh frzeuds Ahinle I an med, and they ore ‘probably correct.
...O'Q.....’00.00'..00.....00‘.ﬂo.."..'.‘.O.Q.IO‘ID.0..0....0.....‘.0..0

It's too good to be originol
00.............'0.IlO....O.G‘O..’...O..Olv..9’....0.'I...OOI...OOG...OI....
It's no use putting the blame on 0ld Mon Potter, because he - foul fiend
thot he is = would stand right up and soy "Oh, but she wos that way
lo-o—0—ong before ‘she Imew me ‘becouse =~ etc. Besides I'm not sure
whether 1 like being mad or not, It's really rather convenient. You
con do practically onything ot all without. alarming cpyone, or cven
vithout them noticing. = What's more you can get away with things.

1 slap the Big Boss on the shoulder tierrily, clap cy hands in glee
ond exclaim "Oh, there you sre!  I've been looking for you all over",
ond the Big Boss grine. My workmotes couldn't do o thing lile thut!
They would have to0 approach him in o feroffish woy ond wh18per "Wr. W, .
do you think I could sperk to you foi a moment plense" in hushed and
reverent tones., I'm excused of coursa,’ because I'n mad. "Whods thot
horrible noise" exclaims a stranger. "Oh" - -spy ny workmates (everyone
says Oh arcund thesc parts) "Ihat's only Ireme™.  MAbh!"™ seys the
stronger (because he doesn't live oround these parts). - He nods his
head ond walikks away completly sotisfied, .

I'n as free as o bird thno flits overhead., I come and go as I
please. 1 anm perm1tted to carry Potter olong Morecambe Prom. or turn
hio upside down to see 1£ he is horbouring unkmown quontities of golden
coins in his underpants. I ‘talk t6 stronge mem about breeding cattle;’
and throv wh1te-wash over pol1shed floors, I wos once dragged into o
LKiosk and told that By eyes were lilke deep lagoons, and other things which
I con't remenber just at. the wmorzent. My worimintes shrugged. "Just

‘onother of Irene's evenings out",

14
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I"11 contact Jolter Willis when I got 9d... :
Yes I quite enjoy being wmnd. #hot other woman would go dancing in
o poir of hiking shoes, with thick white WOolly socks oand slacks, or fish
in pools of dirtyiwater with a’ stick becodsé she likes to hear it
"slushing".  Or go for “Get lost when it gets dork" walks in the country
“and then come horme and start fanning. - 0f course all this doesn't
bother Potter. The only portion he doesn't seem to care for, ix the

. "slushing". "¥hy are you poking sround in thot horrible seaweed" he

begins, "For Ghods sake leave it alone. "But I'm slushing". He renoves
the stick gently from my grasp and costs it into the sea. "Well stop
slushing dorm you women". KHe takes De rouohly by the hand and leads e
eway to an unslushable 8pote .
One doy I tried being ord1nagz, but I have in when o hottle of asnrang

approached we, bcurne by o welk meaning friend who thought I was ill.
7as it worth it? Definitely not! The strein was too great. How I come
to be in such g state os this is lost in the mists of tice (as it says in
Weird Tales) but the other day my mother told me, I wos an "accident, :
(N; Potter., I don't read Weird Toles regglarlz. Tom White gave ome to
L33 Y ’ ’
_ Eow grateful I an to Fandon, it gives e o sort of excuse for my
iméness, not thgt I mind any more, but it's kinda confortlng to Imow
your not - -standing alone.- SR

- 1 mentioned earlier on in this effort that I did resd Sclence Fiction .
Just letely there scems to be some contraversy hwming beck and forth in

""and around Fandom &s to whether non.S.F. readers should be classed as

what might be cnlled true faans, and arguements similar. In oy op1n1on
if the people in question kept their mouths secled and their typers in
strict obedience, no one would know whether they read S.F. or Eop-clong
Cessidy - or both. Who'd be interested? :
Wéll that's that ecoseessee - Back to the - OMEAzines.”;A‘
"So I solad this flllup line to Galaxy;.. » !

..'.O..........‘................O..........0..'....l......‘I..'.IQ,..OJ....."

we“ dont sh) Q‘n

all .over me .
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Sandy and I held ome of our usual
discussions about science f1ct1on LfPeople
- talk about it}) the other day, and amongst
- other things there was voiced a profound

CL EA N BY . gtatement - "There comes a time in the
' ' '1ife of most fen, when they decide that
Y C) l J R R psychology is & subject about which they
kmov o great deal" {{Ha!}} Not only that

J 04 N c A R RWe a.lso decided that this profound state-~
- - pent was more applicable. to the Astounding

HAT

W lTH ‘ .+ = Goloxy readers amongst the fem, rather
: then to the Rocket - Spe,ce ~ Aniezing

v « — va.r:.ety. - It was then I realized that if

S N‘ E ﬁo this lest idea was true, I qualified for

" inclusion amongst the amateur psycholog-
' - :ists. = Hawving facod facts with a firm
front, I dec1ded to try and work this madness out of my system by
O.,lssumg some more profound statetents on psychology in relation to
~ Advertising. At least I intend them to be profound.

'.........O.....'..0.0l‘..Q.'.“...O.‘O."..O..‘.O'O..0.0.0..00‘.'.00..

:; I'n the most remsonable person I ever net
-.“..'0...‘.00.'...'OD.....'.‘...Q....C.....0...........'.0.....'.‘....O.'
« I have been interested in advertising for soume: considerable time,

t-Until I storted this article, I had always. been under the impression

- ‘@& that. I had o will of iron which refused to.be swuyed by anythmg other

16

~ than my own personal tastes.. -However,.if that is so, how can I
expla:n vhy 1 always smoke Pleyers, when. there is wo difference between
them and other brands?  How-can I explain vhy, like most women, I
prefer nylons to other ‘types of stockings -~ and hang ‘the expemse? -

«— Vhen drinking gin, why do I- st111 ask for Booths, when I. once had

() Gordons which was much nicer?  And when = but lets not: go any further,

- ¥e have anough to work on as it is. o

The extent to which a.dvex't:.smg hes molded our 11ves is rother,
>~frightening, the main thing is thpt it is all so subtle. Have you-

(never been in g tobacconists. shop. vhen. someone. has asked for cigarettes?

O €41 vork in one damm you}} On thosé oceasions when a iumber of brands

— aore available, the purcheser is asked wvhich he vonta  {{Nevery)} Ninety

O percent vill sey either "Churchman! = "Capstan" or what have you,

When “he preferred brend: is Playews t.hough,H they will always ask for

"Pleyefs — pleage". There are many otlter ways in which o good advert—

ising. slogcm bas become a port of normal conversation so thet it is

>\used without any real thought on the imvt of the user,. ;

V) . 1 think thet it’is true to say thit good advertisihg can sell an.

: @ inferior producty; vwhile bad a.dvert:.s“hg can ruin a ‘good one.. As an

exemple of bad edvertising, consxde\i‘ that which was first applied to
) Royon.  Rayom, when it was s new product, wes described as artificial
£~ silk. ;. Apparently it was the word- "urt‘xﬁcml“ which ‘ceused all the
+o troublé. = Peonle don"t. 1like bu)mg griificial products. £ 1 xnov a
" man vho hus” aiv artificial wig)) ‘Rayon Tisnufacturers have been trying
ever since to do away with that firat impression they had given the



public. On the other hond, Nylon wes first introduced es e brend new
rieterial, ond its success was imuediate, (Jorry Turner first pointed
this eXanple b me).

Now, who ore advertisenents eined at? Well, despite cvhe fact that
post of the money in the world is earned by men, it is s»ent by wouen.
The advertisers anre cuite oware of this fect, and thiey slant their copy
acccordingly. he anneal to worien is partly on the "urs. Smith down the
rond hos one, 80 why don't you get one os well?" linme - with variations,
and noartly on the personal pride line, As o group, we cre continously
being told thet by obiteining ceritein erticles, we will become o bhundred
percent wore efficient or alluring, or what ever it is the article does
for us. So clever is the art of the odvertiger that we very rarely
renlize the insults that lurk beneoth this tyne of cowny.

fven those adverts, which cre slented ot men usuelly canege vo hinge
cround wonien.,  Personal pride wgoin plays o big parv, and egnin there
arc kidden insults. As most of 1y readers will be mele, I sboll try to
give you o few cxamples of wvhat I wewn, from your type of advert. For o
stert do you reclize that when o gloringly virile and masculine figure on
the back of o magozine informs you thet "You too cem heve o body iile
aine", &£ Witk n firo front}y the idee is that without taking this course
you are acll a lot of puny weclklings? Granted that this probably correct,
but even so, you aren't going to tale the insult lying down are you?
Surely you gre not that weok! When you see on advert for o brend of hoir
creemn, can't you just imegine the sncering voice which is saying "OF
course, those of you who don't use our heircreans: are suifering from dand-
ruff, falling hair, baldness, eond general unZempiness'™. Why do men
stond for all these insults? Why do you stand celmly by while on wdvert
srocloims that those of you who don't wear a hat are so stupid that they
will never coonnt to cnything in their johs? Meinly because you don't
realize that the insults ore there.

To retura to women, o subject with wiich I an betier wequeinted -

(and thot is the rashest stetenent I have ode so for). Ve are constnn-
vly being informed thot wo are wnclenn —~ sionosily dressed - hodly nade-
up - and noisome. (Lovely woxra thot, used in the sense that writers
such as Lovecraft used it, and having little concction with noise). On
top of this, we have poorly kept homieg, the weekly wosh is not as clcon
es it should be, and so on and so forth, We are further told thai by

“

obtnining products, we can ciunge this whole misernble situation, and
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i didn't mow whether to go to the pictures or buy a peir of briefs..
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oilce our houses fit For pgucsts, and ourselves decent enough to be secn in
public. Mind you, all these insults are not hurled gt us in so wany
words, but they arc inferred just the saize. The advertiser has o hard
job. e hos to intimete thot without such and such o thing, there is
sonedhing lacking. At the same tine, he cen't lay it on too thicily,
otherwise the insult will becoce gloringly obvious.

The thing that has to be "sold" is, of course, the name of the proeduct

ond this should occuny the center of the displeay. Or rather, it should
occupy & sSnoce just above the centre, for it is here that the eye orien-—
toteg itself. The rest of #la space is occuwnied by the "rersuvoasive
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satericl, ond it is in this thet you see the clement of fantesy which, in

2 A

iy opinion, iaes aGvertising o iy subjeev 4o be discussed in o fansine.

fhat o Tine web of fantasy has 19 be woven in order %0 nersuade peconle
thot one product is superior vo and wore desirsable then another, If the

ndvert contains an illo (end most of tihem do nowpdays) then there is
litely to be onother eleouieny of fontasy. Fror: recent ads. I have scen,
it would appear that there is a definite trend towards e semisurrealism
in the illuswvrations. Il:any of them are heginning 4o look as tnough they
kove been talzen from the pages of the digaus®t Faatastic and Amazing, or
Galoxy., Aind have you seen the recent ndvert for Dessouter Tools in which
is shown & scout-moster and a little horrer of o horse faced scout? -
Could that be & blaster that the little horror hos in Lis hand?

But the psychology of advertising., Originally the idea seecred to be
Yo bludgeon the name of a droduct into the subconcious by sheer renctition.
From: hoardings — on buses ond tudbes - in morning and evening papers — and

in mggozines., In fact, in almost every space aveiloble, throvgh every
riediury, the subconcious would be exhorted to "BUY -, The trouble wns
9 2]

there were 100 meny noadied. People grew acustonied to seeing adverts and
tezing no notice of tien. It becorme neccessary to add sowething to the
noste, sometviiing which would be sufficiently crresting to cateh the roving
eye anc force it to contemplote vhe advert. #Aven so, they had to be
Zent simnle cnd clear. Subileiy became the Xey-word. 4L riot of colour
in o surrealistic nightmere will ke on advert stend out, ££ Have you
seen liorecambe illuningdions this year}} but after looking at it for sone
tine, you will probably come away with the thought that either you need
glasses; or else you.should never have hed thntl lest vhisiey desnyite what
the posters say about Joln Haigh.£{ I c¢nce sev his effigy in the "Chazber
of Horrors"}}

The story "Grovy Planot" - (Dié I hear somcone say "I Tnew she'd have
4o mention that"., Hzm?) - showed o picturc of agdvertising carrieéd to the
extrene in a future world, Howevery, I don't think that such will be the
case. 4 short while ago, when papers in New Yori were not heing printed
due to a strike, the verious menufacturers bought up as zwuch space as they
possibly could on T.V. This caused a scream of protest from viewers,
whose main iden sceened to be that T.V, was overloonded with advertising as
it was, without making it worse. 4is long as people J<eep that stiitudae,
all will be well. If it ever flags, then remenber the insults, and shout
"Dovn with advertising" (And I'a sorry if I do you out of o job Horry).

Having receched the end of my thoughts on the subject, I have glonced
through what has heen written so fer, only to dimcover thet 1 hnve Lordly
got down to describing the actual Psychology (with o capital P) of Adveri=-

iging (with o capital A). Perhaps I don't belong amongst the amatevr
paychologists ofter gll! There is hope for ne yetl!! And with that
profouad thought I shell sit back ond woit for the letters I hope you are
going to send. If anyone is rarin' to go, and can't get il oll down on
aaper, my phene nuamber is Fayid 352 - Trouble is, you'll have 1o come out
to Bgiptikefore you 'con (W) HE 2l eeniore oo s o o ain o6 naaepion a0 oo aeiosoe
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Did you mow. the only way to kill o zombie was to pour boiiing wax on hin?
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EDITORTAL COMMENT TO JOAN'S ARTICIE, L

L}

Weaal, Joan, e guess. you aln't got anywherez , Naturally your art-
icle is 1nterest1ng or ‘wvhy would me print it — but you'ze no nearer to
answering the question WHY do advertisenents work.

bie (this is Ken talking) I just don't dig advertls1ng._: Thy the
devil a paper facade of an advert like a sleek managerial -type of person
leaning over a cCesk, and saying in a-clotted crean voice — imitation

clotted cream - "You see, ladies, we believe we have discovered the per— . -
fect wasking powder" should induce veople to buy the d&mn stuff, I don't
know, LI

Why am I, upon seeing a huge rearesentahlon of a frail .looking’ man
in e n1gktsh1rt riding a- .storm .tossed see on g gargantuan.pot of Bovrik,.
suphosed to. frentically purchase BOvril?

" 'How can an olurworld country scene, bric 1ng‘w1th hounds and austere
creepa on. tall- horses induce one to tirive 6n Tetley's ales?

The emszing thing to me is that advertisewents work.

Yet all the examples I have ‘quoted are’ frou wemory, and Ghod Tnows. T
haven't tried to memorise them. So they have been biudgeoned into my
nmind. As Dave pointed out to me -a short time ago, Ads are as. much to
appraise the public of the existence of the product as to versuade thkem
of its suality. . That is as far es I can go.

" I cen remettber 11tera'1y hundreds of advertlsements, w1thout any
effort, -becavse “hey have “22n forced upon me. . But since I.!mov thet
all the advertisexrs are a¢1er wy Beaey, I cynically dishelieve the state-
ments that one product is betder than another. - So when I want chocolate
1 don't zay Cadbary's, 1 ey Chocolate.. .. When I feel thirsty, I don'td
necessyrily have a. Cose, epy dema! drink will do,  fnd if I wanted a
fountain ven I'd go and bhave a look-at some fountain - bensy not dive.
straight. for one advertised as "the pen you cannot loge' .’

This atiitude seems to me so ahz&gus that. 1 can't see why everybody
doesn'v adopt it.,

But amvarently they don't. Advert1sang is @ b1g suhﬂect - even if -
you confine it to washing ﬂowders -alone. o let's. be hearing from jou

_pr01ourd uhlnkers, please.

‘o

Wz e Wére on thv highbrow kick let us use this space
torecormend to those of bur renders who are interested in
SP, the mogngine "PERSPECTIVES"™ , No 8 speeifically, P 1is
one of tnose snoovy.Amer~ can culture me gazines, published in
Britein av 2/6, in a formelt worth 3 times the ptiee. o In
gpite of ihe ﬂhCJulﬂPSd it's well worth hovings, I mention
becvansge No 8 ccasaiuns a rev1ew of Bretnok's "Modern sf", which

1develops into‘an article on.that sudjeet, A ve level—headed
artivle 1t is, an article nobody who is- even sli;gtly inter-

egted in SPF Should miss Ineidentall I a e T s
mere or less, KEN * Te groe With 1%, o 1€?
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TEE MOON i BLUK

vy Archie liercer.

Starring Tiliiam Holden, David Niven, Maggie McNauara, ané feoturing a
good deal of Devm Addars

You've seen the Way tvo the Stars. Yon've seen Destinution koon.

You've corefully avoided seeing ..ockeiship .. Ory, if your'e luciy,
you've cdone the exact opnosite. I wish I had. dut, enywey, whichever

it is, I advise you not to r.iss lhe lgtest epic of the first interplan-
evary fiight, thot must surely ranx asuongst the most unusual OF films of
all time -~ The Lioon Is 3lue.

For a stert - not to itention & chenge - the invrenid voyegers into
space @re not hurinns, buil-wvwolves. There's a middle—aged type of wolf
called Slaver {David Hiven), who %ecepns on rolling his eyes and anything
else rollabie on the slighvest srovocation. There's & youmg heroig
type of wolf celied Greshem {Wiiiiszm Lolden, of course), aprarently on
the priancinie that had morais drive osut good, hen there's & somewhat
artificial type of underwere wolf called Synthia (Davn kédems, with only
two "d"s - and believe e, she doesn't NEID any nore) . The party is
completed by a smell dog.

The rocket takes off {by courtesy of the Sevter-Finegan Orchestra)
from the top of the Oompah Steve Building, Yauniee Doodletown, ané promptly
lands at the bottom of one of the more lunar sees — ithe Mare liesta.

Much fortified by wheir Crop im the old crater, the expedition send out a
one-zun scouting poriy consisting of the heroic tyne {who else?) who,
though at the botton of a sea,; soon finds his depth end reaprears with
one of tho denizens of the deep freeze (Maggie Mcliamara), o genuine

Luner Virgin {or lunaive) called O'm Bel - or nossibly Oh ¥neel., This
is & very rare species of fish indeed; so rare in fuct thet the msle
wolves vaanimously decide that it's virgin on the impossible, and set out
to nrove that they've caught soielhing eise epltogether. in this they are
ably sssisted by Synthie, whe's practicelly indistinguishable from a
biteh in any case — though she almost recdeems herself towerds the end by
making a clean breast of it.

At this point the space-shin is atvacked by Own Del's outruged
father, whko'ls a carpDe. Greshar for once fails to drive him oub, anc the
carn hitg him cn the jaw with e tesseraci, thaereby giving him a black eye.
This, of courze is absurd, but you've seen nothing yet. To the strains
of the "iide of the Valiyre", Lenry VIII materiulises and sings "Drinlr to
me Ovm Bel", during whiclh the letter climbs out of a jug of chlorophyil

L]



enC asxs a leading cuestion,; eventuelly reliring with full honours.
The next day it's Greshan's tvrn to aslt the guestion, and after that -
with any luckk — they all live hap:ily ever afler.

That's the end of the film. Only in ome or two ways I was rather
disappointed, I missed any roference to Wolf 855, for instence. £nd
they never »layed Foew Eigh The Moon on & tessercct — I rmean a theramin.
(I*'ve long nmeintained that an air—raid siren is a comperetively attractive
noise, and that would have beén an ideal opportunity to prove it). Llso,
the files was unfortunaiely not in coloax, so I never found out if the
rioon wes actually bive or nov.

PHUTNOTE

L friend of ours went io o cineme whereat "The moon is blue" was
billed - omly to sce wmen rushing around withh swords, and half nelzed women
being carried ehout by slobs who were kecis,ullng the mulnsrace, and
bettening dowm the Tor'erd uizsenoast. Suchy, friends, is the amazing
sten forward of Science Fiction in the cinere. Roh! Reohl Roh!
S n e S L B 2 S I e A b e R O L B B R R
SUOTE from the 2/8d's

"ihy cdo you keep loolking at the screen?..."
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DESTINLITION MOON

by Pat dalsh

Deft, goin' up there in them boiler Suits eccececocsconces
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wither!
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T-EFE DAY TdHdE EARTH STO0O0OD STILL

AnOrYyaous

Ohi ~ is thot the one about wallzing carrots?
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If its no good you can send it to Ashworth ....
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While we're on the Hollywood Xkiclk, we may as well mention
that we have rmale a trewmcndous dlscovery° While omne of
our Pr|uo_c vas acwn Lordon with sundry odd characters
desciabeld wewhpre 1. thls magmzine all of them were
przv11ugeu to aec hﬂﬂ; Uext dso ue we may present a

FEVOIL el e rohice abkeub HAGOO, who is surely worth

of ths same &ybrubiabx(n a1l udaldULon accorded to POGO,

Asg far as we kxrow, MAGOU can bBe geen only in the metronoll°
ag long &s you rumain in Britain, FHow #ife he is on the
other side of the water, we cannott say, We arc surprised
that none of éur contemptuaries have introduced him to
fandom before, IIAGOO is Ghod ! 2]
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BELLES LETTRES
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393 3LOCH
Do I want to see linglond?
Ken, it's the Crecm of my life, visiting the British Isles. Fow

often Ifve enjoyed it all in emnticipetion...gorse—shootving in the Highlands
oo oploying o chultzer of cricket ot Tpson Salt Dowms...trgmping over the
rugged hills of Aldershote..gozing at the statue of Elizabeth in Trafalgor
Squere...seeing the hend of inne Boleyn in the Tower...stonding in
silent meditation ot Sholespeare's. Tomb in Brighton...listening to the
shouts of ithe costers in Westuiinster Abley...poying hownge to Sherlock
holries ot his lodgings ot 10 Downing Street,..rubbing elbows with Winston
Churcihill some night in Piceadilly Circus...{{ind you con get sretiy good
anmburgers in Blackpool}) -

Ah yes... all this ond British fandom tool Sorting out all the
Shavs ené “hites...oné Clarkes... ond sennrating the benrds from the boys.,
Lttending o Moncon, or betier still, o Womoancon. I éream,

But alns, it is not to be. Or so it seems. The renson why?

It seems my wife is in the senatorium with TB of the bone.  Hip.
fle¢ o nretty bod siege of it this winter;, in every conceivnble woy. Now
they don't Znow how long she'll be theres whot the prognosis is, extent
of possible recovery, etc. But uieanwhile I am running the house ~lone
and trying to make o living inm the face of ¢ fanlling norket herec.
Chances are she'll be home long before next yecar's deadline. But chences
also are that I'1l be needed herej oh; 1 could nossibly get away for the
4-5 dey stretches of an American convention if it were nov helc too far
avay...horély longer, though. Or at leasl, so it seems from preseant
irdications.

30 you see how it is. I would, in utter honesty, vearn for nothing
pore than just the opvortunivy you mention. I have so enjoyed mieeting
Jaelt and Bert...so relished the letters and publications from the Isles...
been so impressed wivh reporits from Beo Mehaffey end HRite Krohame...and
have often entertained the wild hone of showing those unaignificd louts of

the Lincdon Circle how a Serious Consiructive anorican Fan-Pro con diA4L444
conduct himself, After ail, Bagleud sent us Arthur C. Clarke, We owe
vou something for that. and I thougat perhaps 1 might be able to redey
the debdt.

haybe the situation will change. liaybe niy upprehensions are ground—
less. But writing at the wmoment, under present circumstaances, I'm only
abhle to give you the fucis es they now exist. Along with my sincere
thigniks .

B0B BLOCE (again)

T " Believe me, my heart bleeds when you tell me about the petition.

by wife {0 use an Americanischer collognielism) like to of kilt me when
she heard what I wrote. 0f course, being a woman, she was diplousiic
about it. Sriling sweetly, she observed, "Why, you £$%&'"i@//211! fool,
wvhy didn't you tell 'em yes? You know you're dying to go to England and



tafre up vhere Bea kighaffey left off." £L¥e11ly  We imow that sentence
would be subtler without an interjection,; but you don’¥NO¥ where she
left off)}) A1l of which is true emough, but the faci remains that there!s
the hovering doubt about the situation 10 months from now,..and I cen't
conscientiously let & lot of nice people go out on a limh this way when
there's the slightest chance of disappointing them due to unforscen
circumstances. I pay end up next biay heertily joining her in cursiag
ayself for a worry-wart., DBut that's beticer then having everybody curze
me. And some of those names you wention are strong cursers, too. God
love 'em. My wife strongly urged me to write you and soy that I'd
change¢ my mpind, end though strongly tempted, I'm not strong enough.
If it were a decision that could be withheld until fall, when I ¥mew
where I'd stand both financially and in rclation to her health, things
vould bhe different. But right now mmuch denends on markets for me im
the next three months. A writer makes next year's incosie today, you
mow,

Only sonetimes he doesn't.

As for Stun Xenton, I have nothing against him. It's just his
2 . »
Busic. {So000., How all you people who signed the netish mow as

mmch as we do. By the time you get to reading this, it will of course

be out »f date, but we'll aypiend a stop press column if necessary.

“onder if Burbce cen come?}
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0h that ~ it's a time mechine I invented in a moment of caprice....e.
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Sir,
Plcase clcer your drain as Soonm as possible c.c.ceconcs
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I see it ail nov -~ the rockzet pushes against Newton's 3rd law of motiomn
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AL S5TYORTE

Yes Son I's inclined to agree that you're still in the throes of
entering Trufendom — I can even sce the dew on your shoes yet. £{Nov
I now why he's got cold feet}} ~ Not only do you not devote your every
spare hour to fanac but you arc “nown to consort with a member of the
female sex, a fan acmititeldly {{ThanZyou})} but neverthecless a female.
Whet do you think Jophan wouid cdo in such n cese? All right no need to
tell me in detail - fancy yo' self as Haniz Janson or sumpn? How as a
helr end a sniritual aid to your cause of entering into Trufendom I
suggest that you scné gway this wonen to itie nearest Trufan centre
(strangely in your casc this is Bradford!) until you are wroperly
established on the Path L{Do I have to bring my own toweld). This
should not talke morc then e few wonths -~ no doubt Wult Yillis, Vinﬁ ’
Clarze and Chuck Farris will back up my suggestion tho' they may diiffer
a little in opinion as %Yo your ncarest Trufan centre - I of course am
indisputably right on Jhat point.
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How was 1 vo mow she wasn't med?
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AT A POGG

I have recently beem om holidsy on the continent. While 1 was
climbing an Alp, I was approached by s slavering figure, wearing o
rubber vellow masite This figure produced a weapon, end sprayed e with
some iigquid. Le then went away - jerlk, jerk, jerk.

As he receded; I could hecar his voice raised, and it said, "Ode to
Irene. Gee but I'll meke. that Wensborough look silly. Ode to Ireneg.
OL Irenc fair.i.ccsesssss”" The rest was inarticulate.

Can you offer any explanation for this phenomencn? Otherwisce I sghall
be force¢ to conclude that I have discovered a European Abominable Snowvman.

© 08 400668008008 060000 adn 08 006608 PHNSAES 9P SEEOD0OCAEEEsO @00 0068 030e0aggansae

It starts at nothing and tepers off
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CiiUCK HARRIS

No, I'm desolated, and I'm weeping blood. I love both of you liie
brothers {{Yeah. And Eoullls you love Irene, you normal bastara}i and gny
tine you want a secondhand right arm all you have to do is asl Lfand how
=any spare heads do you have}} I'11 be enchanted to sub to Hrcnnschlugs,
and¢ I am really looking forwara to it, But, I'm sorry buv I just can't
write anything just now. :

Honest, I'm not prolific. It usually takes me about n weck to write
"Randou"{{Do you stop for meals}} and the rest of the time between isgues
I spend searching for old jokes that will still stand renovation.

You Imow that if I did have an. idea for an article or something you'd
be the first people to see it., £LOh Charles! I bet you say that to all
the faneds)¥

I don't want you to think I've sold out to the pro's. I haven't,

I would do if I had anything to sell out with. @x‘_—y -life is virtually
non existent, and I have drawers full of unanswere@lctters that I don"t
“even like to think about.

When I get some time and some ideas, (and the first Brenﬂscnluss)
1'11 try to do something for you.

This could be a lot 1onger too, and I'm just as sorry as you are.

I'd rather die than say YES.

{LAPUTs Watch BAENNSCILUSS 2 for a stupendous article by Chuck Harris,
Yes Herris, this means you - if we have to burm your eyes ocut for it.
If you want some Ideas, just crib from Burbee.}}
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Can you make puns in newspeak?

ALOVSTUS GREENBLATT

The cuestion now arises of the social significance of the modern fan
club. For instance, siiouldéd wembers 4nit underpants for horses? And if
so, what hos Hubbard tc soy about it. After all, we are star hegotten.
Do not let us fTorget the glorious tradition we uphold. Let us adopt
opiun smolcing, to male us opium mlndedﬁ Let us mit tronbones,

Fendou is a way of life.
A »pley on words,. The word opium is similar to the worcd oncn.
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HAARY EANLON

I'm too cynical to talk to, a %A&F told me so.

Yours,
- : “. -Maximillan Budorius Dizenhirk,
Ot...ooo....oo9.UQ.GC‘...0.0.00.00.0..0000‘...90.0.000.0'.!..0....lo......

Isn't it about time ve had another litter

......Q..'.....O.....‘.ﬂ‘ﬂﬂ.l....O‘0.00..O.B...O...lO..‘Ooﬁ'...D.l.‘-..l..

(éQK, 80 it isn't tmch of a letter column. Write damn, you writel )}

ne s getting s-xy lately ~ had the midwife three times this morning,

.0.........l‘l.....0.0.0.'...'.0"..0...0....'...I.lO.....O....O..........
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by Maximillian Budonius Dizenbird.

It wesn't enodgh for Ken and I to go to a nice quiet normal function,
like a Science Fiction Convention; we had to get mixed up in a pageant of
religious fervour or something. (e wished to be elsewhere - the fervour
the better).. If the weather had been ‘different, I may have put it all
down to a space-werp in froant of the Grasvenor Hotel (huh?) which had
landed us in old Castile; but the weather was just the same; only more so,
on the side of the street where this Pompain spectacle{{Sort of Fompain
cxrcumstance?}}was taking up far more space than the trafflc laws, even

.of Pompey? : -should allow.

The procession, was made up of two groups, bunches of children
straggling along at 1ntervals, and’ bands, that is several characters -
purporting to he musicians, also straggllng along at intervals, what
intervals? (Man, don't nome of you guys dig harmony?) {{Harmony a roving
vagabond)}). The route chosen by the cavalcade, was the same one Ken and
myself had to use to get to the transport we needed so much just then.
So do not write us off as masochists because we saw so much; and yet . .
retained our peculiar type of sanity. - Among the things we saw were

‘banners, yes banners, carried by little -children and bearing such legénds

as "Faith" (the Irish contingent obviously), and "Sin and Suffer" all I-
did was sufter, there were several others equally insulting, but how do

you sue a snotty-nosed kid., Of the bands which I-have already alluded '
b0, nost of them had uniforms which were beyond the pale, several shades

beyond; but only omc really impressed us, that was the spappily titled
St. Phillips of Salford; led by an alto-saxist who, when we passed, was .
zsounding brilliently on the chords of "All things bright and Beautiful® -
while the rest of the bend blew a crezy errangement of "Greenlands Icy .
Mintons!ls . Suddenly we were surrounded by scrawny l2-year—olds. ' They
were wet and cold. We were wetter and colder, ‘and miserable. They
tried. to sell us ice cream.

Frantically, we scaled a nearby warehouse and loped in peace across
the rooftops, leaplng across streets containing bits of procession w1th
start ling. ag111ty. Wb were relieved to catch a bus. :255
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This report is o prieceless
historical doocument, written

- for the benifit of posterity
by KP, who is .gunranteed to
hove been inspired by Ghu,

It represents the truth .
about the Superdianeon, written
Pearlessly, cnd without . :
bles, BRENNSCHLUSS 1s -proud,
of 1t!'s fearless and fEank -
sttitude, ond will alwnys -
endeavour to set the highest
standards, and to givé yom
nothing but the truth. .
Porward withnthe fons,
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: Sunflay 6th June, at gbout 11,30 p.m,, I was walking
erratically alons Piesgdilly Menchester, when I impulslvely
took ott my notes, and hurled them derisively into the

utter, R U .
& Which expluins why this-19t 18 Hagy, Ghod, but I
was hazy on Saturday morning, As the shades of dawn :
were peeping ofer the gasworks, I leanef far enough qut of
bed to let gravity do the rest, a-nd 4id a commendo like
belly slither across to my'shirt, I prefer. not to dwell
upon the subject of rising, I lugged a sultease twice as
biz as myself, uphill all the way, to Lanca~ster bus
gtation, And there I met Harry, who wa. & also carrying’

a case, Actually, it wa s a cleverly desisned matchbox,

When the bus came, Harry bounded on with the vitality of

youth oozing from every pore, I struggled ma-nfully in . .

the doorway with my ce-se, and eventually 'secured the seat

-next to Harry. TFocketing ny fingernails, and with’'muscles

bulging on ny nuseles, I placed my ocase on the rack, Earry

and T fell to discussing the writings of William Saroyan,

GO PSP OGO OO0 6000085800080 0809 90

) TOTE, The annoying faoct that
: hyphenated words will occur
throuchout thils report is notl
a free plug. No, it is due
' to the astounding perversity
of this googolplex dammed
nachine which I an using,
What must he nust be,

With a scream of tortured
mebal, the bus halted 1a an
odour of burning rubber,
It halted down o dingy and
~obscure side street, In
the same street there were
nen brewing vitriol; omin-
) ' ; - ously beside & lorry which
. belonzed to a leading firm of frult equash manufacturers,
We orawled from the side street, into the seething city, I -
wag ruch revived, and noncholantly twirle& my case around the:
1ittle finger of ny left hand, ' .
I was sultably impressed, and hot a little. surprised ,
to £ind that Harry kmows Manchester, Aubthorotatively he
swept aside all the hours the comnittee nust have spent in
-napping the area with é6ne fell swoop, He took us direectly
to the Grosvenor Hotel, ' _ ' . |
The first person I saw on the steps, Gazing scross
Manchester like Columbus seross the lew World was Walter °
Willis, Without hesita tion, I hesitated, ' This was it,
This grimy edifice, strething niles above me, Willis framed
in the doorway, was THE place, The‘centre of Fandoni Ah,
blessed Mecca beside the Ship Canall - I approached Walt Pfrom
behind, and in ny meekest adolesecent type 7th fan@om little
gen dandy hektoed voice, I said 'Good norning, Mf Willis?
He recognised me immediately, evem recognised Harry, simply
because Harry's on his sub list, Willis is orniscient, '
* We booked into the hotel, and were shown to hovel No
214, Thie contained what was Pobbed of on us as a double 27
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bed. Some poor Manchester kid will have nowhere to keep-

her doll now, But just as we'd opened the curtains, a-nd

gort of taken root, the management decided to move us.,-

Thig time the hovel was larger, and contained two beds, It

wag quite a decent room rea~lly, I opened the curtains,

in order to ocsteoh a glinpse of the panorame of a great city.
Direetly below the window was & stretch of rmddy water,

whioh had donbtless spawned countless tentacled horrofs,

The primeval slime of centuries-oozed aluggishly past,

Hurriedly, I eleveted my gaze, which wa-s8 net by a

£11thy building, bearing the-1lsgend,in orininally unaesthetic

characters, - - "oolleys Phenoda® Toothpeste'® I
recopiled in horror, to slobber a while undér the bed, ,

We went downstairs into the ocon hall, The place was
full of drooling adoleseents, and senile old frumps, all of
whorm were positiveély dripping with integrity, aweareness, and
a _sensé of values,: R '

As I stood framed in the portal like s mighty collosuse
agstride the puny affalrs of fhan, wondering which of ther would
nob me f£irst, Pete Taylor saw ne, and I saw Fete Taylor,
Likewise HaPry, -He shambled towards us, and made sone sound
of greeting, - We spoke. of something ~-a worldly affalr- and
then.Pete drifted into the erowd or the bar, prodably both,
We were reunited, -~ =~ BRI
* - Herry and I went. out to edb,

s ees000s0sdosssstecstsssrdasaostevertsslocssesrsbocarsasnenecrs

_Haying parteken of a fruzel meal:(though I will sgy the
price was equally frugal) we began rapidly retresting from
the Grosvenor, = * .

We went into Lewls's, .

I know a couple of brilliant humourists who might make
something very funny of that, ' I.suppose even a &btraizht ... .
account- of precisely what hgppened might be fumny, Bubt all
it aid to me was daze me, Through vaest catacombs, festooned
with snazgy lingerie, we crept in awe, Upwards, downwards,."
we were thrown in tiny cubleles;*1like a sort of mobile bhlack
hole of Caleutta, - ~Inmensé dead turkeys gazed unflinchingly

upon ravenous housewives, ° HMountains of canned peas formed"“
-& nonument to oivilisation, We ha-d found the reccord dept,

which we had been seeking, to be'quite destitute of anything
to interest us, and to be split into 2 Bepts, on 2 floors,

separated from each obther by trackless depths, immense wells
of  loneliness, black veloeities, - N : ,

, Now we staggered between leering werdrobes and smug
arnchairs, blindly following our instiét to GET OUT AT ALL
COSTS, * I would fain have thrown myself out of the nearest
window, had it.not been for Harry's paternal, restraining
hand, Bubt at long last, we were oub again in the glorious
sunghine (1t WAS) o . R y

Once there, we bolted stralght for the Grosvenor,

. @ Phenoda:- The sméli enitted by a convention,

.a.:':“ . . , T L A M b W e,
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Ghod, but it was aw-full
I felt 1like Ceaser digging Phillipl, after everybody
had finished besting. the living daylighbs out of each other,
T Pelt like the sroundsman at -fhe Coliseum, after the big
Christisns V Tiond match had ended in an overwhelming win
for the lome team, The Tend of the world! analogy is an .
easy one to choose in deseribing. the frishtful scene, . But
1t is not shattering enough. in’it8 sedfe, 1% does mot
convey the true feeling of desola~tiom, . .° -7 - . =
00.'.'.".0.'0.'OI'.IQQ..'O.‘C._.'.Ol.l-'.'.Q"':'Q...C‘Il.'.gﬂ
i Ultra normal..eeeee .- . .. e '(Hanlon)
o-coco-ooooaouosooo.lo:.c-c-ooao.ooo_':-o.q-oa_o.oc.coooo_o_notg_'bo'
" Lost fans wandered amid pilles of w8 Le paper, their
heads bowed, their minds gone, -  Ads for 'YTriode'! floated - -
on the mentle breeze,. - Most 6f the feh appeared to have fled
hastily, in terror of some great, beast,” There wa-8 not &n .
ad for 'Bremnschluss! left on the wa 1ll," - Harry's mabtehbox .-
had been neatly palmed by some mara-uder, Dazed; we
stnggered out, clutching at our throats, sickeneé&,

An authoraetstive volce penetrated to our dbefugged. .
minds with the info that the con had moved downstairs, We - .
went in search; anxiously looking for funzl on the walls, -
or stalaztites, , e o

At last, we entered a lonz rodém, conbaining Harry's =~ - -
matchbox, an ad for Bren, and fans, Nothing happened for -
a couple of aeons or so, and I grabbed this tinme’ to speak .
to sundry characters, to meet people, and to become. a.1jttle
wet, Somebody ot up on the platform, and started nedsing -
about with luminescent wa-ter, and droning about- ra-dio- -
getivity, We'd had the introduetory speechés’ in the orig- . .
inal, or elevated.hall, bubt I didn't mention.  These things . -.
ALWAYS happen, : o ) S Lo -

Anyway, while Frank Simpson boiléd electrons, we passed
fillers fro and to along the back row, AL one end, the’
trufans hod come armed with 1ittle -yellow tickets bea~ring
esoteric remarks, with which they proceeded to shower us, -
We rapldly took up paper and pencil, and besa~n to reta~l-
iate, It was all very interesting = and some. of the remarks
that Walt, Bob-S, Jaemes W, and:Chuch sent  té.Harry, Tom W, .
Mal Ashworth, and I deserve immortalisation, Let "Bem'waste
the space, - - - _ » -

When Frank Simpson had finished .infecting us 211 with -
ray poisoning, & man got onto the public dais,. and began ...
reading, .  This-is billed in the programmé as a monolojue - ™~

entitled 'The B Provineials!: Not a  very impressive billing, -
I'm sure you will agree. That I will sgy For -the committee,
they didn't give 1t en .impressive billing, Ghod adlone . -
knows what the man was rea-ding, - He ma de a sort of continu-
ous buzzling noise, I cannott imagine anything more utterly
monotonous,. He apparently -wasn't “interested, nobody else
looked it, and T certalnly wa sa't, The last two words -of
the thing I heard ~ I think thé ma~n raised his voice g -
fraction,. "HE sald 'you stink! Lhord what s putichline!
Aw, stop kiacking it Potter,. it was dend at Pirst, .
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Next item was rather interesting in a way,because
Alistalr Paterson of the Va-rgo Statten crudzine began to
prove conclusively that fans don't even know thier own
ninds regarding covers, I could argue atb 1eng‘bh with this
‘put it's hardly worth the energy., When I requested that
covers in future should consist of something mind shattering
in its cosnmic force, he brought nme onto the rostrum, - I
~ think he was trying to meke me into § publiec spectacle, as
an example of depravity, becautte he didn't ask me to say
anything,® Nobody threw anything, . _ ~

Hell! I'm lost already., I'm not sure now whether
the Medway Mob (consisting nostly of EEo_ngr Thorne, B lLewis
being consplcuous mainly by -his zapp sun csne before or
after Terry Jeeves drawing things on a blackboard, in
order to prove to A Paterson that fen are nindless, ° But
Ye that as it may, the:Medway crowd were pretty good,
Pretty funny, iopy‘_&'r nanrey on sbtaze appeare to have.
inproved. & considersble slice since la-st.year, and he
was no Hyde Park Bolshevist then, T :

Prionds, I have & terrible adnission to’'meke, I'm
muddled, I guess I'™m gcmantically confused, But I don't
know what ocourred when, I suppose that party Saturday
night knocked it right oubt of my head,

At a guess tho' it was the Livérpool people doing an
excellent Job with*Walt Willis'! hrilliant sorivt called
tThe Alien Arrives, - If it was I laughed heartily, ~ And-~
incidentally, those Liverpool folks are real nlce to know,

"I believe there was an auetion about now, but it.wasn't

Tubb, and-the auctiomeer (I think Frank Simpson, correet me -

if I'm wiong) proceeded to sell a certain number- of articles
for a cerftaln .price; without entertaimment value, .

Now let me see, ’ o L

Tee break, thank Ghod]

00 00000000000 00000000000RIR0ININIOIN0C0RCCERC0COOCILIOIOIFTTOROIINGIDDIROGGOETOLD

- Yeah, tea break, - So we consulted our map, and
eventually arrived-at a dump called .'The-Squirrell’, which
was nmarked thereon,  This place wes the epitome of squalor
and £ilth, A prime exanple of the slunms of the large city,
it stared at us grinly across the road,- It seemed to
be beckoning ue to-come in-and eat dirt, at the correct
price for same, ' We are consideradbly lacking in lucre,
always have been, we gave The Squirrell a niss,. '

, Right next to 1it, sandwiched ludicrously against it,
was a {#leaning volished place, with obvlodusly unressonsble
prices, This was not marked on the map, It was called,
romentically enoush, 'Godbeheres resteurant!, Just inside,

one ¢ould discern an Imdlividual with e noustach ard a white *

coat, loftily regarding‘passers by, and rubbing his hands
toge%her ingratiatingly, He towerecd invitingly over e
far more inviting pille of bottles, of vaerious shapes, siges,

1Y
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The creamwashed wells, the luxurious atmosphere, and
the generally obsequious air of the staff conspired to drag
us into Godbehere's,  On lookins; at the menu, one ot
the impression thgt God had lately departed in a hur?zu :
The prices were the most ungodly I have ever seen, -
cinlet eyed waitress, upon observing us. sit, dropped her
Peudal demeanourwith cohsiderab¥e elatifour, and attempted
to bully us into paying the price of a bticket to Mers for
something with 8 French cussword for a name, - We settled

for tea and little fancy sateaux,

o

Having; pald an astronomical figure foi the privilege

ef nibbling a $iny corner from each of the cakes, snd dropping

them, horrified, we ssain sallied forth into the great oity, .
We spent much longer thsn the allotted teda break on the
prenises of a nearby dealer in jayz records, and at last -
made our way back to the Grosveror, in fear lest we hed nissed
something, - o :

'!..00..0.0..9..0_".00O'0.0loto.zoal_o_"‘lo-.a.l0-0.0_0.0-.0,00.0.000

The only thins I can say’with any degree of confidence
is that we had mlssed nothing, -~ Even then theres always .
the possibility that they slipped a brilliant event in -
while we wére absent, and arransed a 1ull to Grect us om
our return, But ac%ually ny oind is a complete blank
until the time when we went out again, to find that they
were charsing too damn rmeh to dlg Chris Barber's jJazz band, .
So exorbitant were the prices thet we went back to observe.
the real gone spectacle entitled 'Things to Come', )

Some rathe® unpleasant explosions were in prosress =
when wé entered, Y dismissed the whole matter as somewhat -
sordid, I recard the £ilm as ¥éry good in some respects,
very'bed in others, I don't propose to review it now or
ever, I'1ll°say that 1t contains too much bull about the
£lory of man, I T .

I know there was a Tubd auction sometime, snd I Jnow
also that Tubb wéas his usual lrreplaceabdle self, bubt I must
have sunk into a torvor until the party, = I will therefore
isnore anything I have forzotten, and forget anything I have
isnored, until such time as the sun had set, and a crowd of
dubious types of fans were patrolling the corridors in

A neofan is somebody who doesn't know what a

' neofan is o
search of revelry, We heard certain sounds indicative of
impending drunken stupor eme-nating from a room, . I opened
the door in a foreceful mammer, and through the dénse fumes,
I could see Walt surrounded by bottles and women, Mostly
Medeleine, I'm dissapointed to ‘say, o o

I had no time to observe any of the other interesting
Phenomena in the room, since the formidable bulk of Stusrt
MacKenzie materialised in front of me, ~ - e T

"Password" he said, in & voice of thunder, and he sniled

o1
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1ike the man in Godbehere's restaurant, . a
‘ I grinned foolishly, - o _ \

" -He made spme further sinister remarks regarding passe
worda, and I continued to grin’foolishly, " He showed me
the door, with & suave gesture, I contlriued my foolish
grinning, He made the same suave gesture again, and I
orawled away, defoated by MacKenzie's impemetrable wall of
edoteric hosypitality, L -

We (maybe only Harry and I, I don't krow now) went away
along the corridor until we came upon another room of fen,
Upon opening the Goor of this reoom, I espied a - laseivioids
hunk of pulchit:mmein"pathingvequiymenjz_,anda‘.;r‘e&.cloak, .
While I was dazzled still by hér. rediance; shéthrust a drink
into my willing hand, ° Somedsy I'm going to write a eulogy:
of Pat Doolen, and every fan will- kéep it on his shelf - S
peside the Enchanted Duplieator, . E_ones*l{ii;y', ‘the way that .. . . o
gal kept going right through the night, looking like Helen . S
of Troy, and with immedse charnm, tact, &nd diplomacy was '
anazing, The other ladie# werc charming too, But for
my monéy, Pat was the star, I qulte forgot Stuart Mac-
Kenzle, - ST T ) o

We begon to wassail, Ah! Bacchanallls!  The night
is young and the gin’and peppermint is plentiful} Bring
on the watér pistols]! - Ah, careless rapturel Gay whirl
of mednessg,’ See how the very spirit of trufandom hangs
on the beer-sodden air] . , ‘

.- I stood in a rapt group around & person who was ’
murdering. various claessles of traditional jazz on a recorder,
I spent some pleasantly befoggel time with this guy, but

who the hell he was I elther: cannott remember or never

knew, ', Anyway, half way through 'Royel Garden Blues'; I
dregged myself awey from the master artist, and staggered .
into a cormer, - - - T O TR PP o :

. It was ocoupied mainly by = langorous Pat Doolan, a

lecherous Brian Burgess. (who.is f£a8t becoming a rival to -

Norman Wansborough, in all respécts dbut poetically) and

Pete taylor end Harry, who were sinking slowly into a- -

quagnire of &in and pep, and were -dultbe "oblivious to thier
surroundings, ' I had a-gin and pep too, I :

... People began to drift in from the .other party, with

the sinful sméll of ligmor odilodsly oclinging to them, I

couldn't stand the odious odour, To drown it, I = poured

myself a sherry, - . . . .. ol e .

- Norman Shorrock had a ¢amera, with which he shot. me

in varying company and:unaccustomed poses, Now recently

(Well, dammit, the.Boer War is reeent to some ‘people) Normen

sent me these phobographs, “and I was surprised, .

I was shakeni An faet, '-I had thought, until I recicved

these things, that one of them eohsisted of & view of '

Chuck Harris and myself, both wielding zapp guns in a .
menacing manner, myself . leering coyly, But no, .The )
Photograph actually shows Chuch in e state of imbecilie Joy,
qr ‘Anfantile nirvana, jJudging from his expression, . But that
is not all, There is alBp:the most mervellous view of
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He. who is looking uvon the revelry a=s if to say "whawt
on?ggéth are these stupid a=dolcscents doing? Also 1t shows
sundry legs and erms, and o few odd hcads, You cen't see
Pete Taylor for his, E e '

Ang the othcrl Fricnds, before I sew it I has=d
prepared an ccestabtic description of this supposedly super
photo, speeking of it as a representatlion of Brian Burgess,
in the gulse of<g BEM (not a @1ffiecult: pose for Burgess
to adopt) with myself valiantly rescuing Pat Doolan from
his lustful clutches, I ha-d described Burgess's express-
jon as one of pure animal lust, and hod deflantly stated that
s person hasn't Peally lived until he's rescued at Doolan
from Bem Burgess, o o : :

" Hal ) "o :
And agein, hah | Indeed HAH} S .

How do you look lechérous behind a plastie moustache,
thic glassless spectacles, and o false nosc? And 17 I
eould have sworn Normén's cntreaties hod at last persuaded
me to face the camera, Yet sll one con see of my features
is hair, And Pat's besutiful face (yésh, face) is ‘
surrounded by a sea of grasping ha<nds,°

Guess I'IL take a comere next time, A o

I retired under o’'table for o short rest, and weiched
the myricd legs pacing, staggering, and just stonding, -
Identifying "people by %hier legs, while under o table ot
conventions, is an interesting game, I didn't meet with

reat success, bubt at least distinguished between the sexes
good for Bergey!) ' I
When I slitheringly emerged, mayhem was in full swing,
The editor of that staid jOnrnal{New”Worlds' wae romping -
around with a water pistol, loaded in such a way'as to prove
conclusively that water pistols are not ‘ehildish, It was
full of port, and most everybody was being foreidly fed,
I averted my eyes from the piteous scene of a folly-fledged
pro going berserk, I am not so neo that I was surprised,
but afted all, Carnell looks so respectable with that rolled
umbrella, =nd bow tie, R - , o
‘Inspired by this exampley-I filled my own pistol with
ghin, ginger beer, and°soda water, whereupon it began to do
most surprising things, It really put Frank Simpson's
luminescent water to shame, The stuff ejeeted a consider-
able distance from the Water pistol WITHOUT MY PRESSING THE-® .
'TRIGGER, thus defying all Imown la~we of hyd-ro ballisties,

- When the thing had cea~sed to erupt, I shot the contents

down Pete Taylor's gullet, end he actually LIKED it, One
assumes that his pallet had become soméwhast blasé through
continued oonsumption of Mother's ruin, T

At ome time, after I had decided the time was long
overdue when I should become théroughly drunk, and discovered
that the alcoho¢l ha-d given out, I picked mp a s=oda syphon -
in desparation, in order to spray all present with the . *©
flvid; thus shaming Brian Lewis, The Ghudamn, syphon wa=s
empty, I hurled it down, with. a muttered oath, and went:

back t6 gaze sadly on Pete and Harry, who were quite Zin
godden, ’
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" When I turned round, what should I see but some horrid 4
plaglarist with a full soda syphon, syphoning with great :
custo, and wetting most of the populatien of Manchester,
The yange was not so great as one would expect from so form- . ¢
idable a looking instrument, but the effective area was
surptisingly largé. -On the whole, I was sorry I had not
found the full syphon, P | |
"""""If Ghod had wa-nted us to &0 to Mawchester, he'd .
'~ have given us gills, \ (Wood) |
""" 'Then there was thc rubber hand, - This hend looked cold
and -1ifeless, ag the hand of a zomble, or & Burgess, It
looked juet such g hand as mlight. squeezé thé surging.life
from the throat of some sereeming woman, - I put 1t innmy -
pocket, I don't lmow where it.came from, nor do I wish'to,
At one time, I was going to kecp all of it as a souvenir,
but at last I'deeided on Just one. finger, which I subsequently
gave to Irene, She was so fascinatcd that she now wishes
to make & collection of the.other fingers, and would be
obliged if any holders. of samé would contact her,

S 0 000 0000300000000 ORI OENOROENANOOOPIPLE RNt IILOT P00

I assure you, I can't pogsibly have ‘conveyed to you
the utterly mad:fannishness of the party, . Not by half,
I*1l simply say that I thought this was my f£ifth con, and
now I realize that it wa-s my first, You'simply havn't
been to a con if not to an all night party, Thefe were
nany tore incidents like the ones I have outlined, - Thou~
sands, One cammott hope to chronicle them all, in fact
all the fans who would possibly be capable of such a fcabt

‘were peostrate, -

"Anyway, the time camé when Harry, having finished the
ghin, wanted fto go to bed, Sinee I was comparatively.
sober (doubtless Taylor will contemptuously say that I was
‘stone cold $0) I took it upon myself to sccompany and show
him the way, At last, he stopped insisting that I pldce
an empty rum’bottle in my pockct, in order to look dcpraved,
and came up , - R : ) : B
‘ I discoveréd a queer thing obout Harry and drirk,

When he's sober, I suppose he's good to average witty, but
when he's got some of the 014 pothcen inside of him, it

makes Bob Hope and Ted Tubb look likc a music hall asect ealled
Wansborough and Burgess, Please pom!t bake offéncc, Norman
and Brian, you know damn well youd be slopstick,

There wos 'a plece of flal marble, possibly a gravestone
of some species, pairked on top of our wardrobe, and this
Harry began to c¢riticise aesthetically,® As an examplc of
virgin beauty, he was unimprcsscd by it. - He verbally prep-
ared o thesis on virgin becauty, He recommended that John °
Steinbeck write instructions for use of fire extinguishers, ¥
With scathiing words, he tore Vi' to small pieces, I heove
never laughed so much, It has, of course, occurrcd to me

(s,



that I moy hove been in o somewhnt morc reccptive stnte
then usunl, owing to the olfluence of incohol, Bqﬁ I'm
sure some of the things Harry soid were gt least wabhy of
'FNirvanat

I left him stretched out on his bed, muttering cbout
pristine loveliness, and went down to the. poriy. . Therg
were o, few hangers on left, a-nf a porter grimly awalting
their exit, an ominous look in his steely eycss . A4t last
everybody went, * ' : :

I tagzed onto, or was inveigled into, o small group
of proviwsial gentlemen, Whose namce escabe ne, cxcept those
of Ashwoth ond Benteliffe, What I should do is take notes,
There appecarcd to be gome manner of vlan afoot 1n thls groubp,
I'm not sure whether they were going to kidnep Pat D, or
murder & few metrovolitans in cold blood, or conflagrate
the hotel, or keclhaul somc Irishmen, or pub out a hand-
written oneshot, o? rousc the porulation for miles around,
or vlay socdmanton, or héld a roofcon, or grow parsley in
the bath, or merely look for women, In any cese, they d4id
nothing,

Terry Jeeves lurched towards us elong the corridor,
looking bhecer sodden, and he sppeored to desire absolute
gllence, Since we all know and respect Tecrry for his
mesterly orgadisation of the roofcon ls-st ycar, we were
fairly silent, To this day, I don't know why Tcerry was®
so concerned about waking people, Perhape hoe was drunlk,
poor fellow,

Sometime during -the night, I remember Brisn Lewis
£i1lidz his zapp cannon st Mel Ashworth's sink, With
gater, Sometime during the samc night, I recmember entering
Brian Varley's room, with that esteemed treosurer trying
to coavince everybody verbally, if not practically, of the
vast potency of some whhisky he possessed, Like a fool,

I Dlunfered out before he got te the practical demonstration,

The last room I was in before my own was Pat Doolan's,
Perhape I'd better enla-rge on that, in case somebody
becomes curious, = Unfortunately, I must admit that the
Joint was ecrowded, and that Pat spent most of the time
sazirg 1nto the "fathomless devths of the ship cenal, with
Eric Bentcliffe, Depraved fans lounged cround in varied®
vostures, 2ll of them having given thler room keys to Pat,
and she hed an immense bunch of these, I susvect that in
years to come, her ghost will fattle those same kevs thru
the corridors of the Grosvenor, Last thing I sew, before I
cravled away in offendcd horror, was the sveetncle of several
oblizing Tans tucking an utterly sozzled Pete Taylor into
Pat's bed, Vhere he got to after that, Chod knows, This
is the very latest gen I know on the problem of where Tavlor
went; being AFTER he w-s directed’to the mana~gerls room,
Ghod, I hore he didn’t stay there, i 1
o .1I clawed ny way blindly along the corridor to our own

ittle rcom, and as I looked uron Horry, lying there so inn--

ocently asleep, and thousht of the depravity I hnd just left

I wondered what Gernsbnek would think ’
Blessed sleep o'ertook me,
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There must have been ¢ Mr Quasimodo next to us, Uy
first consciows thought on Sunday morning was that the Christ-
ien’church would never get MY 24 in 1t's coffers every Sun-
dsy, Ghod, those bells! You esould have heard a bomb drop,
vrovided only that 1t'was dropped on the church which was mak-
ing the repulsive din, The terrible elangour beat at the cite
adel of my conscilousness, end Harry, upon waklng, cursed the
nolse in no uncertaln terms, I fled alcpg scveral miles of
coxrridor to the bathroom, where I stewed for some time, Once
I had arrived back at the bedroom, I bounded towards the window
in a sprightly manner, in order to determine wether the climete
had come into it's own, ’ :

"Woolley's Fhenoda Toothpaste" hit me in the cye, I*scr~
eamed, and covered my face with my hands, s6bbing Insanely, I
had& seen enough to know that it was reining,

Harry and I went down to breskfast, where we discovered we
had paid 23/- for dascon, eggs, and grapefruit juice, One supp-
oses the latter adds a touch of aristocracy, It was surprising
how well everybody had ¢ome through the night's orsy., Each fan
looked full of vitality, and losded with a carzo of beans, They
were all ready for the gruelling day's conventioneering,

Harry and I proceeded t& lounze, talking to odd cranke and
a genius or two at intervals, I hung &8ver the bannister in an
attitude of sea sickwness, ond saw Irene, A stentorian "Hi"
carried down miles of stairway, and coon, instead of fawning on
miss Gore"like a red blooded male fan, I sald "where's Dave?”

Dave, having been welched out of his chance of attending
Saturday's session by an imbecilic landlady, had planned to come
to sunny Manchester with Irene on Sunday, The answer I expected
wags "oh, he picked up with a lewd woman, he'll be up here in a
minute" or "they're'bringing his coffin in now" bubt no such’ ang-:
wer was forthéoming, Dave had not turned up for the train,

Thet wag that, Dave had missed the train snd Irene had come aloné,
We shrugged our mental shoulders, and went down into the con hall,

A )am session met our eyes, the Erie Benteliffe trio (Bent=
cliffe pilano, lal Ashworth chair, Brian Lewis Vargo Statten bedpan
was swinging out stonedly,” Harry sat in on chair, and I on
pieno top until we wearied, '

Pausing only to introduce Irene to nearly everybody, we
went out and had"a depressing look round the depressing railwey
station for Dave, We found not even & shirt button, =o we'ret-
urned, thoroughly depressed, to that grimy conbention Hotel,
once there, we talkéd to nearly everybody who was left, Illost
veovle had gone out, Thercfore, we soon relaxed languidly in
the lounge outside the con hall sinply waiting, Waiting,

"After o couple of seons or =o, £ msn emerged from the con
hall, and looked around. He then approached Irene, and said, in
a voice lilke the last trump,"do you read the Vargo Statten Mag< -
azine?" When she indicated she did not, he peered, cud accus-
ingly seaid "why'", Thinking this mey be the Beginning of sn
attempt to establish acdictatorship in Fandom, VS dictator, I
muttered something sbout juvenllc merkets, I was pounced upon,
and the three of us were driven into the con hall to face an
inouisition from & verson who worked for the VS, "and who oppearcd

é to be interested in the psycholosy of conventions,



I answered his ocuestions in 2 serious and constructive tone,
thinking he hardly would havé understood, had I plugged his
left eye with 2 jet of water. Thus I think I eréated the imp-
ression that fons are not vapid and irreflective, I =m sure
Harrv Turner, who spokc to him considerably more than myself
did so, Irene, the original subject of the investigation (ty
virtue of her sex) watched 'passively, since she has never been
one to shoot off her mowmth, Harry looked on cynieally, sinceé
the VSM is not one of the subjects which absorbs his interest,-
A few minutes later, I gave the man a copy of PERI 2, and shat-
tered any pievious favourable impressions Harry Turner had care-
.~ fully built, I bet he's disenchanted,

Nothing happened before dinner, and Lancastcér Fandom weas
again aloof, and went to dine clone, We dined in one of those
large department stores, where one pishes a tray &long & chrome
rail, blindly grobbing at nondesceript foodstuffs, and piling
them in & messy hodge-podge on onec's tray, The cutlery wds in
hygenie plastic, "and the tables were about 6 inches across,

We ate, and fled,
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We walked about for a bit, blut we couldn't resist the fat-
al lure of the Grosvenor for long, . Besides, we had to hurry
back in time for the stzrt of the afternoon session,

See, I'm being sarcastic
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It says in Ashworth's BEM conreport(to which I am re-
ferring from time to time for chrondlogical details) that the
next item was the faneditor's panel. This was pretty goéod.
Here, the affair of Stuart MacKenzle's pomp was broached,

As soon as the panel had finished, o figure reminiscent of
young Lochinvar (except that HE came out of the west) bounded
onto "the public dins, and it was old Horatius MacKenzie him-
self, He stoutly denied thnt he wasin it for the money,
With deficnt pride, he threw out his chest, and stated in o
voice of thunder that ST owed him personally £10, He stated
“in so many words that he was trying not to make money. It
would, of corse, be uncouth to suggest that the best way to
refrein from making money would be to lead an existence of
lethergié¢ incetivity, Strikes me os a pointléss pastime, in
any case, Enough! or there will be cold war,

7 T e
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Well, it could be dead,
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‘At his poinl bthe fecuwme f ans castignted (this is o elean
word, Bloch) Brinn Varley for forgeblbing something he'd
probnbly never read, and thus messing up theidt production,
This was probably & bood substitute for the produetion, altho
Frances Evans (n‘ce enough of f stage to flog me a sub to
FEMIZINE) is not much of a public speaker, Brian has quite
an engaging manner on stage, except when he kept pestering
everybody for money
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I don't ‘want to make a fetish of collecting money, (BV)

Then Vargo Statten spoke to wus, i wonder if those of
you who were not present can guess what he said?

It's only a matter of being original, (Feern)

' Some big pro authors got on stage, and gave opinions,

but this item was incomplete, as James White didn't get up .
there, While the panél was being mustered, somebody yelled
my name from the floor, and I was so dumbfounded that I almost
wrote another thousand words,' I didn't join the panel,

After the author's venel, somebody who may have been &
fan got up there, and introduced himself with 10th rate type
musichall pattex, When he began to do card tricks, we érawled
away thoroughly nauseated, MyGhod, card tricks at = con,

As we relaxed in the lounge, we wondered wether the great
Vertigo 'would bring on his famous troupe of performing bems
on next.

Such was not the case. "The next item was a proeditors
vanel, and the topic reprints, Interesting, but it was serio-
constructive, so I've forgothtén what they said,

There was & teabreal now.
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This time, Iancaster Fandom was not aloof, We ate in-
the distinguished company 6f FPete Taylor, and Brl&n Burgess,
and the latter ogleld Ireie, Pogsibly Pete did too, but these
things are more :oviceable in Brian, e ate in a self-serve
joint again, this time 'Lyons, shere practically every fan
set devéuring calories. Ve almost came to greeps with the
manager, I spilt tea ot my sausages, and we talked about bop,
Pete didn't seem to uncerstend ovhrases like "I waw mtonéd
over the one about thé¢ Bird, becdause I dig him the most",
Curiously unedavtéble, Anyway, he said he didn't dig bop,
and that was that.

On our way to the station, to seec abéut a train to Irene,
the five of us looked into the Shlp canal, A gmall thing,
vou may thlnk, %o look into the Ship canal, A thing one may
do every day, akin to tylng one's shoelaces, or writing for-
Ashworth, Hah' If you think thus, you have never seon Ty
I am proud to state that I looked ot it for almost five seec-
onds WITHOUT BLINKING , This shows considerable colrage, and
strength of charactver, not to mention determination, I have-
touched uvon the QUbJeCu of the canal but lightly, when descr-
ibing the view of same from our bedroom window, Then imagmine
my horror, my chagrin, to discover that the stretch outside our



window was a clean stretch,. I'm sure that canal is alive,

in a half conscious, melignant sort of way, Pools of scum

stared back at me 1ike great blind eyes (2ll rights reserved)
The thing seemed to slither fllthlly along the bank, ocozing
1ike the blood of some brainless colossal beast, moved only
by the forces of incredible evdl, Although it exuded the. - -
cemell of death, one felt that it was alive, as & thing incr-
edibly filthy often seems to be nauseatlngly so, sickened,we
lurched back to the con. All the way back, I could hear dear
Brian attempting to get Irene to sell him somethlng or other,
Listen Burgess.....
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Campbell trial, I've been longing to get to the Camp-

bell trial all thé way thru this thing, and now I've arrived
here, I'm stumped. I simply ¢éan't say enything about it,-
it would be so much anticlimax, The scrivt was very good,
but the beard didn't make the pseudo Compbell who was acting
Campbell look like the real Campbell, But what was really so
great ébout this was Tubb taking unheard of liberties with the
script. Tip to conreport writers NEVER TRY TO DESCRIBE TUBB.
Unless youw are & true poet in fansleng, it 1s quite futile.
The hilariots Campbell trial went on and on, until it became
a fannish érgy. After the trial started, the con was truly
marvellous, and if the committee made any slight mistakes in
organlsﬂtlon I forgive them oné and all, This kind thought
of mine is 1nSﬂ1rod by Ted Tubb,

There wass a rather attractlve female Vargo Statten fan
in the offing, while the trial was in prégress, She seemed
rather mystified by the trufannish ' rites, and particularly by
the 7th fandom beanie I was toting,

She's waltlng Tor somebody to look embarracsed at

Tubb saying ”blooay” every 5 minutes (Hanlon)

I made & couple of convoroatlonal overtures but I wasn't
ouite sure wether she was Wwitha tough looking Vargo Statten
fan who hung about lcosely, Besides, she went home before.
bedtime without ny firding out her name address, or bust
measurement, Crucl Tate is probably such that she will never
be dragged into the fennish vortex, and so never realize that
I have immortaliséd her, She will continue to read VS ik a
sheeplike fashion. Sort of sheeps that pass in the night,

But while chaos was getting along fine, Irene had to go
cateh a train, She fluttered around, weep1n5 on various
shoulders, and then Lancaster Fandom sallled AL acTRiel & We sall-
ied as far as the ¢epressing railway station, As Harry said,
its one of those stations where you're a nuisance if you travel
on Sunday,

A grief stricken Irene, crammed with pleesant memories of 5
her first con =and Chuck Farrls receded into the distance, and ‘

Don't 1ook round la dy, you'll turn into a pillar of salt

..................... .OlalvalaO...c.la.lull-ll-.lvpll000.

Harry ond T began to retrace our steps, Cy;



Half way back, as wc werc looking into & window full of
books about sex, we saw Mal Ashworth, with his uncle Tom and
suntie Bétty, who wcre also going to be a nuisance to British
Railways.  Mal said that & column of mine he rejected from
BEM staonk, but that the onec he hod accepted was better. L
Pew days lat-m, he $ent said column back to me, with & note
telling me it stank, We went our respecctive ways,
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4 discouraging scene met our eyes., Fans were going home
all over the place, It was too damnéd ecarly for =« con %o
break up, and we couldn't bclicve it, But that it was break-
ing up was nmanifestly demonstratedwhen Walt himself appearcd
in the doorway with suitcase in hand, and clad as for sca
journey, 4 lot of peoplcwent y

But I'm glad to say a lot stayed on, We did something
for Chuch, and hc promised to say something nice about Harry
in 77 As James White and Bob Shaw stood confabbing in the
corridor, I approached them, 7th Fandom beaniec in hand. L
let "them take & good look, and rcalize what they were Dbehold-
ing, and then I ripped the repulsive thing to shreds, symb-
olically bringing about the death of 7th Fandom, When Bob
had stopped being dumbfounded, he gave me a honorary member
ship to 6th Fandom, which I had tc politely deeline, being
an individual fan,

But gince the con was dead as far as organisation was
concerned, Harry and I naturally went for a walk.
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We wandered for & great distance'along Picadilly, in
gearch of & retailer of cupped coffee, We gaw nothing of
interdst, and were not accosted by women of 1little moral
fibre. At last, we espied 1n the dim distance, a sign bear-
ing the mystic legend "Hot Fosherle'" When we redched the place
we found it could be persunded to sell us coffee, We drant
the mud they gave us, while leaning picturesguely against
a large refrigérator, the chairs being occ¢upied by proszic
looking vroles, After all those fantypés, they hardly looked
real, We looked around half heartedly, but failed to find
out what "Hot Nosherie™ may bé,

Arriving back at the con, we found o large number of
fen of both sexes, seated:-in the hall yattcring. Béfore
gitting down to listen to them, we discussed Thurber. The
men looked as 1f they would like "to to tell dirty stories
but deren't because of the women, and the women looked as’if
they wished the men would start to tell dirty jokes, After
listening to conversationsl trivis for some time, we went
upsteirs, wondering voguly if we could find 2 party, or weth-
er we should go to bed, '

We"climbed to 'the top floor, and no signs of revelry did
we see, At 1nst, just as we were enteréng our own little
room in despalr, we heard giy laughter and happy shout just
~heed, I went to the door, ~nd .roapped upon it with grect
suthority, The happy noises ceéeersed, One could feel every
neart in’that rooth'stop beating, as one drend thought struek -

4D esehsfan, Eorterl, In due course, Ted Tubbd timidly opened,



timid..,, and gazed at me enguiringly,

L volunteered nothing i '

"10 bob" said Ted, sordidly. I went away, at least
thankful that I had not been asked for a password, &nd went
to bed for the purpose of dreaming about 10/~ notes,

I sat upon the bed, semi clad in pyjsmas, and began to
discuss death and incest with Harry, Just as the conversat-
on was touching on fammish topies, like homosexuality, half
the fans in the building rushed in, Immedidtely, we inv-
ited them to stay, end immediately they went, apart from Pete
Taylor and Ron Bennett, Pete had & small tumbler, contsln-
ing e 1little ' ghin, but it was 211 gone by the time I decided
to have come, The four of us gabbed until 4 30, and during
the time, we made some brilllently witty remarks, and adequ-
ately explained thé universe. Then Ron and Pete staggered
out into the night,
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We were rudely awnkened by the shattering sound of bells,
I rushed joyously to open the window, and let the hhppy sound
I've alrendy scent it td "Womon" or somewhere (Ron B )
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cagéad ond ripple over nhy stoned enrdrums, Woolley's Phen-~
oda, Canal, Aanaarrrgh!
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Apnrt from the fact thnt’we ate breakfast, and wept on
numerous shouldersm that's it, The only other thing worth
recording is amply covered herein by my friend Mr Dizenbird
and so I can now tdke o well e~rned rest. This ha s been a’
99% factunl report, lnced with opinions, It seems that the
most frequently appearing word is "depraved", I #&m rather
proud of the fact that I have filled so maéh paper, but I
fear for the inadeaquncy of my feeble words, I @on't give -
demn where next years co is held, just so I get to the perty,
I refuse to moke cutting comments ~bout organisation since
this is only & deteail, I wish I were getting féur cents
a W?rdhfor this, =2nd¢ I'm sorry the cons 2ll over, Yesg, Brie,
let'e have a convacation.' I hape you enjoved the
this think you would have, Me?pI gcel egugate&. R

PS For =211 T know the drmned bells sre still ringing,
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