<

- s,

.“ —

SRENNSCHLUSS

O e -




L R R R I R O T T T T e I .

#omen's fashions are based on the misconception that women can look
good in clothes  (Harry Hanlon)
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S5C HLu SS_D H—E '_ EDITORIAL by Xen Fotter.

Wore sorry it's late, but we gave Fandom up for Lent, you know,
end b, the time Lent was over, we were dead drunk.

You may be forgiven, gentle recder, for expecting the renaissance
of BRENN] after so leng a wait, to be spectaculer and : nge,

?7'911 it iS!‘.'fuee-..

Ve first did e bit on e flatbed., Then we looked incredulously at
the least BRENN, fifty-eight pages, all on flatbed, shrugged: shoulders
and bought a Gentetner,

We kept the issuc small for economy's sake, ond also bacause a lot
of the duplicating turned 22% 4o be baC cos we uanderinked. I am willin g
to malke the highly centroversiel statement thet it's all legible. Next
time will sc¢ e greet improvement on the bad pages herein - we'll be at
least up to the standard of the gcod ones, The dearth ¢f illos will be
corrected toonext time, Ard since we have a rotary duper and enthusi-
asn we don'l edpeet 34 vo tele verry long.

This one is for froc. Next time one shilling or at least write.

Thats enough Editorial-type-editorial. Futurely I will be con-
tribut ag a column with the awe-inspiring title

“the braille sPittoon

- 1d like to mive you a short exaoiple ...ceees

Yhat would ycu do if you awoke one morning to discover a space
ship had landed on your lawn? I seem to have been asked this question

numberless timess. Duv I have the snswer.,

The public reaction to something as alien as men from Mars is
difficuit, if not impossible, to gange. The fact that we can only
guess has for ru~sh good Science Tiction in the past. But © ‘*hink you
will agree it wounld be fascirating to find ocut.

Eight yeers or more ogo, Dave and I thought so. So with the
instopable erthusiasm of youth, we decided to put it to the test.,

We had some old veciuwn cleaner parts, enough material for a shroud,
and some nondescript metel objscts,

I draped Duve, ~ judicously painted the shroud, and bedecked him
with unrecogrnisable unks of metal.

then luriked rouvad a corner,




Furness Street was s shambles, It is covered with bricks and
things, which would have been used for & building programme curtailed by
the war, It is the ideal place for bonfires, and it was November.

The bulk of the population were struggling with trees.

Dave continued to lurk, while I ran wildly across their field of
vision, giving every appearence of frantic terror. They didn't even
notice. ' I ran beck again screaming. They looked up discpprovingly.

"A Martion's landed!" I poanted, running towards them. One of the
bigger ones told me to go awey.

We were prepared for scorn and disbeleif , even in the face of my
convincing histrionics. But let them preserve their equanamity on
beholding the terror. le would soon see their steel nerves wilt.

Hal

I lept over a few walls and came up behind Dove. He was bloody -
cold, and said so. I shushed him - I didn't went anybody to suspect
he was human.

.,"Are they scared?" he asked.

xT"No",.I replied "But they're disturbed. I have sown the seed of
doubt."

So the mighty awe—inspiring shrouded vacuum cleaner bedecked form
of Dave lumbered towards the industrious group of bombfire constructors.
He delivered himself of bloodcurdling alien cries as he advonced. When
nothing happened, he stopped running and looked at them bewdl}dered. The
tough one told him to go away, and they continued brilding the bombfire.
HEe went away.

So now I am done with the public, But if I see a lortian any time,
or a Space Ship in the garden, I shall tell it to go away. If it

doesn't, I'll take a shot of mescalin and a quart of whisky, If it

doesn't go away after that, it probably John W. Campbell, doing a little
social research.
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liis death wos due to improper feeding by visitors .....
cecvossssssccssscsscscscsoskThe Champion biarch 1914.)ceececrecccncnassss

1RENE

soshnd so time has rolled by and I now find myself in these cir-
cumstances. Life is hard! Jusi recently we had to buy a picture to
cover up the well paper. Ken is annoyed with the tiny back kitchen
'cos he can't play a trombone in it. The living room is so huge were
thinking of letting out as flats. Next week I begin a new job, and
so on, and so on....

Wete going to emigrate and go to London and descend on the Ashworth's
and grow o beard and get up earlier and stay out later and sell records
and trombones and a bilke nnd paint & tble and write a book go on a world
trip drink rmore smolie more save more spend more think more rest more
and do more and yet more of BRENNSCHLUSS thet great and wonderful fanzine
thet comes to you .... well ... er.., we hope it does,, but don't we all,



PRESENTS A VALUABLE INSIGHT INTO T1HE WORKINGS OF AN. ESSENTIAL PUBLIC SERVICE.

Last time I wrote about the people who come in and
pay thier electricity bills, I call these the SHEEP.
This time, we will consider the GOATS, i.e. the omes who
don't come ir and pay thier electricity bills.

v ® ® & *

IN

Theoretically, ail,we need do to get ocur money is
OUR cut off their juice. whereupon...driven to desperation
they will rush in shamefacedly, and imploringly thrust

wads of notes at us.

OLDEST
But it's not so simple as that.

REGULAR - Mrs Grommet is our favourite goat, and the study
of her case will give you & fair idea of the intricate
web of subtle ploys and subterfuges by which we extract

FEATURE the goats' money from them.

* In & dark draw in Mrs Grommet's house, lies an
oot , electricity bill. It gathers dust, all hops abandoned
o . She stuffed it there a month ago, with a snort of disgust,
c N \ . and it is destined never to see the light of day again.
OMga 1S o
@ Up the path comes a postman, bearing a reminder

\ notices. These are sent out by the central billing
Qanc office, and I can just imagine some girl sitting at her
. nachine, churnirg out reninder notices by the thousand,
~ 1 a wicked gleari in her eye, thinking of the panic and

§]* \(:\C,{(ECS oconsternation she is spreading, when all the time, they
mean nothing at all to the goats, Nothing more than

: & mere hors d%euvre....a taste of bigger things to

. come,  Maybe 1% will scare the wits out of some poor

. starving old soul. liayhe another 1% will infuriate a

ponpous plutocrat; who “ust happerned to have been on
holiday. The rest suffer nll sorts of indignities
at the hands of the goats,

\4
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Mrs Growmet sees Lors coming, and guides it straight into the waste
paper basket, before it has timc to fall on the umat.

A fow weeks 1lnter comes the Knock On The Dogor. This is what the Goats
fecar nost. None of thewm dare answer The Knock On. The Door....or for that
matter The Ring On The Bell, For they know this would bring them face to
faece with our Collecter, and then all would be lost.

The human. nervous system is structurelly of incr-nceivable
complexity. It is estirated that there are in the hunan braoin about
twelve tliousand wiliions of nerve cells or neursns, and more than half
of these are in the cerebral cortex, Disorientation on coming face to
face with our Copllectur is approxinately 85%, and the eneryy surge
devebped in the attemoted reinte ration is of sufficient potential to
cause n cortical-thalamic short circuit. )

This invariably results in the right hand rioving spontaneously to
the purse ... or trouser pocket as the case riay be.. and handing ower
Ten Bob Jdn Account..

lrs. Growiet however, after 97 years of loo“ing in the nirror,
cwld no doubt face the Gorgon herself with impunity. She is certainly
up to.facing our Collector and waking lying oromises to bring something
into the office at the weekend.

When the goats have been sowevwhat weeded out and only the hardier
ones rec.ain they got one »f our Special Letters, which says we are tired
of rucking about and unliess they pay up pretty dann quicl we will Issue
Instructions for the Supply to be Disconunected. (Note the aubtelty of
this... we don't cormet ourselves by saying we will actually disconnect.
merely that we will Issue Instructions.... you will see the reason for this
later)

Most of the goats quail when they get one of these, and are soon
out of the running. Even lirs, Growsiett is not vnmoved by our Special °
Letter. She doesn't .erely ignore it and throw it into the waste paper
basket (like the reninder Notice)..... she gives it a coutemptuous sneer
and throws it into the waste paper basket.

The next character in the act is the Cut Off Man. We give him a
little chitty and he sets off, pliers in hand, to play hide and seek with

Mrs. Groowiett.

He &n :cks on her front door then scorches round the garden to
catch her corting ~ut the back, but she is up to that little ploy and stays
put. Te peers in >me window after another as she crawls fron room to
| Jilolni He departs a:d then cones back in varisus dispuises.... davk
glasses and beard, Divey Cr.ckett hat, space,an's helnet; Santa Claus
outfit (Vinter qu.rter) and otner variations ... but krs Gromett is no

f501 ~nd answers to door to no one. - She has wore tiae than he, and he
is the ome who gives in first.,  She glares at Lis departing back then

soes and psloats over the uweter spinning merrily around.
& &4 H J



.. Back at the office, we play our last card. We send her a Registered
letter, This one says that unless she opens the door, and lets us get to
her meter, we will Dig Up The Road and cut the: cable. The deadline is set
for a weeks time, and when the day arrivess, we realize she has called our
bluff. We must dig up.the road, or lose face.

So we choose: the burliest, meamest looking of our gangers, and transport
hir up to her front gate, With a great clatter, he unloads picks and shovels
and things, and soon Mrs Grommet can be seen. peering through the curtains

She secs our wn swinging his pick nt the road sud for the first tine
n shadow »f anxiety crosscs her face. But little does she know he has
fitted a rubber tiv to the pick, for the Town Council would not like it if
he dn.nged their road surface. 48 he hacks nway in lifelike rwnner she
bites her nails in indecision, and it's just » question of whether her
nerve will break before she realises nothing is hnppening. Finally our
ran plays his truiw chrd. ke takes frow his bag an nrtificinl crack and
lays it on the road. :

With o shrick krs. Gromiett bursts forth and stuffs a fistfull »f rmoth-
ball siselling pound notes into the bhands of our waiting collector,

Heigh ho, anocther one off the list.

* .O.!.9.'e.'l..lO..OOOCLQ.D.-"'.......'.'O'....Q"..I"’l'...ll.........l.
I'nle nnd Fe.w.l~ Bush Babies will not separate (Exchange & hart 36/1/58).
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irene potter
A sbort time ago, I was searching through our fannish output during
the past decade or so. I found it to be & miserable heap of crud, in
spite of the encouraging letters to FERI, and the ecstatic ones to BREN,
Only the f0110w1ng did I consider worthy of reprint. This was circ-
ulated to a pr1V11eged few one Christmas many roons ago, and is still,
I think,r the best thing ry esteemed wife ever did., So we commence her

contribution with,.
AND THE ShOKE CAME DOWN THE CHIMNEY JUST THE SAMWE.

"Poor Santa Clause" said [Iladdy,; in a wiserable tone,

"now he'll get his coat all black.". A Tew clouds of s
srocke belched miseranly from the Lnrenlace, and hung.

" Pouff, they said, and vanished. ~"WFoor Sants Clause!
said kRurny. I.was silent,

After a while, they discoverad thut if they.kept the
door. open, the smoike.went up tine chiwmney, . After u while
longer,. we were all very very ccld. So they closed the

door, and the sioke came down the chimmey again. "Poor
Santa Clause" suid Daddy. And after another while my
liother opened the ‘window. But this Yecame cold too, after
o while, and was no use, Daddy shook his heod.




The builder said "Your chimmey pot is cracked, you want another.m .
And so he put on i now chimney pot, spd Look away the 0ld one. - My
mother wont to the fireplace, und the smoxe was coming down the chimney.

"Poor Senta Clanze™ I said.  hyfather went out, and came back with the
bullderu Tme muilder looked up.:the chisney a long time.,  "Hmmmm" he

said, end ther weni avay to think abeut it.

Cue dey viy fa’her saw the builder a*nglnb and planting, so he asked

v
shont the chimney, wad the builder said he wos thinking about it wasn't
Ho, by Tovier hepd caking about the chimey, and one dey the builder
Bame with a (uaer tube, He fixed 1% tc the new chimney pot and went
Way again, Ky wmovher went to see the fire place, ard the smoke was

coming dewn the shirmey. My father was angry with the builder.

"Poor Saate (luuse’ said vy odrither, and bcred two holes in the
#

floorboards noar the Tireplace., "Wy are you fdoing that'" I asked.
"Itle sucoien™ he said, Then we s8u5% all that night and watched the
smoke. coming cat of the chiumoy., Then py sather was angry with my
brother. S0 wuy brother blocked ithe holns up again, and went away and

sullked about it,

My mother Fcund a lorse¢ brichk in the chimey, and my father told
N

Lba builder b it "dnah!" said the builder wisely, "that's what made
it smoke.! Zo my father care home, and swoke was coming cdown the chimney,
He .went back, nd told the builder about it, The builder said "You
want yor.r chirmey widering'. . . Ana my Tather said "Pish! '".and walked
gseno for toe chimnnay sweep, The..chimney sweep swept the.
ther he wenl away, and lefi the seoot in the garden. "Wy

Tt e smcke is caming down the. chimney" . .Go they.had a row..

A feor days later.twa ren arrived with the new fireplace,.and pretty
soon 1¢ was all nice and ueat and fired in, A srmall cloud .of smoke
appeares, o d wonth "RealEY, 1 1ooked around, aad all the people said
"Hew mrooty ™, "Teo Bantu Clause™ 1 said, "But that. deoen't matter
any moxe' ifhey Eai’ in F“rpr*““l tone.; "You're 4oo old for that sort

of thing novr, yuva koow

.lncnovooooununne’)aaofvoenococeﬂ..ou.‘lno-.ooca-o;eo'o.ooo.o..o...‘i‘ooe..
e AR -t Iy ~ -
ft's thet bald dogz again
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Prow ta: very begim-ing, 1 was

J & 7
during the soowoar heolideys, I wvould
neor Grand ween 3180, Srandun grew grapes and each year
upon riy retur: by O poud dow grapes ;gsteriously disappeared, Fe
also grew tomavo.s, but these were always "talen care of" by a Foung
iale cousin ¢f rine, with whoeos L worked land in glove,

Grandpa. Every year
depositéd upen him and

Grandwpa had o paint hut doo. As might be expected of such a hut
it was full of »eint of every hue and colonr, He used to stand in the
pidst of meands cad wourds of cons meditating and mixing a dark fawnish
coloured puirt, e alwaya mixed paint dark and fawnish, it was either
his wny of se.t ¢ ;eaion, o waybe ke wanted to paint sosething dark

and {awmish, in any case. he never vsed ix, 'cos after a while he'd




say "Hemph!", gzlare at it menecingly, and scrape it all back int a messy
looking tin. Then he'd leck everything up, and stagger back into the
nouse  like abeaten man.

Now I'ch going tw tell you about the telescope. Thiis telescope fns-
cinated me above all else, and wes Grazndpe's most prized posession,
He said he'd got it from a Captain of some ship or other. 0f course,
I didn't beliecve hin. Not because I didn't think he could have got it
fror. any particular captnin, but because Grandpe was the sott of person
you just naturally didn"t believe, whatever it was he toid you, The
fact remains that he did have this telescope, and it kept right on
fascinating re, Grandpa hardly ever let me hold it, which drove me
almost wild, I took to asking questions,

"Could you see the stars through it?" Yes, you could see the stars
through it, "How big do they look?" They looked quite big. "What
do they look like?" They looked just bigger. "ean you see the craters
ea the moon, Grandpa?"  Yes, you could see the craters on the moon.
"iutl the nountains?"  The rountains as well. "How many times does it
magui®y, Grandpa?"  He didn't know that one. "How many times do you
“ninle it magnifies?" Don't vorry your Grandpa. Corme and get some
Tl

This lest rerark was of the soiewhat rmndane nature I usualf} had
to put up with.

Eventually, I had Grendpe standing on the back door step, telescope
in hand, all reedy to show me the Wonders Of The Universe in. genernl.
This was cs far as we goty; however, for he proclaimed the night to be
"too cloudy", and in spite of my ardent pleadings; shuffled back
inside.

The night I renlly did manage to get hinm outside wasn't much of
& Succa58. He would gaze at sone point in the sky for & considerable
length of tine remarking about sorie interesting object and when a small
cloud obscur~d his view, he would hand the telescone to me as though I
could tell hin wvhat was going on oehind the steary nass. It didn't
tnke ne long to discover that I wasn't cut out for star gazing. For
one thing I had o terrible struggle trying to keep the correct eye
closed, and when I did get the correct eye closed I could never dpen
the other for enouph for confort, For annsther thing, when I had
arranged riyself thus, the telescope just naturally avoided the object
I wi. ed to observe, and even if I found this spot with the correct
eyes in the correct places, Grandpn would suddenly remove the tele-
scope bhecruse he wanted to iook at sonething quite different. All
this was very Trustrating to o young and eager scientist iike myself.
I tried to improve ratid& s by resting the telescope nn the bhackyard
gonte, but this had iits limitations af course.

Grandpa had tlie strangest theories on astronomy. I rewember thiw
outstanding cne in par¥icular. "Saturn", he said, "doesn't rove like
the other planets. it goes up and down in jerks of seven'. This
was & new one on e, "One, two, three, four, five, six, SEVEN,"
seid Grandpa, wavirg his orii up and down. I was arnzed at his imag—
ination. "Seturn is the one with the rings'", he went on". "I kn ow



I said, "but it doesn't shoot up and down the way yousaid."

"I have seen it. It coves up and down in jerks. One, two, three,
four, five, six, seven."

"But it can't!"

IlWhy? "

"Well - er- it's against the law of gravity.,"

"Allright" he said "If there's a clear sky tonight, I'll show you. It
jerks up and down. One, two, three, four, five six, SEVEN, Just like

I said,  You'll see.

Therc was a clear sky that night, and we duly presenmted ourselves
on the front door step. iy father was also in the offing.

Grgndpa scarched the sky for soue noments, the telescope waving
gently up and down, "Now then." he said at last. And we looked toward
where the telescope pointed hopefully. The stars were twinkling, and
the gloory looking surroundings were very busy looking gloory. We
looked at Grandpsg. "Hiwasph" he said. "Have you found it?" 1 asked
"Here you are" seid Grandpa, ignoring oy question. He took the tele
scope away fror his eye, and turned to iy father, "Thet's the ome" he
said, pointin vaguely skywaerds,

Ky father took the telescope, and waved it wildly for a few rioments,
before he settled down to pulling the most horrible faces, with his chin
resting on his kneecaps snugly.

"Well” X said at length, "Can you see anything?"

"faaaargh" was the reply. So I said "Well?" "Grunph— ug er -
yes er ug umph mom" "Here" I seid "Let me have a look."

And sandwiched between the two of theryy, I did ry best to locate the
planet. As it turned out, it was & hopeless struggle. Once, after
waiting for a cloud to depart, I rienaged to locate the desired spot.

My Groudp: said suddeunly "I think you're looking at the wrong one'" and .

[

leanced on the end of the telescope. "Get of fi" I screaned.

Put during the commotion, nn aunt appeared at the doostep and cried
"You're to come in, and do younwant some tripe for supper?" Grandpa
dids He took the telescope, and dissappeared within, And thet, to
say the losstest, was that.
I

The planets are of not ruch use to snyone. (RAF star chart)

TRIPPERS TAKE 4 TOP

We come tripping along over o lot of sedmony coloured ground, re
Carrying o canvas type: bag, cos Potter is too lazy (chiz). Thinks’"The Hound"
ana we come uporn this great metel structures. We guess it is the Eiffel
Tower, because of the: wey it locks. Ken tells oe how meny times higher
thag,Blackpool tower it is, on. cccount of hio knowing things like that
It is ngt necessary Tor you to know this, so I won"t burden. yow with it
and besides, I forget what he said. ’



I think to wyself "Oh" I thinit "I did not know it was So big". But
I 150k apgain and it is stil]l there and so I guess it is really as big as
I thoupht it was the first tiue. Sorie people don't go by first irip-
ressisns. I don't know if I'm one »f these people so I look again to
nake sure.,

There is a little shop in tlie corner o>f one leg of the tower which
sells useless things of n> use whatsoever. BEverybody woes up and has a
17k and strolls away again and a hig fat lady sits inside and knits.

All the time Ken takes photogriiphs of "engles" of something and we
press sn to see what the huge yueue >f strey peonle is doing straggling

under the belly of the tower uruper. fle ciscover it is for poing up
the tower that they are queueinyg and we want to go uw tooe. It costs
urtpteen francs, but I don't understauad aborut those, They're niece of

metnl which Ken corries in his pocixets and srietiies allows e to hold.

iAnd there we are in a little crowd waiting f-.r the 1ift. The 1lift
canies down. It is o daft shape - s i.ething between a s-uashed dinmond
and a ¢Hal scuttle, “le shuffle inside with the crowd and are bvarne
upwards and bachiwards into a whole mess of iron structurc and such,

There is n Charlie in tne 1ift in a bideous unifori. with a stripe

down his pants, lookiug as if he will _row a wax soustache. e don't
think much >f hils. The 1lift snecds onward. It coes to a halt and
we nre let »out. We find oursclves on a lar.e piateav and the first

stage is complete.

Ken strides tn tine eode and leans .ver. e says "I howe we can po
= o s
further than thisY I lean over and imediatelr feel sicl. "Yes" 1
say. !

Then o shout of jubilatiom froo Len, He has seen a vertical pole
as thin as a spiders back le, with tiny web-lie steps vindin, upwnrds
into n thin _ness. Fe says "let's _o up there". I quail. My varrow
ruens licg idly down .nto iy shoes. "I'uomot oing up that", say I.
(Tninks ~ ‘e loows as tho' he vay bash .y suull in, Froceed with
caution). Ly stoteisent is truc howevoer for on ap.roaching I find thot
the pole is reiled H»ff - vae reilinngs boving spikes u_on thewns, the nature
»f which w-uld tend to rake cliroin, difficult.

I sink t» 1y “nees in thanikfuluness. "Gat up", screamns Ken. Then
in o lighter vein.as tho' reading fros o notice "rift to-the top on the
flv r below", e prances Hff and [ stajger after hir at a respectful

distance - naturally.

We crowd into the second 1ift and we find we are standing uext to a

Charlie in a hideous unifors with a stripe dswn his pants. after
staring for a considerable length of tite I discover he alrecady has a
wax r.oustache, ‘e thinlk le«s of kim in anything. And 211 1 can see

For i.iles and wiles is patches of .reyish sky and lumps of scaffolding
shooting alaruingly past. That's the s=2cond type sta_e.



Nothing happens on the pext floor beczuse we rake a bee-line for the
lift, Inside I deciae it is tiwe to he sick. ¥en already is, because
ke's standin, next to a Charlie who is wearing strines on his trousers.

The 1ift jolts and moves v wards, swiftly at first, but ny horror
prows as I see it siow down untii it is wliost at o stondstill. I notice
too that the metal work nutside is thinniug Hut, There seews to be quite
a 1ot of sky about.

The 1ift does stop. Ye are not at the top as I had thou:ht. We
shuffie out of the 1ift and into yet nnother one end up we _.o.

Ain occasionpal irder drops away from us. This 1ift is rmostly rade
>f lass, Than™ Ghu the fioor isn't. a suall by is lifted up to see.
ke screars) I deyin to perspire freely. {4 fro_sent flashes thro' iy
tind "There but for the race of Ghu po IM) The littic 1ift rman leans
noncholantly on the door with crossed leps and a faraway expression upen
his c¢unteonance. I think to riyself "The tip will de two inches wide".

Inngine v relief then when upon reaching the top I find it lar,e
endugh to harbuir o tiny islend of shops with roo enough to walk around.
A barrier of _[i=ss cons between us and the wiside world.

Ken is ot satisfied. ke tyous roand the littie shops with a zest
wonderful to wehold until ne finds the object of his quest. A flight of
stairs. Lteading u.vards. "an" he exclaims, anc¢ with new energy bounds
forwvard.. 1 folisw tre nlingly. hat new terror am I about to behold?

An icy blast buffets .ie uniziucly as I step sut intos the rarified air.
I discover directly in front aud ocniy two feet away a ind »f metal

baskety which is the >nly thin, between me and li..itiess space. I ed, e
rat and discover @& wonderful thing. Paris!
The river wnndors.along shining in tue la te Autwn light. To the

ieft t e buiidings nnd mo-e countrified surroundings are pradually bhe—
¢ iny envel-aed in.a.iight iist. -

Further to:nne side, the Arc De rriuvmpee. Nere' I cravl arivind to
he stner sides © The'Sacre Coeur standsisStoutly upon. the harizon. I
sguind . sii hbly and rale cut Notse Dafie moiomg what apsear to-he dirty
ioocing buildings; Ly fears arec a thing. of the past. I pounce upsn
me i several telescones and peer anxiously about, Scein.s ym have' to
pay tor looi tars' tuese, only they dou't tell you until after.

-
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Sute great.tise later I cravl back’iuside t» thav 1y frozen bones and ¢
discover a tonilet. nter type. RiGET 4T fIUE TOP.  lust be onc »f the
wonders - »f the world, ; R

As we sink happiiy downwards sn the return journcy xen discovers that
our friend in the striped pants is an Anerican. Perhaps he's syuibolic of
souething. 5o full »f joy ain 1 that 1 discover soie wetal type stairs and
walie down the lustilap.- I don't discover how sorry 1 ai until'l reach the
bttt So ltrgoes 4o show doesn't it Yell I mean doesn't it. ¥Ken
is s5 pleased thet he buys te an ice creal and we live hapoily ever.afiter,
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Chepter the omne, 156 riides froii the Piusoury Tork Bopire
bein, & sort of _urolo_ue.

Tiie years nheve fiown in .idnis Foo amnd | omny thinys have happened,
A Few are vorwic rec liing= cany ore a9t. Neon wnd I euntered the army.
Mal ashworih toolz the staff of Life and yot rerried. irene Gore becoize
iirs Totter., hen and 1 entered civilisation. Yes I rwust repeat; & lot
has heenetd over the last 7o years ggeeeee

‘hen sen and I vent into the .ruy we both ivede preat plaus tiat
every incident, every vench, vould ve recorded by the .ovin, pen und
later ceunsored nat cleaned up for pubbing ia Bren seeegess

My personcl nlans wvere soon %o de shettered csseeces

"RIGET!I! Getfellin There..e.o At thedouble. Ok you orribsle
bloody lot ....e My sainted Jesus soldier if you don't pick your feet
up I'il “ic you so 'ard on the ass you'll find iadem foking Yedre's 'our,.
SQUAD! GSqued - SHAH! Move +.s t0 ..o The right—in-thrces, RAHHROIT
TAHN By-the-left. QUAAICKMAACHAH! ooeees™

eothich ended what vas to be lhe rost turbulent end frank diary
of a 3ritish Soidier. Ken douutless fared littie better ..ee..

Fortunately I still had contect with the outer world through tie
wediuir of letters, Throu h tiiese 1 mameged to jleen a fev things about
progress aund the outside world we all in our izorments of azony refered to
with vaited brathe as "Civvy Strect",

"essee You mow that I have rioved to a nev atress,
doy, tiis is a _ reat house. luch bij_er thes the other
one, and a small _urden {yipuee) and its rwel: nearer 'alts
(hooruy) eud 1've _ot o l[ittie roo of =y ovn vhere I can
herrer avay at the drecded typer witihout vorrying nbout tie
vioration if foraerly caused to tne television screen,



H R R

Also 1 can boit the door and keep the nip ers from ruumaging
- nbout with vy letters aud pupers and forzines and things,
I ony, hovever, starved of office furmiture. Iy desi at the
1.0 ent is constructed of tvo tea cuests with a hunk of
sréenrould vood suspended vetueen ithei. to hold the typer.
Natch, tes crests ain't very hi_h, so 1 have to curl up
lile en iugroving toemeil, aund as 1 type, I can rest ny
chin on ry Tnees if I uneed to comteiglate for a fe touents,
It fair _ives ce the bachocie, thoughs 1've also Lad to
pipke to holes in evch side of the teucwesty, so that I con
fit .y eldous in as I type. 1 teel jite a little hunch-
vacl, ant every so often 1 get up nud stresechi out ry arms
and ¢ est, and risc to my fuvll five feet six inches, Then
again, the flipoing rom. is cold, eund after every three or
four lines I Liave to rum u,; and ¢ovn the stairs o uring
ane. e circulation. 1 sotetines find yself voudering if
it is worth it, lest niuty 1 .ac craiy so bad thaot I
couldn't ove, I sort of sveyed Lo vutd fro unti} 1 wos
evle to rove over a tea cuest sufiideutly fur enou.it to
cause the rouldy lenk to slip off, The resuitont crasi
as tue typer disa.: cored tirougi: the floorboards uroupgiit uvp
iy wife to investigate, as 1 uad intended, sut sie liad rer-
force to reirace lLier steps to the roow: below, eud rely 1ift
the typer off ..y lap. There st be SO 511G abont fanac,
Lustn't t.oere." ‘ [

Doii't worry fal's Joun Jerry wrote rie tint in 1635 so le's bad a
littie tire to setile in by nov. Joiur vas oue of a trusted few wiose
letiers vere, for « ~Lile mmyvay, elloved to .enetriute the coufimes of oy
new 1900 . After = vhile even tuey vere stoy.eds  Jut Llere was one an
zoout hom 1 could write prose till tue euwd of uy deys. flne wan alone
who with dexterous rienisulation end tie cunning licking of & stemp could

v alwvays se guaranteed to et tarougi to me. is leties came with

=S

elarmiug alluerecity, hordly o ronta or tuo passed before I could easure

@ re:ly to wbatever 1 had vrittem. e was a nan who never nev the veels
Lie conths or the vears, Tive ..eanl notiing to wix, as cey one will
nov vhen I Soy His neie yeeees(shudder) :

Mel Ashrrorthi, Tie fon with the eternnl jucstiug giud ..0.4

"MAs I =it lLere writing to you soricone is uloying
YLoch Lououd' on an accordien mext door, Phis visirict bas
atiuosphere - you Lave to give it that, vhatever clse you give it
(like disirfectant, a —ide perti, etc) I su . .ose conlly it
is just the ince for a buduin, young antior to do & .entle
littic Dylen Thomas or ,illiian saroyan on the world, 1
intend to see wihat can be dome =vout it sooner or later,
It is o district of reasouahly lar.e louses wvhiech rust Luve
meen quite vell=to=in o decade or wwo o540 bhut are nou rostly

convertad ilato flots, lu ten veers it vill ve siore or less
o sluni, AY presont it 18 lu ¢ reteer inworestia, trensie

tionel stoge = enybody and everyvody -.i it he your iext door




aeighbour (and probably is for all we know, We have hardly seen our mext
door neighbou.s yet. Which is just the way I like things. Why, I sup-
pose there could even be a brothel next door for all I know. There could?
There c—o-u-1-d 92°? Excuse me.

~8 I sit here typing to you through two blackened eyes and a swelling
nose, I am now able to report to you that I have now had the pleasure of
meeting our next door mneighbours, There is, it seems, no brothel next
door to us.

Sti11l, there could be, -
Like I say, it is in interesting district.
Weo keep finding siugs in our sink,
: &
Zou mist come aid see us as scon as possible. You and Brenda too.
or even Jjust Brendafcr that matter, There is nothing immoral left to
re now bul adultery, It is n dull life.
I haven't done anything in wmonths, I haven't read, or written, or

fanned,. or snyvthing civilined. I am mentally devoid of everything. But
I am readiny Lylen Thcuas. The other dav, I saw a copy of "The Wayward

Pus" (by Steinheck, o eevrse)- for 2/— I gt thut'thigking 'Here_ is
v Lille frodesrn aulhe = ) ! “rerb book of his and it should
be a mosi Tascinabing ' tory . . 1o will probably teach me oodles end
oodles about wriving:. Thirty pages in it was doing just nothing so I

ditckad it. Then a da7 or two lrter I saw "Portrait of the Artist As A
Tonng Log" by Dylan Thomes for 2/- and I tnought "Lell another one.

BnY Wood says he's goody he pust be good' so I got it and I'm reading it
and he is. e is a fine writer and I guess he can teach me something
about it. Thanls.

Abou’ the only conrtrucsive thing I am doing at the moment - apart
Irom having affpirs with secrcleries and so on -~ is photography. Potter
teils me he has & guiirc. a cnoers too ond the dread disease is getting
him. I gloa®t, And thou, Depr David? I now have access to an enlarger
too so this mekes i1 o lol more werthwhile. '

This, of course, presents an absolutely unique opportunity to the
Fannish Association for the Appreciation of Fifteem Denier Nylon Nighties.
The old hox cameras comne pouring out, care stood on piles of books while
the fan breathlessly holds the shautter open, counting off the seconds
(bacws:3s, of course, five, four, three, two one, zero, shutter closed)
end the fan's girl-Triend freewec to death over in the other corner of
the room in a fifteen denier nylon nightie. I almost feel like a great
Benefrctor of kMenkind) Yes., Ll

shworth hes cirne then converted me to photography. After all who
could resist the continual plying of such interesting text-books, as "Charm
Photography" "Tle Foirer Sex". "Bust Beauties" "Hustier Beauties" "The fuller
Figures exposed" etc etc, I now chant apertures and film speeds in my sleep.
Who ever said the Sense of Wonder was lost ought to contact Ashworth. That
wiil set him vuderingi



Chapter Two, Potter takes over from Harding
beginning with a liberel quote from Ashworth:-—

Alas, alas, This is sad news about Potter. I wrote ang—
uishedly to the seat of his affections, after receiving your
devastating communication, to find out if any more was Znown.

He was then somewhere in the wilds of Wiltshire or sore such place
(not far from Trowbridge, so the story goes) awaiting dispatch

to Godknowswhere ( a bell-hole if ever there was one. . And
apparently tdere was.) hMoreover, it seems, the seat of his
affections has now become his betrothed. The telling of how
they broke the news to mist-eyed parents is a classic of human
courage and endurance; well - a classic of humour anywey, which
I have begged permission to publish in 40T, even as I hope, given
your kind indulgence, to select passages of this turbulent
missive from your goodself for the same fate. Anyway thus it
is. Potter may go anywhere, tney have got engaged and the

whole system of slinging pecple - who don't want to be slung -
out to far-flung corners of the earth is Blcody Lousy. But we,

just hapoening to be minions, seem to have little say in such
things,

Irene also says someone has given him a trowbone; that is
the cruellest cut of all.

Yes indeed this, the saddest news of 1957 was the cruellest cut
of all. Indeed all Cyprus must have felt the Sense of Wonder at ‘the
coming of One of Ghod. Still the Message was taken and Lancaster Fandom
stretched its second corne:r to another part of the Empire.

¢+es. Meanwhile the abominable Ashworth was still tryirg to prove
his worth......

Aint thet hell? I ring up offering to sit in the auditorium
of a cinema with a skeleton;, at midnight, to watch a private
showing of a horror film, And what happens? Does the skeleton
answer the telephone? Does a sinister, Dracula-like voice
slither along the line from the other end? Does it kell - a
ratl~r nefuddled-sounding, obviously Yorkshire, Assistant
Manager says "Well I'm very sorry, but it's the lanager's day
off, Could you ring again tomorrow please?" You'd think they

. had people ringing up every day of the week offering ito sit
beside skeletons at Liidnight showings of horror movies, wouldn't
you? It wasn't my ideea in the first place; it was theirs.

I read it in this morning's paper — they wanted someone to5 sit in
the auditorium of their cinema all alone except for a skeleton

by his side, at kidnight, and watch a showing of the horror

film INVASION OF TEE 30DY SNATCHERS. Someone they wanted who

is over 18 'has steel nerves' and a good heart - and can stay
awake after midni ht. (#hich doesn't realiy make the film

.sound all that good, does it?) So I ring up kirdly offering to
oblige them, and it's the Manager's day off and could I ring '
again tomorrow. well - I may, I may not. It's not that I'm
bothered about sitting with a szeleton; I wouldn't particularly
go out of 1y way to do it. It's not that I want to prove to
anybody that I have 'nerves of steel' or anything. It's just




that I'm over 18, often stay awake reading long after midnight,
would like to see a movie in rerl peace for once without goodly
folk breathing cigarette smoke down my neck and crunching papers
in my ears, and, most of all, would like to see the movie for
free. Oh well. I'm not hothere.

He's not bothered.

But what of Potter ..... Nobody seemed to know, Oh yes letters
kept coming but Ghod himself could never read fis handwriting.,

bleanwhile back at civilisation.

And we have bashed and battered our way through sales.
Sales are fantastic things. Crowds and crowds of women.
Millions upon millions of the fiercest creatures on earth fight-
ing tooth and nail. After the first few times I fought with a
pointed umbrella. It put me on something slightly more like an
equal foamting. It can be used like a swork, of course, or even
a mace, but I find it wost effective vhen brought down in a
strong, swinging movement rather like spearing fish, against
some unpro-ected head. You should go to the sales some: time —
particularly if you are naive enough to believe in civilisation.
The sales are a fine cure for that!

What a word: '"Civilisation",

Plaintive little trogs crouched round their idiots lanterns, square
eyed and snotty minded, oblivious to the outside world, succumbed by
immrature drama, penny dreadful murders and red—-nosed ComiCS.....

Thank zoodness I have a Universal Creative Mind.

What! You didn't know, Ther let me tell you all,

Chapter the three. Low young DAVID
ground dovn by NATIONAL SERVICE gained The STAFF of LIFE.

Picture then, to yourself, a ruddy-cheeked stocky sort of chap,
dressed in loose ill-fitting khaki, with a humourous mouth, generous to
a fault, ever ready to share the pint at his mates expense, possessing
the strength of an ox and the tenderness of a Schweitzer, well read in
the Arts and Crafts and what have you .es.-

ceoe..The Man with The Universal Creative kiind!!

Actually it was only by the sheerest of accidents that I gained a
Universal Creative llind. At the time as you know I was serving in the
Army and feeling moody, discontent, restless and generally low. Goodness
knows why. '

One day realising hcw inhibited I was growing I trotted out for some
fresh air. Strolling in the country I came across a small iron seat or
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stool that can so often be found when not wanted. but is the devil when your

feet feel hot and blistered. Thankfully I sat down upon it.; Tes

It was Whlle I was s;ttlng here that I found the envelope. It
was told 'and’ tattered I picked it up having nothing eise to do but sit
and dig the birds b10w1ng.

This was the deolslve moment in my 11fe. A turoing point'eéf§oﬁ
mlght say. . - e

Within the envebpe was. & letter headed '"The Reallzatlon System of

'Practlcal Ps chology" 1 I begen to read~—

"Dear Sir," by this tlme you w111 have read "Realization" I hop it

touched the right spot, the warm spot, within you".

Immediately the sense of left-out-ness overcame me. How I needed
touching on the warm spot. Oh my, how lonely I feLt Iread on: -

"l h0pe 1t made you happy. Maybe it mede you wonder. ; Maybe 1t
made your pulses beat faster, - Mayhe it d1d somethlng more.,..."

Oh just to be able to glimpse the pages of thls magnet1c book.'- e
Greater than the Enchanted Dupllcatnr it indeed must be. eosot o

"eeoo o mavhe 1t;ushered rxght into your consciousness & flood of = -
bright, dering, new hopes for the future. For I know you are only
human like the rest of us... your heart and mind are thrilled by the
thought of SELF REGENERATION....." -

This was beginning to read like & handbook of interlinations end
quotes.

".....Y0ou cannot escape having the same dreesms, and desires, that
fill the breast of every human being today.e..."

"The Universal Creatlve I{ind planted that restlessness. and that.
craving in you and provided abundant means for their grat1f1catlon....."

".eeo.And by the way have you noticed that the Worlﬂ tOd&J is'a
bit cruel and unreasonable?...."

", ....Doesn't the world seem to demand that you succeed be prosper-
ous, healthy and happy, no matter what your handicaps may be° For if you
HAVEN'T all this, the world doesn't ask why ... it merely IGNOR&S YOU!

It simply doesn't know you ex1st....." :

From then on I was Universal Creative Mind mark I. I wasn't going
to be left behind with the Rat Race. Oh no not me. I was going back
to find the thing that:~ "... spur us on to the leap to the top of our
Triumphant Goall", From nowv on I would be '"groping to find a Newer,
Greater Self - the Subconscious Mind". And I might add I found it. Oh
yes I found it. As I said earlier on, Ashworth sent me all those wonder-
ful books and in their pages was laid naked my Subconcious mind.




PRIZE COMPETITION !

To the first idiot to'provide us with full relevant details of the
following quotation, we offer a slightly worn rubber finger, and three
inches of string,.

"Have you ever noticee that the hills and woods are really 'blue
in the distance?' A great many writers have done so. What a charm-
ing definition (horrid word) Princess Bee gave of the horizon, and how
differently she thought of the bigness of the world from George. Do
you think they would find lobsters by fishing under the old stone bridge.
_ (Perhaps, however, this is too severe a question for a tale about 'long
long ago') Those forbidden Sylphs were still in the children's minds."

+ For this one, a rubber thumb, and four inches.,

"Twas late in the summer of 1792........
seessssesHis voice broke under his emotion as he read the futility  of
hope in his son's Klanched face. For a moment, he bowed his head in
abject despairecceseeces.
secssecrssascssesesoslet us suppose you have decided to go in for fer-
ret keeping. The first, and most important thing is to start off with
some really good animalS.ececocecceccas
eeeesessssses]l think the picture on the present cover will be widely
popular, it is by mr H S Tuke, the original being in the Tate gallry
It speaks eloquently of the joys of summer. It is an acknowledged

3 "
masterpiece Happy puzzling, Charlies!
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