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BRENNSCHLUSS is published by viptue of the outstanding creative
urges of those prominent members of the dead beat generation,
Ken & Ireme Potter ” :
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At the time of writing, we have not quite decided how to rlispose
of it, but since fate selected YOU as one of the lucky recipients,
it would be greatly appreciated if you would write, if only to
ensure that you don't get cnother copy, and do get the next issue.

GELDART on curious oriental
foibles.

LOCKE on finance and the.
fannish spirit. sSpringl960

ASHWORTH cnn the human
candition

¥O00D on how to’ run mighty .+ !
'  machines

POTTER (I) on golden
V" ehildhood

POTTER(K) on the british
fighting forces

Alsc, the stallwarts who knew and loved
gur fascinating little magazine twe
years ago, contribute a few
antedeluvian wards from the dim

and forgotten past when

Brennschluss twe was laosed

upun the more star born

sections of humanity.

COVER by Dave Wood.

INTERIOR PEAEZE DECORATIONS
by the same Dave Weed, and by
Joy and Vin# Clarke,

the legendery fenzine

from 1.DUNSMURE Rd, STALMFORD HILL,
LONDON N.16.
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EDITORIAL,

This issue I am simply not
going to make the usual tawdry
attempts to extract humour from the
fact that the 1last issus was almoat
two years ago. I am not even going
to enumerate, or apologise for and
explain the numberless anachronisms
and mistakes: which the diligent will
be able to find in these pages. AT -
that sort of tittle tattle is for
ordinary faneds, not those with a
tremendous crusade on their hands,
not those whomare determined to
persuade the whole of fandom to 7
rally to the cause, no mattef ’_“_-sﬂi -
what the cost, At last, Brennschluss
haa such a crusade,
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So far as I know at present, the TAFF candidates for
1960 are likely to be Sandy Sanderson, Eric Bentcliffe, and
Mal Ashworth, Sandy and Eric are merely very fine fans indeed,
sterling publishers, and people who because of their long and
active fan careers deserve the gratitude and esteem of all
fandem, ] -

Ashworth is much more.

‘That, of course, is the Crusade, Ashworth for TAFF.
Ordinarily I don't care much who wins- I figure they all
deserve it., I vote, but I am not devastated if my candidate
stays put, But not since Walt Willis made it to America as
the. honoured guest of American Fandom has their been a worthier
fan, orone who will be mnre welcome in the states thah Ashworth.
., It wilI be bandied aboutnamong neofen, and among old timers
with short memories that the volcano known as Ashworth has been
rather silent lately. How can I dispute it? But he never went
GAFIA, Fandom is in his blood, and there is no escape for him
from this micrecosm of inky fingers and inspiration, And the
velcanc is mow erupting anew, in a manner which takes us back to
the days when Brennschluss was young, and almost as. promising as
Ashworth's ‘incredibly funny BEM,
' \indocrination continued inside
“Tack covvr)
1 , , o . P e
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We used to envy Ken ind Irene their Lupin Man.
This was when they had a flal in. Lancaster; they had the ground E;
floors on the floor above: lived a scoutmaster, and on the floor above z
hir. (or ‘the attic" as it was quaintly called) lived "The Lupin Nan'
We never saw hic except from a distance, but it struck us, as Ken a
Irene talked about him, that it oust be o fascinating existence
living in such close proxinmity to such n colourful character. The last tinme
we wvere there he had gone out floating on. the nearby canagl, and hpd already
been gone three weeks, It isn't difficult to icagine how enwvy might creep
in under such circumstances.

The other night, howewver, we took stock of our own. current collection.
of characvters, and we suddenly realised that our envy was nisplaceds; we
were in fact the fortunate ones. How could a solitary Lupin. Man, no
oatter how bouyant he may be: on: canals, compare with a list like ours,
wvhich included such prize specinens as 'Sloshing Socrates', "The Dripping



Milk Man!', 'The Smiling Lady', Horseface: Anna", and the: ubiquitous
'Buggerlugs!?. Net to. mention. "The Man With. The: Slipped Faae'.

¥
s

Thase of coumse are: only tho~mosh.ohv1aus.examp1es, the: ones which
spring first ta mind; a little judicious casting around soom swells the
collection, There are 'Big Momma' and'Big Daddy', who live: next door
to us, their daughter 'Mad Aggie! who lives across the street with her
husband, 'Big Bopper', and next. ta them 'Johnny Guitar" and his Woman.,
Then: somewhere: elong the end aof the street, or round the back of the street,
or in. the: nearby allatments, or in. an:adJacent dustbin shed, on somewhere
on. that way, lives "The: Burning Grass Man! (Haow deﬂectably*Bradburylsh
that looks in. ecold print!) These, unlike the pnevious set of Charamcters,
are: Local residents, and can: be ignored for the moment (a system which
works. adpirably well the Dajority of the: time:; oh, we are very social
ninded,, Q1t1zenSJ), as this is painly intended as.a hrief sumvey of
Cheracters who: monentarily Cross, Our Patht and as s'oon. ane gone. In
this aategory ‘are included. "0ld Herbett', "Phe Littlé' Gns Man', "The
' Mining Engineer', and'Noddy';.and, it would ngven do t¢ leave out such
stalwarts as’ '"Jabberwocky', "Gunk Johnhié" and '"Holy Mémy'. Anong those
who have mow happily faded fnom the: seene, one thinks' inmédiately of
"Quasicodol, of “Whistler 'and s Maother", and of "The Laughing Men!, and
I an quite: sure there: are pany . others. hadmg sonewhere below the surfaece
if I camed to search far them and drag them. out intﬂuthuxd&yiight.

Once>ag&1n, compered to Ken. and Irenetl's unoampl cated relationship
with their Lupin:Maniy, oun own. delienteldy internwoven. anssocimtions with
these vanious ahanacters seems. vastly complex.: Their only-contactt with
the: Lupin: Man: would be: whem: he: hobbed his head rvund their kitchem door
and. said to Ineme: MI've breught yow some: lupine, Jave, This he did, I
unders tend, whont scvon. hundred and tliduty, times. tho fivst wook he moved
in, cnd I suppose . it oust have: been.around this time: that he was christened;
after that ae begam to feel rathe more at home, and Iren's weekly supply
of lupins began to dwindle sopewhati. But ewvem ofter the sSupply hed
slockened off to a mere: fifty or so bunches per weel, the nane sonechow
stucelz, And of course;, when. he: went off on. prolonge: canpgl flepsting ex-
peditions, they would not see: hin for weeks afb o tine, and the house
grodually becane lupin-—less.

Now conmpare: this sipple, idyllic, state of affairs to our contact
with, say, Sloshing Socrates. (I heve never beem conpletely happy about
this appelatlon fon this particular countainous, shanbling hunk of seni
humanity., The truth of the oatter is that the real Socrates rates very
near top place in. my All'.Tdme Admiretdon. List, and to have his nane: attached
to this snuffling caviller, however ironically, makes me rather uneasy at
tines.) We: ane not overly keen om Sloshing Socrates; perhaps no one thing
that I can: put oy - £1ngep on: gltogether acecounts for tls, unless it is the
foct thit. we' hoteée his very guts — but there are a nunber of small points
which when. added together may help to explaim our aversion, Slashing
Socrates travels on. the: sane bus as we do in. am evening. He: snififiles his
way upstairs, snuffles all the woy up the aisle at the side of the bus,
opening. every vindow he: passes, and sits, quite often;, on. the: very front



seat. Now these buses have been: specially comstructed by congenitel
inbeciles for cnetinous morons, and this suits Sleshing Scerates to a Tj

the fact of the matter is, in addition to all the side windows, they also
have windows ot the front which opem, and Sloshing Socrates apperently feels
divinely inmpelled to moke use of this function. quite: without regand for

such irpelevent matters as exteriov circusmstaneces; hail, rain, snoow, fog,

or sub-zero temperatures, he opens these windows too, Campletiom of stage
one. Then, having made himself comfortable, ( which: eonsists of settlimg
down. into his seat to: an. almast unbelieveble extont, by virtue: of long and
intense shufflings and bounaings) and everyono else distinctly unaomfortable,
he: taokes out his matechas and lights his pip&, If you imagine flushing

an ancient toilet at dené of night in o corrugated iron. hotel, yow are
begimming to approach the: reality of the sound effcets sccompenying this;

it pust have been: some similar function, I feel sure, which inspired
Handel's 'Waver Musia'. Two minutes later, he takes out his matches

agnin, and agoin. lights his pipe, fortissimo, One' minute: and thirty seconds
later, he: doea the same again), FORTE. One pimute: later, he repeats the
operation, CRESCENDO. It is o forty minute journsy, Coppletian. of

stage: two. Then, as the: bus flills up, somebody inevitably ends up sitting,
next to himj; in. beitween. puffs, ond sloshes, and the striking of matches,

he imoediantely starts up & conversetion. whieh is not so ouch o matter of
verbal intercourse as of Sloshing Soerates addressing the whole top deck of
the bus on his viewss on. This, That; and , without fail, the Other. This

he does in. a high, nasal; complaining whine. Canpletion. of stage three.

It nay be , of course, thot he: has been. specifically sent down. from Heaven
to, Earth as a Light and e Saviour unto. the: nodern. generattion, but that is
not the way we: see hin.

On: the: other hand, o character such a8 The Dripping Milk Man. is quite:
harrless and inoffensive; and evem, im his own. wetiring faoshion, likeable,
He is a Morning Bus Character, end stands quietly at the stop holding o
Oysterious brown. bag, taa snell for s briefcesey and yet too large to hold
just a toothpick. The day he: stood there unawere, though, while: his
cysterious bag dribbled large: blobs of nilk into o white poal at his feet,
the: oystery was, in o scmse, solveds Since that morning, howevér, he has
never dribbled nilk apgaing and for all we know, he may be carrying cocoe in
Lis bag now, or even noonshine: whiskey, but he doesn't really look the type.
In. all ¢ther respeects, except on, he is quite unrenmerkable; the one is his
absence, On the rare oceasions when. he: is not standing at the: bus stop,
his place is occupied by two other people — a little curly black grandmother,
ond o pale, bespectebled, spotty—~faced boy. They stand side by side, never
speaking to one another; when. the: bus arrives, they sit side by side never
speoaking to one another, and they get off ot The. Dripping Milk Man's stop,
still never speakimg to ane- gnother. What saortt of occupetion: is his, we
sonetines wondexr, which cen be: carried ouwt equally well by one: sbellysilent
curly black grandoother, and one equally scall, equally silent, necurotic
looking young boy, who tay evem be: perfect strangers to each other?  Perhaps
we: shgll never know.

Im between. the extremes represented by Slashing Socrates and The Dripping
Milk Maen, cooe such people as The Smiling Lady, who, Shiela insists, scmiles
at her every tine she sees her, singe the dey Shiela sow her sitting up in



bed§ The: Mam With The Slipped “acey, a Morming Bus Character who would
probably have: lived out ltis life: ém anorymous abscurity’ except. fpr the:
fact that one day whem he: cawght. the bus. we: noticed that 435 face Lad all
fallew away ta ome eormer, { thus giving rise to onr modernised vession af
the old Fats Waller mumber, "I Don!t Like You Cause Your Face Falls Cut®);
and Naddy, who amuses us aglmast: every morning of the year (vngrateful
wretches that we arey, we night at least I'nve sent hio o Christmas Card, in
recognition. of his efforts!) by kis freniic noddings and bobbings ard
gyrations im the: randway , to try and irduce the glrendy overflowing bus
to stop and pick. him up. Buggerlugs, too, might he desenibed as o middle
of the road sort of character, sinse: gll he did to eann recogpition. and
identification. was ta teke to sitting on oun favourite seat cm tho bus,

( a distinction. shared with, e Mining Fagineen), end Holy barny is anobhem
of the grey ghostly crew: .of half avonymons ceharacters, thouzr I seexm o
meoall hearing her mome mentionad im gancecticn with a protiy importard
position. of some kind,

I will pass over most of the others, each with his or her own litie
something, and conclude with the colourful ccuple who are, perhaps my fav--
ourites, Horseface Anna and 01d Herber®; and their delightful lititle moru-
ing drama. 01d IHerbert is already on the bus when it arrives at cur sécny
he has boarded it somewhere further back along the routej cr perhaps he has
cone from the depot with the busj perhaps when they trundle all the buses
out in a morning they trundle 0ld lierbert out tooj; maybe he sleeps on thzx
bus, or even lives his whole life on the bus shuttling backwards and for—
wvards and never leaving it, I couldn't say for sure, but certainly every
time we see him there he is sitting on the bus, upstairs, sccond geat {rem
the front, Horseface Anna gets on at .our stop; she is the sort ¢l 'yorag
lady' in her late thirtics who calls herself a 'young lady' and ell her
male acquaintances 'gentleman friends'; 0ld Herbert is the sort of feaded
small businessman who calls himself a 'tusinessman' eond Horselace Anna
a 'young lady'. They get alonp famously together. So.. the stage is se?.
Horseface Anna steps on the bus before us, minces up the sicirs end alornfg
the aisle and stands cuietly just to windward of 0ld Herbverw's shkculder,
Pause; the climax. A few seconds elaosse. {Us standing bdbreaihlerss tekind)
Then - rapid denouement — 0ld Hervert looks up, face registers profound
surprise. "Good Morning" he gasps. Then he climbs lakoricusly dewa from
his scat, she minces along to sit down cn the inside, he climbs lakoriously
back again, and we brecathe again and sit dewn to recover from tle excitement.
For two years we have been catching this bus, and every morning for two
years we have been watchintg this little drama, and every morning for two
years 01d Herbert has been astounded beyond words to find IHorseface Anna
standing at his shoulder, and I'm afraid I just couldn't bear it if he ever
got used to the idea of her being there and started teling her for graniec,
All the same, I must admit to an occasiornal vague longing in the murkiect
depths of my unexplored subconscious. to Lorrow a gorilla from some sympatih-
etic zoo and, just for one morning, let it take Horseface Anra's place in
the bus queue end go through her routine to stand, finally, just kehind 0ld
Herbert's shoulder. But this is mere fanlasy.

So on the whole, we feel that Ken ard Irene are entitled to their
Lupin Man.



Some years ago, I chanced to come under the influence of a man with
a unique analytical wmind. I worked under his auspices for near on two
vears, before it really came to my notice. I had been told many e time
by workers around me of his perverse ways, but they h&d never really shown
themselves in my presence. Not until about five weeks before I came to
leave his employment

But first, I must sketch in some siight background. He was am
Executive Engineer, a man of high educational qualities, and fine
breeding. He was ex navy, and stood with the proud bearing of an
officer and o gentleman. Ee wore only the best cut, end smoled a briar
of exquisite carved origin. Such wes our man

The place of work shaell remain nameless, as our Engineer(mainly to-
avoid embarrasment, should he be known to our gentle readers.)

We had two generators. Greaet sturdy beasts, which roared and thun-
dered when roused, but took the devil of a lot of arousing, mainly due to
our inability ever to grasp the full procedure required to activate then.

The great thing abour friends is that you.donit have to bother to be
sociable. arry Hanlon
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It ras upon one faiteful day wihen we failed to starlt these genavaiors
during a mains power failiure, that the EE turned to me, and said '"Wood,
get the draughtsman." I did,

M"Srithers!"(that wesn't his real name, bu®t protect, the .innécent, etc)
Yelled our EE, over the roer of the engines which had mysteriously started
in, oy abgence, "I want a notice drewing up, with the words PUSE OFF and
PULL ON, in big letters. Biack on white boeard. Ané hurry."

A few days later, Smithers appeared withi'the notice, begutifully
executed on white art board. In three inch high.letters were the words
PUSE OFF and YULL ON, I trotted round to the EE with it

"gh, Jolly good Wood. Fine, . .Just Fice., Now trot round to the
genny .room, and stick it up on either side of the starting rheostet, then
perhaps your cheps will imow how to start in ?uture. And let me know
when it's in place. GoaZ show."

I went to the generator room, and placed it in position.. . Then I
got my en together, and showved them the new setup. The notice wes on the
right hand sidd of the 'stat. "So you -see ‘chaps" 1 said, "if you stand
1n zrontj_4 {q?_nov kn?f yOLnull the stet forwerd to start it, O0K?"

1 called um the EE; and told him things were inposition. "Jolly
good, Wood, I'11 be Tléhu round,"

I gself wili vouch for what sappened next end so well - if
necesssry — my four comrades.

The E.E. strode izto the ronm sto.d defore the genny eud rocked
naclirerds and forwerds o: his heels, Then ke 'said. "That's ell wrong
Wood". "ihat ig?"

"This notice"

"It's what you wanted"

Mo it's all wrong'.

"Why Sir"?

"Tell desh it man you lave to PUSE it to start her up. Vo
dammed olvious',

WPULL it Sip!t
"Push it"
"PULL Jir! Look",. I deionstrated.,

"Your dasZied well!pushing Woodl" he shouted above the roar of
tze engines,

"I Pulied Sir".



"You pushed"

" MIf I push, sir, it turns off" I demonstrated. It stopped.

"Ah, but you pulled Wood. Here, let me show you." He went round
to the other side of the machine, and pushed the lever away from himself,
The engines roared again.

"Therel" He screamed.

"But sircccoccooss”

"and if I pull......" The engines stopped. "Now, Wood, do you’ "
understond?  You must get the notice changed. Carry am,"

And he strode out.

I thought I heard a bicycle draw up. (Irene)
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BY GEORGE LOCKE &  &%&0 J 77 @ &b
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It had come to Tom as it comes: to many- - the day he decided to erash
the: pro. market., He'd beem steadily! turning out competent faasan fiction
and it was quite by chance — at the Glohe, I believe - that someone
mentioned sciencer fiction. The: poor fellow was shouted down before: he
aould string the author's iname ontosi'The Dem011shed~manl and he never
came to the Globe agalns But an idea stirred in Tom's’ hraxn, dand straight
hame he went to work on'a’ story for. Abound1ng Science F1ctnnn.

Nearly e week 1ater he finlshed 1t amld the crackl:ng of reﬂ hot
typewriter keys and rustling’ carbon. paper. It was simply and neutly
stapled at the top left hand corner, on fllmsy lightweight ‘paper taste-
fully decorated with a aouple. of illos, after the style of his' famous
fanantoons in '"Twig Illustrated'. - Hei'wondered for a moment whether to
write a full length letter to the editor, but finally decided against it.:
"After all, he may be unfamiliar with one or two of the faaanish words."
So. he merely said the usual things wise: authors say in covefing notes to. -
ms sent. to Gambol - experimental details: in replicate emphasising the
degree: of tackLness obtained, and en.analysis showing the. tie-up with
Finagle's f1fteenth law -+ folded it neatly. three-tlmes, insertéd it into
the: 11ghtest envelope he could find,, included o sinilar return.envelop&,
gave: the name of his U.S. agent for Ganble-to get the. returnlpostage off
of, and alrnalled 1t to the-Aboundlng off1ce.

He reckoned on three days for the th1ng to, nav1gate itself to Madison
Avenue, It would flutter onto Gamble's desk just about five: in the * .
afternoon: on Friday, just as he was wearily clearing it,, and preparing to
go home for & quiet weekend. -He: would be:-alightly sad, Ton reckoned, at
not having anything to read- —-he doubted: whether he recieved fanzines - C o
his eyes would brighten as Ton"s ns arrived, and he would teke it home:: - ;...
assured of a fabulous weekend. Maybe- it would be: what he: had been;waxting
for for so long — the initial story which would set ApSF bounding off om.
another glorlous road of inspired.extrapolation. Sonething to replace.
Disbetics, Spionic machines, and the: ¢lobbering of super al1ens by country
buns rolling o pair of IOﬁded poker de&a ....................

Yes, Tory. reflected a fow days later -. ahout the tipe- the acceptsnce
via return airmail was due = this: story,cpuﬂd be, the ongéy - Y1t was ‘& slight .'
variation on. the superman.theney’ about a group of people distinguishable: -
by their sensitive features, far sight, broad nental horizons, and stkang&
nom- rotary helicopter vanes on. their heads. ‘ R



From a bundle he selected a long sleek envelope, and gazed at it, hero
worship in his siople eyes. Tom stro’zed his eyes to see the address
printed at the top. % seemed to resemhle “Abounding Science: Fiction,

or did it say "From the office of John W Gembol Junior", or was it
'S$pionics Bepartoent, Street and Snith Pubs?™ But whatever it said wasn't
inportants It was his ascceptance, and that was the main. thing, He
began. to regret his hastily comceived articles panning the master%s fasc--
inating little hobbies,

The pocstamn: started to reed the: returm address. "Ab,..."
"Go om, go oni"

"Abridged Incencbibulous Prepublications,; Hayley Hansom, 142 Gafia
Way, High Colorado, Aleska."

"What! Its not fron Gambol?"

"§ho's Gambol? And whats he got to do with it?. This is your finest
hour, bhoy! It will be: the start of the most fabulous year in fanzine:
fandom, Loadk at it....."

Sobbing, Ton savagely ripped tho envelope from Joe's hands, and tore it
into shreds. The pocstanm looked down at the shards fluttering to the
ground, He bent. down and began. picking them up and putting then together.
Tom watched, the surge of angews. dying down to a bhitider ache: in his heart.
That the: master should be: dallying 80c..

"Here, won't you even look at it?" Joe handed the fragmenits to hinm
The enger surged forth again, and he flung them to the ground, traoping
then underfoot., He slammed the door in Joe's face. Remembering his shoes
had been touching diri,he wiped then carefully., A single piece: of paper
came reluctantly away. It lay on the mat, dirty and ugly, & fragment
of typescript trying to hide in shames '"....nominated as TAFF candidate:
for 1965...."

"What are: the beanie brigade up to now?' he said, sniffing,
GO VL 09 COOPOICECOOEPOOETSPORBUAOIAVSROGOOCIDEP P IEDNISDEIESUTOPIONLSEOOPDOEOEOSDINOSONOGSESISOIOERNOPOIAOOGITYS
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Next morning Joe came again. His face was a little strained with
worry for the fan, but he managed o smile, '"Do yow accept?" he said
"Will youw: stand?M :

"Guess so" said Tome.

"The way yow. acted yesterday" Joe ventured, "I thought yow'd gafl.a,ted, "

Tom gpinned slightly., "I just blew my top is all. I was g bit
dissapointed at not recieving a certain lettex.™

"Isn't it the greatest though?  All those- fans have faith in yow
to win TAFF., It"1ll maoke history when you win by more than a hundred
votes," .

"Yepy, I hope I win, It"ll be useful. I%11 be aghle to visit. Gamhel
on his own ground, and discuss plotting..." :

"Gambol 2™

"You Inow — John ¥ Ganmbol, Editor of "Abounding'™

"I believe I know the "zinre. That prircited sercoi. *hire isn!y 12
Sports rother good covers, if i remember.”



They were & persecuted people,, forever be1ng nade fun of hut they ignored
the opmons of 'the rest ‘of the world,, a.nd happlly produced their little
pagazines of thr1111ng, stirring prose, and their exquisite drawings in
black and white, .and many colours. They. fought their little wars, and
held their regular gatherings, where beautiful ninds were given the opp-
ortunity to mesh into a glorious gestalt. The story was of one of the
supercen, a lonely, delicate creature possessed ofcertaim supernatural
powers, and of his gentle relationship with a roygh. undene oen. of bluff
hunour, who, visited hith three times a day. It was to a gertaim extent
a.utoblograph:.Ca.l but Tor had read that all great fiction, to sone degree,
vas.

~The: sound of a footstep -dutside, broke through h1s depydrea.mmg. ~Ton
leaped to his: feet a,nd r'ameﬂ to the:’ door.‘ HE was heren, end not a second
late’o‘ : . . ., L _,~.‘.. e ST

oo
* 1

: Almost. showt»mg 1n. exultatlon,, he flung t.he dqop open.

J oe, the: pocsta.nn., stood there' carresing the cover af a ba.ttered
envelope. "It's for you Tom. Cory; and it hasn't half got sone: fiery
stuff in. it. ~ That Carr wonam,, what shets got. up to this time, - I'm -
surprised, IT'm’ surprlsed......"' The poastamm stapped:, blush:.ng at what
she had ‘been. up- to. R

: ‘Tom smiled, a.nd W&lted a Woment.. "i 'suppose{it was overweeigh.t A

+ Joe nodded; L e . L I

“"Sa ‘yow pead it?" AR

"That*s right." L .
"I supposé it's fa,n‘_ onmpensat:.on. for the GI’O?"‘

" "Hell; o little low om pag& ¢ount, but. I think we: can let it pass, "

" Bvery day, a,lmost,, they went through this rituanl. : Tom sighed happily.
"Joe, you are beconing more. and more a fan.,. Here, fair's fair. — yow can
borrow the. latest 'Hyphen! ta make up weight. .= That should make- us ewvem,
Joe took the 'zine, tucked i% ibto his. inside: Jacket pocket with the: prac-
tised ease of one who has learned to accept readily and unob‘brusxve»ly, and
. bounded: ga.lly dow'n. the road to his,bike- : .

It was omly when. his ha.ppy fom Was d:.ssa.peari.ng r(mnd the> eornep
that Tom remenbéred his cheque was due, and should have heen in the posts
But maybe:, he shrugged,, Gambol couldn!t resist & rowd throwgh the story
before: sending the noney.
h'ﬂ....‘t’.ot.o'.o..000..'0.-...Q...ooonl...o...ci‘.u.o.oc.o'w‘o.ooo.oo...bo.oo
He belleved 1m a shart. hfe ond a Derry..one.
. EREE! " He vas constantly d1ssa,po1mt-ed. (Vm;ﬁ Cla;::ke:.)
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Next norning, Joe was a bit late; having been. knocked off his bike by
an overactive aISa,tJ.on, whidh had tried toipaint. his face: with. excess -
.saliva. "Cripes; wha.t a dog%" he> mttered ta Tom, panting.. ."But I ‘Zuess
it doesn"t matter. - Wait till you see what I've brought yom ithis mammg.
It%11 be the fingdt day of your llfee." T Y .



lessered, until he was rceiving about six a wesk., However, a few of his~
personal friends persisted; hopirg his gafia would evaporate, but even
tzoy eventielly gave vpo The: oaly fanac he maintained was keeping up

his FAPA requirementsc '

At last, he completed his novel and posted it off. Almost on the
seme day, a copy of Aboundiag with his first story in it arrived, His
own. 11108 bad been supplemented by some top class Freas, and though he
couldn't quite see: what the cconection was betwesm Gambol's editorial and
the story waas, he had xothing ta aomplain of where the editing was concemned,

Funny. A week later Joe once: more: knocked at his door. He was
smiling all cver hks falew ®"Tom, I knew it couldn’t be true. I can
onlyy apologise for the scurvy way I bave aoteds I read your story..."
Suddenly he: burst izte e gale of laughter. "Horestly," he weni om, whem
he hed recovered; "I’ve pewver read enythirng so brillisnt., It wili go
dewn in hiwmtory. Azd you got Gambol to. aceept it@"

"It appeared in Aboundin.” Tom seid modestly

“But even so, " Joe went on adriocusly, you don't stand much chance of
winning TAFF. Yow're a pro, ard no fan. today reads the prozines. Unless
you indelge in hyper-activity rext year.oco

"I can’t, I‘ve too0 many commitments to John,"

"We might as well give up all hopw then!,

"I may be able to hack out a piece or two - maybe a few letters.." -
"Can you publish your genzire? In the next month?"
"Grief, nc",

"There's no other way". o

Tom thought for a minute. "I think", he said slowly, knowing there
wes no likelikood of fandom ever reading Abounding, and the grapevine
would carry the news of his work far too slowly to have any effect on
the TAFF results. After all, who llstens to the ranting of neofen
about their favourite authorxy; or even that fabulous new writer? And
if he ever passed the message around that he was selling to a prozine,
his name, as it was with Joe, would be rmd. Something occured to hims
"Joe, how come you bought that issue?"

"Jell, Gambol had forgotten to Hut a stemp on a subscriver's copy -
and I was curious...”

Tom laughed for a moment, then his fgce saddened. "I think I'11
have to stand down".

Joe nodded, reluctant to see this, but forced to. Then, suddenly,
his craggy face lit up with that light known only to fan-writers having
the most wonderful idea for o hoax, or to editors receiving letters
from Willis, Tucker, Bloch or Ella Parker ((HINT)). For a moment the
sensitive features wrinkled doubttfully, exploring all the snags, then
the face cleared for the last time. "It might work," Joe said.

"What will?" Tom said ootusely, even though he knew what Joe was
getting nt.

"e're not g01;' to drop TAFF," he said., . #¥You'.yo standing — gnd



"You''re no more thawn a faaan, " Tom lgughed, "Abounding" iz a
proziuae."

"OhiM There was a silerce, which thickened becoming more awkward by
the minmute:.. After some time, Joe said quietly "Have yow thought about
your campaignf® ..

"Good Lord, no!" Tom said,, I wonit, nced ome. "I o few moaths -~ four
a,jl the outside — Gahal wili be pripiing oy stwff; and I wor™t fail {o
win. then. My rame will be bigger than before, It will be mentiored in
the same breath as Wells, Verne, Orwall, Sta Qledon,, Hubhard, ;and Hieronymous.
It will be or the lips of fendom fron New York: to Berkely, from East Cheam
torWos a Wogge. It will ring in. the ears of the WorldCon im six months
tine, aad at the: Con the following yesr they will be waiting for oy majestic
entry with breath heRd fasd.. There will be: ‘mndreds af swarning fanpeds
peste\!?i-‘lg ne for D&terwlocaou:oeoosnﬂso.-n"'

Joe was sheking hin by - the shmm dot. "Fllthy, Proi™ he swore softly,
and hefting bis bag onbo lus sh sider cant;nmed with his deliveries.

Two days wend Xy, t.b.sm a whoi.e- week,., end still no word from Ganhol,
And no longer did Joe knoek on. ti2 door with each delivery, excep'b wvhen.
an occasional postage due stanp required oettlement. Osce Tom offered
the: latest "Abcunding™ as. partml paymend, but Joe looked might past him
and spat on the groumi

I regret to mforu yo*.x “*hat the place iz burming dowm. {H Hunlomy

00.0'0&‘0..0600050&-:19-O."‘c)b.oa&ouoh’:c)‘0000501.&coocao;oooaooaoaluonb‘.‘\'vo\c‘

A month went by, ' }' en, When Tom had about g1vem up hope: of heering
from Gambol, and was preparang a;aote of enqturyy for the Post Gfficw to
trace: the obvicusly iislyid*ms, theme was- & ¥mock st the doorc Jioe siuvod
there.  "Well, here it 1s,, don"t cut y«cum:ealf tea.r:.ng 11. open. two quickly:"
Tom ignored himo H:Ld eyes were my for the .envelopes  Feverishly,
he tore it open, cheque tumbled out, attached £o the official note
of acoeptance; and a przva.te nbt,e from Gambol himsel "It was the latter
that Tom was most interested ing ' It wont, . 'Frlend accepted. Gratefullw
accepted. The "faasaans®. ‘by. yaar charaaterizatiom c@fyvitute the most
convincing portrayal of a race of" ‘Supermen I have ewer oxXperimced, This
yarn. is ovviously a warm up, setting the sdenes It will appear in ghout throe
mozths time. For the iswue aiften thet, I shall want a lead short movel about
" them, and a three part serial to atart the following month. Cam do? In
the: words cf your hero -Tioshwowboyobovi'”'

Tom wrote ba.ck hy re%urn. of post "Am working om a sequel this moment,"
Are you- pleased that the rubb:.sh bin bit me% (k. P.)

~ - .
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The next few months were spemt in frantic toil on the nevelette and
the novel. A ever increasing pile of fanzines aml vmanswered correspondence

accumulated by the neglected ugl:.ca.toro Gradunlly the incomdi letters
NOTE,  THIS PAGE PRECEDES THE LEFT HAND PAGE or snyweg 3¢ should

maybe w3 ought to number ;ages in future obsequious apologies KF






end you''re going to win.,"™ Angd 3ot B wurd move would he say. Evesy day
for the next week, Tom tried t0 pump him for infomums+ion, cbov+, his plan,
bt beyond seying that it was. coming along satisfectorily, the: poocstamm
would say mosthirg, Them one drizzling morning; Joe showed him a letter,
or the enwelope et ary atew It was from one Rich Haggard, a New ¥ork
fan, and one of the most idealiistic Fandom Is A Way 02 Life slobs Tam

had ever came across in his lifes, The: fellow had written a letter of
comment -on. his faxzine g coupl> of years agoy, aud had been: Knocked straight
px'ff he ma.il:c.(g lista Tom frowned slightly as e sew the address,

: "He"s in w1th ws."™ Joe chortled, "He's already beem to see Gambol,
"He'"s what?': '
*Hels beoru to see Gambol.™
uAnd how in. 11am1ng hell do you think him gring Yo see: Gambol is
goJ.ng t0 help me imx TAVF.?
+-Joe: }aid a band gepdly om: his shoulder, ’?S*mady now - I was only
joking, ' . Yo asked for i%; pestering me every day ahowt how I was planmming
to windus ‘TAF¥, I thought I'd lea~l you a lessor, Honestly, isn't the
2xiliow an idiot?: Ii's tle sori of blasted thirg he would do = read yow
fan stories i ABSF, and prasent hims@if to John es a genwine living member
of superﬁ:.ndam. "

"Ga,mbol"d shoot him,”  Tom begam to chuckle as he thought of soms of
the: ingnitied Haggard had gott uwp to. There*d beew the time for instaence:
vhen: John Harrisor: was Pro guest of honcur at the @3 con. Haggard had
spent the previous foriaight preparir a speech which Le had cumningly
tried ‘t0 substitute for Harrisom's real speech. It was sheer luck that
an. astute member of the: convention. committee had spotted the switch and
set matter right, And the sequel, whem the disgruntled Haggard had pube
lished the entire: substitute speech in. his Zine. It had got voted the
fingst pieve: of fan: humour siaee the Derry sagass

“4ml don't. forget the time: he: got it into his head that ricket fuel
was the Gholy Ghrail, and got himself arrested at white sands for trying
to swipe some of the stu.ff to inslude i the punch att some local con,'™

."Shades of € laude Degler. But we're mdeft.ra.ckinga I presume after
this exhibition yow'r going to spill the beans?*

Joel grinaed, Yoo broadly to mean he waw going to be a,cc.omoda.ting.
"You!ll see, when yow win TAFF,"

Tom “mew that it was useless, Joe covid be - a8 obi'se as any. c~ivi._1
servdant vhen ke wanted to, and this was. one: of the times when. he: chose
to comply with the. best traditions of kis work. So Tom decided to try
to forget about the plan. aml contimme: his writing. He did put out a
couple pf short fiction pieces for the fanzines — trial rums for his pro
work —~ but beyond that and FAPA, his fanac was negligible.

‘And by ‘the: time the issuer. of AbLSF containing the: first part of his
serial was due out. ~ the third containing his material -~ Lt came through.
on. the grapevine that he was starding last im TAFF, The fyct that he
wes 1ot too far behind seemed due only to thcse who still remembered what.
he had done for fandom, And fen have: short memories.....
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A aouple of days after he learned that he was losing the: TAFF race,
without being eble 10 do s thing about it “ut timst to the enigmgtic and
frarkly doubtful taleris of Jdoe, an immensely thick fanzine thudded to:
the floor. Coce Tore, Tom moticed that Joe did not stop to telk, He
cpered the doon, bu#t fomnd his broad shomldders disappearing, a pair of
large: feet peddling furizonsly, He: sighed, and looked at the zine and
it¥s cover; It was Americang, onr. that large, stiff, brownish paper,
criss crossed with horrible little blatk hai®s which temd to make: many
foericax fanzines look like slabs of assified clothe

It called itsalf pbounding pSaience Fiction, and according to the
postmark hailed fwem New Tork. Tom felt slightly ammoyed. At first,
he: had been seriivus abomt his pro wraiting; ond even though he was now
beginning vo regamd his superfamn theme more: light heartedly, as he realised
the basic mwaour of Gambol pubdhing fan fiction, he was still loyal to that
firsi cheque:. So fans, professing te igacre the prozines, and making it
their traditioey wore now varedying them; were they™ Well, he for one
wasnit going te read this. spedimen. of misplaced humour. Apd it looked
o shoddy piroduct. *Inside’ , he: remem.aered, did it much bettem several
years ago, anl manegedé o pu:t over & good iden of the Pormet. But here...
-ewhat Abounding, fon a start, evenr had Atom Bems cavorting round the
cover? Atom Beams commlete with begnies that loocked like bow ties? It
wasn®t everv . :"'nd Renovnding , Gombol econid sueo

Be dumpsd it, unopened, amoung the: rest of the: fanzines, and returmed
te hacking cut the sequel Lo has serial [;waiing for the copy of ALSF with
the first partv in #,

It never ahuwed 1P,

After three weeks, givang the erruitic Abtlontic posial arnangements
lime to soxt vhemsalves cub as reguived; ced deliver the missing issue,,
he: wrote: a lesiewr o mb.a,, askirg vkers the missing copy was., John repliéd-
that i1 had teen sewl. and whal did he: thisk of tho mew format,

New format?™ he hooted ot Joey who delivered thereply.

“Don™% iock at we, ' said Joe helpfully,

A thoaght scsurred to him - thot thick toke off. He: hadn®t more
thon. looked ot the cover.  “Oreot Ghud Waidt o nminube.,..™

A moment latew he had found the fanzine and haed opened it tearing
his fingeimgils un the staples. The contents page his him im the: eye,
for & moment he couldn®t spenk. Then he said seftly “Listen to this,
Fandom“s Hoaewonicg, by Tadec.c®

Jdoe snatched tlre zine out of his haands, He looked through it care-
fuily. rodding every now and ther. '"First tine 1I7ve seen. it., Some of
thege: things toke yeoms to. cxross the Atlantic, Not o bad production,
considering Genbol®s probably never seem a duper before, Bit. spotty on.
the lettezwol, lmt that®s nw great loss.' -

R dunmo,®: Tom seid,, "I dommo...." A snile hegan. to fomm, spread
amound his nmouth, exteuded to his ckecks, ard finally umst all over his
fooe, "It Doy dn'w- 2P 1A ok i1ss8ue or woo The right veople will jump

ey ot



cn. it as soon as they see it, while browsing through their newstands for
£layboy and Spaturday Evening Post."
This plece is too small to use milk jugs .(Iréne)
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About o year later, Too produced bis first FAPAzine in quite a
whilie. It consisted, as unfortunately many AfAzines do, of mailing ¢
corments o One zine reviewed deserves some sttentions

"Aboundin pScience Fiction, Nov, 1965, Jonn. W Ganbol Jr. It¥s
funny, the way ther's been a run on. gengixiea being pushed through FAPA.
This one, 1'm told, had a very large cicculatiwy, about the largest. im
Fandon.  About 250 copies go out evesy month to engerly awaiting fans.

I gress we con feel honoured by John's presence iw our nidst - the zine
1tself contains sone renlly excellent situff. Yow might almost. cell it
feoan. Scieuce Fiction, It describes vs os a buxzch of Supermem, but
handled with such brilliaant humovr. thot a certain cut of place: erudition

.. in the editorial personality is largely veiled. This is due to clever
writing an the part of several fans who rave refused to treat the subject
o8 seriously as the editor might have likes. There is, im fact, only
e crivicism - I hawe to meke of the zire, the factunl article" hy one
Rich Haggerd. Super fen, and he still belicves im them!  Well, I guess
I can t quibble at that even. It was thrzough hinm I wom TAFF, and this
enebiled ty FAPAzine to nnke up o cooplex  WERTYIIOP mailing.,  The
ieysed, ander TEW'Ys wing is inmensely iapiaved, asd the dupering is well
aign perfect. Only one nmoanm, why, Joimm. o yow use that ghastly sticky
type ink or the cover?

"Well; folks, all fon now, Ieoerber; Oeobol for TAFF....."

AL e
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THE ANATOMY OF BIONOPOLY

Long ago, I was a monopoly fiend. To anyone imaginative (or
gullible) "% creates the illuws®on of Jhe Good Life in ones own living
room, - The people who play honopoliy would almost certainly rather play
rummy, or its more'! complex rzlation, canasta, if it were not for the
fact that the very thought of Big Money thrills them to the very core.

To be in a position to kbuy and sell a whole district of London is
staggering enouvgk, But to strategically plct the dowvnfall of your
neighbour, wife, mother in law, or whoever — this is the dream of every
red blooded twentieth centiury materiaiist,

There m:st be milli~ s of them. They come home to thier dingy
rooms, or thier crumbling mansicns,and hardly pausing to gulp down
a crumb, they get¢ out the moncpoly boerd.

This is better than wishirg that like Alice, you could step into
the better world througn the cathode ray tube — baiter even than
escaping through imagination. Almost without trying, one is transformed.

For a vwhile everyone is le~ ", but soor if you are not in the depths
of desparate'despahr, yo2 are glouting wickedly over the downfall of
the adversaries wko a short while ago may have been your nearest and
dearest,

My own carssr es a master of monopcly is a distinguished one,
From the first time I encountered the game I could herdly lose, and
debtors beat & path to my property, I rather liked it.

But to such as I - the star born - the pleasure of driving my
conpanions to pcverty 3. to say the least, cuperficial, Not once, but
many times, I have assessed the magnificence of my chain of hotela in
the ritzy districts, and sighed with discontent, Yes, long ago I was
a monopoly fiend, But I was adolescent then, undeveloped, juvenile.
All I wanted was money and prestige.

And so we come to the question of the social implications of
monopoly. Introducad to the average child, it pstently encourages



avarice, greed; and tie desire to Get-On. But iotroduced to the poetic

ones amongst us -~ te the startora - it merely brings home the shallow-

ness of riches- Wiich is ell ver well so far as it goes, bat—mot-enough.

I'v piayed meropcly for a jong vime with the same people, acd
recently we all got tired of making noney by only one method. So we
acquired a cimilaer game, .ulled eareers, which complicates the issue
by offering the cthance %o pursue not orly money, but fame and happiness
as well, You deciue beforehand the reletive value of each,

If this pgame gets ¢ good Lold on the public, they may gradually
be persuaded that happiness is &% leest 90% having the other things,
and thevefsre come o valuz oaily happiness, A revoiution would oceur.
Mebody wonld wand momey.

Except o

ESOTERIC JAZE ¥ILLER 1, 40cl,.s.000t who?

ALL iIN THE MIND'

. It is summer in Cyprvs. I like hot wheathery, and am beginning
to appreci&te the nlece, if nolghe. fats that danmped me there. It!s
peaceiui arc charoing, with perpetrally blue sky, chec, melons, bur—i-~
sand, and inviting s=za. in 0y somenis of leisure I ao comfortol.e, .
not hanpy.

Then & majior ccmes :ound the canmp, and spoils it all. We troop
into & tig deprecairg “ean and Listen 1o hin try to limit his contenpt
to the vell imows terrcrisdis, altiasugh itg fairly obvious that he
bates everj; oty who 18 not British

If you show = Oynriot e counle of bent pias and a spent match, wit
the irzen i
'aAPy certain %hsb aVeTyInE O Our camp is an ipsace political desper-
al0o “rer/ buitlning, every coil of barlicd wire, contains nuvicroas
high exulasives, We are sl2 unomod. However, it seems that by
inereazec ﬂ'g’la:ce, we will give ourselves a chance to save a couple
of c¢Ffivcers ané iic csearpgecst maj » Naturally everybody becones

£

=

S
Trighvtullisy %{giianJ=

Suzartly srver %he nerve wraclking talk, I find ayself on guard,

"I don myr Ko fresh from the la;na"yg &% ganebody elses belt, I Liow

dn'my‘r‘fiec A swayhl ith thrce tapes informs me that I
resamtlie a p.s-. ie I cdom't believe hii, I an told by
o la2ss swerthy iaio it ip that oy tuarnont is rather skoddy. I
BeﬁleVe *h1~a‘ T

e Ot .

“Tinglly momting is overe I fird pyself in harness with an
L

iﬂéfgﬂif't&?p‘ﬁe;:;ir goi~fr~ry 4o Lom for parraiive purpisec, we will
apply tho figticione wamd gui.orth,. ilc Lad is a worthiess individual

f
rgeaulisy of Hivwee!' Kinvison, he will meke a bomb- it is pract1c~
o




—

Mearwhiley our secrgeant has surmoned the—orderlty officersywbo has”
csimilated a report of evemts,; cast ar appraising eye over the work
»n progress, and said in a tired voice'Top Hole, Seargeant !V

At lenghh the "wall® Is finished, Ve are quite dead beat, and
longing for oub pita, The staeg of myseli an Ashworth is over, and other
anicrisnetes heve taker up the stafl of life.

The officer orders us into serried ranks, and gives a cultured cry
?.{. ﬂ,'b.'b\:‘noc-n ueo.rl-;nlll.“..ﬂ’COI..O-I.I.....l.d".lﬂ‘l.l..‘.ﬁ..ﬁ.'l.

:hnr-noouuov-eo{"'{stlck 'Wi“:)h it, gentle re&der)" ‘YJeesessscvevceernosveccce
t

..1'0(.I"lall'H.lt‘....."...ll..‘.ﬂol'..'..I.o.Il..'shun L]
We maxe g tired shuffling movement. “You chaps have done a fine

2" ke de:laiTs 'You've worced jolly hard, the 0,C.will be jolly

iepsed wivh you, Jcily fine show

g G

We cortizue to stand.,

: v serds me embling away, nominelly at the double, to tear the dvt:
driverirom afs comfortakle bed, Protesting and profane, I lead him to

*t2 4rysis Semi couscious, he drives the officex away. I rejoin the

“guad. after a short eternity, the seargeant indicates with o guttural
Zound that we may crawl back to our pits. We do.

Oniy a few minutes elapse defore the uneasy silence is shattered by
an old Etonisr dellcw of "irn out: the guardl" We drag ourselwxes
wearily 4 ouwr feot, ond shamble cutside to stand in a crowd. "Shocking®

aid the 9.C. "Blioody siowo Do it again, So we go back again, and
2¢ yelis-again, and we come out again, Five times&,

¢
~

"Now" says the €.C briskly "wheres the bomb, corporal. The corp-
oval salutes; ard wvaps "3y the wesb wire sirl " obviously longing to
“yte owea mare 1% is kis finest hour.  He is ordered brusquely
. waren us over, and our bkeloved 0.C. goes speeding ahead of us to
wie Danger Arca.

¥e arrive jusy intime to witness him getting out of the jeep, and

(9

creviing siealthily on his stomach toward the sandbags, toward the

Zap in our magnificent wall, thence through it. He is behind the
yall, with the bowmb

Tonse mimmter magg, interreste’ by sugeettive comments regarding
wient ke ey Pe dolng wek i there, a-lor a harrewing time, he re~
upaears, hofding the bomb disdainfully. de flings it over the wire

"I% wesn't a bomb" L2 announces, As ke dissapears into the distnawn-~-
is Trusty Jjeep, ae carelessly shouts nermission for us to rcuirve
>0 tu2 guardarcom  Bat by now, it is time to dismourt overd and ~dop

ck O
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avarice, greed; apnd the desire to Get-On. But introduced to the poetic
ones amongst us « to the star:ora — il merely brings Lome the shallow-
ness of riches. Woich is all ver well so far as it goes, but—mot-enocugh.
I'v pinyed monopely for a jong time with the same people, anvd -
recently we all got tired of making money by only one method. So we
acquired a cimilaer game, ‘u.led ecareers, which complicates the issue
by offerinpg the thance %o pursne no% orly money, but fame and happiness
as well. You deciie beforehezd the reletive value of each,

If this pgume gets & good Lold on the public, they may gradually
be persuaded that @ asp-ness is a% leest 90% havirg the other things,
and therefsre come 4o valnz oaiy happiness, A revcolution would occur,
Mobody wonld wani momey.

Except m2,

ESOTERIC JAZY ¥ZLiER 1. 200U, e .500t who?

@O PP UL OIS 0O Cr 0068 a0800LIIO0SENNSNIB0LACOCOINPOOODO00QELSAaNBSNECOINYISIDPLES
ALL IN THE MIND®

I like hot wheather, and am beginning
to apprecistae the nlece, i olghe, fats thot Aamped me there, Itts
peaceiui arc charcing, wit erpstrall y blue sky, checy meilons, bur-in~
sand, and inviting sza. in oy comenis of leisure I an comfortolie, i.
not henny.

4 It is summer in Cyprvsa.

sut N-.
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Then & major ceomes zound the camp, and spoils it all. Ve troop
into a kig deprecairg “en’ ard listen 4o hin try to limit his contempt
to the velil imeows terrcrisis, aliaosugh i4s fairly obvious that he
ha‘tes eveijbeay whe s no% British

If yo= show o Cymriou e counle of bent pias and a spent match, with
the irgenuisy of Kinge!' Kinoisou, he will meke a bomb- it is practic—
ally certein what overyone ok our camp 38 an insace political desper-
al0a  HBvery buliceng, overy coil of barBcd wire, contains rumerous
high axilagsives. He are 32l doomed, However, it seems that by
i ereas 16 €. 3:g5;aﬁce, we will give ourseives e chance to save a couple

FC c seargenst maior. Naturally everybody becones

. Skzartiv grver She 2 erve wracking talk, I £iand wayself on guard,

I don wry* ‘K.De Trosa from 22 ‘a-gu*yg anc sanehsdy elses belt. I ioe
“on Iy riiie. A swayiay iifot withi tarce tepes informs me that I
resazile & pregrent paali giri. 1 cdon*t believe hiia, I am told by
e "2gs swertiy iciot with a pip that oy tarnout is rather skoddy. I
Be‘iGVe'ﬁhl el

. is avere I fird myself in harness with an
ingigni<eant memiiar go¥ fory 4o lom for parraiive purposes, we will
apply the Jictecrore waams poi.orth,. s:.c lad is e worthiess individial



fne neriod of staggering rourd the wire {known as a stag) is lived
throngi, aud alter parbeklisg of o cupper of cengealed fried eggand stale
rread, I take bhe greed risk of removiecg my boots in order %o sleep,

A 2anc slgkes my slounlder end the NCCICsccmaedamm thing or other
inferms me Uhed iv id ouce more my turm %0 perform. With a muffled
cath, I 4ouler 1o bHke pile of sardbegs laughingly referred to in the
offirer e meco o5 bhe sexiyy box, end lie Zown aegair. I am almost
avizep waesn my shoulider is sheken on¢e more, ard a thin bat insistert
voice saysiiPorer¥ I% in Yhis Ashiwerdi persom, who will not drop dead
02 reguecd. ou% tells wme 1Y is oue turm Yo walk round the wire. He

g tethnicalily, bub nodody eler does thet., It isa
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grard orders. S3il), with my

il night e the proscpect of a walk is not so bad,
4X%z going tha other wey" comes the replye. I
rprisa, Haven ™t yon reed the Guard Griderc ™ ke
: I Jeal suddenly sicks I go ore way, and
. :

L ghwwerl &5 a lslisuraely pace, thirking profound thovghts. at peecs
with Whe world.  Shorily, 1 ces my comrude in arms approaching with
“rest shealtl, eyss peelef. I give kin a Dig hello, ax=d he shushes
e s REA 7oa werl Lie Larrorists Vo hegr waTY he wiisperse 1 feel
sick aggir, azi keep walking,

" A Lo 0 " b A THD NN =h L8 & o= 2 = i
grect szowt; long Lelfore weackimyg hime d2 is yellirg my neme, at tae
2 i ;

in o state of great agitation.
tepfoviice the eir with his rifle.
i, ¢id zex?" I ianquirs. He clutches

- a4
Rl Dy
- -~ . . ‘A bl < oA -

I sgamtar vp %0 kim, ®aas =

L7 s3122¥=,

oints out ap omimsus oylimder
assure kim, "NO, NO. IT'S
tell The Corporal® {(he
NSRRI R > Da) : grard tae kombo."  He

5U08 awal o hhe o ile ] and in wsditaltien.

tall ) T, 4
2, Lomk he
i the wave. iy

Frepiua Ly e returrs witn a lazce jaek, who asks me what the hell
Tzer drogged away from his congealed egge

is : e Tee

I pnoini & iuister eanister, With e wicked gleam in his eye,
fie zled oid rermianr corporal who.is NCOIC

ids 2 pigit, Ee has seen the riot raising poss—
PR

izbexr this name is ficticious) and I ere left
N aat rodody steals the bazb. We do nmot converse, When the

=4 old corpoaral returuns, ae shokes with badl—~ ~mrrressed terror

S asxn croaks Yishwort»i'  The lad spripge *tno risid atbo

ensbion, nud Mewks wi%h grecd avecision ¥iozporalldl
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Touhle awasy ard ge. the order’y seargednt™-he--is-told, -and in e
ilash, is goaa.

Itis omly

5 “ean Hian" 1 say pityingly to %he grizzled corporal.
Fixivg me witik his gimlet eys; he ruwzirates, and r@pliex "What if it is
a bemb, LEP
D 5
iz ibe wirye?™ I ask. \g B [: [:1‘
He thizks., ' \\\ i \
(it}
"A porerful bomb" he says . !

Frowc that moment, I reulize that the affeir is unstoppable.
only an izmpoecent bystarde:r.

I am
Asavorts retures, with Zhe sinb wiic " ilened me to g
el The c2lob lcoks a* the canigisr,

& pregoan’ nraafi
He looks,

and look and looks
"Ytand teck ! ¥ He comnerds,

el /
He looks, ard l1ooks,

|
"Right: " e \

S aiy_’f: S

Ta seveas,  "Righl ¢ pevse)

“Get sapdbausgl

|
\
\
\
|

We all sters at him | At Lhe Bicody uoublei! he roars. “You too,
corporal : \ \
The weori of the guard is roused, and ve reiUCﬁ&E%l_ commenes rancport
g sandbanse a greci distarse. %“onthe DAMGE:R AEEA,
streinimp, alisermable. cursing,

biing a wall sroand

£

for an bour, sweating

and tired, we ereci something vaguely resem-—
s obgyueh.

!




Meanwhile, our secrgeant has surmoned the-orderlty _officerywbo has”
caimilated a report of evemts,; cast ar appraising eye over the work
+«a progress, and said in e tired voice"Top Hole, Seargeant !V

At lZenghh tie "wall®™ is finished, We are quite dead beet, and
*ozg_hg for ont pits, The stag of mysell an Ashworth is over, and other
aznlsrisnetes have taken up the staff of l-fe.

The officer orders us into serried ranks, arnd gives a cultured cry
B;:?'J“-‘:—‘-o.‘“ ‘v"'l..’...-.‘.-.n'-ﬂ..........'.-'...'......'.-..........

{ .
'.vv.—l.--oma.pnu(\""\.stlck 1":.Jh 1t g"\n .Le re&del‘) ‘Iees s esnacece00evesoen
!

.OOC’COClEOIJ.Ul‘.l...l.....lI.O‘.ob..l.il.l.o..lohoshunI
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zxe g tired shuffliing movement, "You chaps have done a fine
Sest ke deilalizs 'You've wovrited jolly hard, the 0,C.will be jolly
sleased ®ith you, Jeily fine show

We cortizue to stand.

Ho ssrds me embling away, nominally at the double, to tear the dvt:
lverirom 2alz comfortable bed., Protecting and profane, I lead him to
*‘° “rysts  Semi couscious, he drives the officexr away. I rejoin the
cgued, After a short eternity, the seargeant indicates with o guttural
Zound that we may srawl back to our pits. We do.

Uniy a few minutes elapse defore the uneasy silence is shattered by
an old Eionisr Yellcw of “iturn out. the guardl" We drag ourselwes
wearily o ovr feeot, ond shamble cutside to stand in a crowc. "Shocking"
said the 0.Cc. "Bloody silow. Do it egein,® So we go back again, and
e yellis-agein, and we come out again, Five times.

"Now" says the C.C briskly "wheres the bomb, corporal, The corp-—
oval selutes, ar? waps "By the west wire sir! " obviously longing to :
TEhen e e I35 is kis fires? hour. He is ordered brusquely
. warvn us over, and our bazloved 0.C. goes speeding ahead of us to
whe Danger Area.

Ve arrive just in time to witrness him getting out of the jeep, and
craviing stealthily on his stomach toward the sandbage, toward the
Zap in ocur magrificent wall, thence through it. He is behind the
yall, wivia the boab

Topse winmber magg, interrunte’ by susesative comments regarding
wret ke may be dotng we* 2d tkere, i-lcr a harrcwing time, he re-
uplears, holding the bomb disdainfuliy. Jde flings it over the wire

; 3] mb' L2 announc¢es., As he dissapears into the distar--
acrne ny his trusty jeer, ae careslessly shonuts nermission for us to r:uire
50 & o1 ot now, it is time to dismovurit eomerd and ~4or¢
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"Ent cgery "hinc 4his Machiavelli says seems so obvious" ..Mal Ashworth
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This s designed to
be: ¢f 20 agsistance to
aayonz ab alli, not evenyou,
if yow decide that yoaw wouid
ilke  tor verify the facts

O a/l nereii. This understood,
7 ] ~) E\) ] G\eRes 52 N we +eke yow ts the mystia
’ L IJ ] ( (i ecss — Japan.
i 1
U \\o L PR A

Finst, Let me put your
mizd at rest about two age
cif misconcepiions we wes—

! @R @R % / temars holde  Firstly
@ D @ l! Y;)//7 % @ (% mare fex camn emigrate ez;.sf;—-
A |

j N /
/ & & B i/ ¥ount with e feors, tae women:
ZV Z/ are casictaily the sams,
¥ T o x

T2ig fawh has been escertained
! - . . - Shd ol o < 2 4313 i
b D OI\“-I G;"[ i'\,A\R T alver .ncn....‘s ax dl.:.lge?::?-
Y h R T ¢ 1uvestigation, Sesondliy,
I chounic like Lo stahe thatl,
the sun. dazs Tod rise maj—
£
-“

esticaliy eveuy mormisg auwde of Mawoai Fugi, an any aiher part of Japans
It rises iin Amewniaac
Nae to the vayage of exzlazatice.  Levguage is mo Aiffizmdiy,

pravided you say ‘ni" afien evaery ccatensa yom will be socisily accept~
ed e 3 "Take: me to l2e: Briiish Comeuwlate: na'. 7174 like some fish nead
gnd rice ni™ (gad avy atkor suab giide baok phrases, glthongn the guide
oits to explein: about the Mai'l,

Should you leatrm to spenk Japansse, bHhis cam be disasirous and
infuriating. Having learved tour edemeuiany Japanese; yow go forthto
astound some unsuspeching liittle Mip with bhe fluesey of your guide:
book. Miponese . Inottang, cud sane splubniion: ; such ag "Phyu gazi
enasti ni' yow wiil srvartakiy be avswered with "Good moming, and how
are yow today ni, in as pexfeut Erglish as yox will everr hear anywhere,
probakiy bnetten tian you sweak yourseif, daving tried this on a few
oorr Nips just to pDoke sure you haven®t picked on an excepbion, yowfil
probabiy retire %o wour girale of Wesieru arguaindanaes, to practice.
These appesr %o Ge the onliy people in Japan. who sveak Japaneses
Whether the Nigs do when tney ore sure they are: not wined for sound,
and there are no Westerrers presend, is one of the mysteries of the
east:

Anothex faget cf the Japarveselangiage which would undoubtedly
oystify the: unwary is the proaedupe when using the telephone, This,
on. the surfoce,seens sicplduaiy ihiself. Speech consisis of one word
repeated twice 'Moshi Moshz'' Thas is spokédn. very quickly, and rep—
eated at indetermirgte inktervpls thnoughout the convensetion

.Q".’..'f"‘.‘-P"-FJ1:P'gf'l.l‘.(ﬂ.-‘l‘.."."n’-...‘."..ﬂo'.’.‘fﬂ."'l':‘. o« XIS w e
That "1l teacsh you to &ype anderwghens {Trenp.)
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This quirk of the eastern mind not oniy replies to the recipient pf
the call, but also to the caller, although I was once privileged to heaor
three: other words spoken. on the telephone. The phcne burned oud., halfl
of the wires in Tokyo fused togather, and ot least sixtytelegraph poles
wvere: felled. The men who aormitied this crime was barred from owning o
telephone for life, and this is probebly the gregpted* pumishment thnt
aan be inflicted pn. o Nip, as anyone: who has read Thorme Smith's "The
Glorious Pool" will reclise

In Japan it is almost inpossible to moke a call from a public call
box without being surraunded by a crowd of aom telephoue owning Mips,
urging youw ta allow them to doiiyou the service of alloxlng_bhem 10 nalke
the call for you. Ardent Stepheun. Pouter scholars will he able to think
up better gambiis, but the: one in current use wiile I was ithere was %o
leavethe gem required for the call, give the rame: of someocn> at ithe top
of your hate: list, and leave o subily insulting message, which the Nips
were: bound to get nixed up and nake: dewnright insuiting. Thern, whtilethe
Nips broke: all receords for Telephone Kiosiz Inhgbiting, youw dashed nmadly
to the next one, hoping there were oo stvdents of Liremanship waiting therec
fon yous.

Bathing is another aspcet of Japancse life which can. land the intrepic
traveller in hot waten. In Jepanese: hotels there ane no rooms with a
bath, Bathing,; ordinary or Turkish, or bhcth; ic dore to a grea%er or
lessem extent dépendant on the aourage of tie victin, in vast coonipai
torture chapbers, usually in: the: hesenmeut,

The first shack for the uninitiated ccunes whken, divested of his cloth-
ing, and with onmly am. izadequate: tuwel to preserve his last shred of British
Dignity, he stnolls towards the door irdianied by the only oaleworkingim
the: establishnent, The: thaveller. unless &c is imretiabkle; wiil dive
bock out of the door a lot guiakew thawm he wend inw MNemed n=n4in punbers
seldon seemr nore than there actiuclly arc; bzt more than cne naked fomale,
and the place seens to be overfloring with ithen. Oz peok into o Jopanese
bath house is nore than enough to sa%isfy the rost lecmerous of nmem

If, dear travedller, you don't leap siraight back isto your a¢cthes
and hea@ for the nearest bar (in the bath Lowwe in the best hotels), ut
instead accost the attendent for bis Thorne Smiihiam sense: of huoour wiich
dirvected you to the female sestionm, you w;;- e aireched back thnought
the: sane dooxr. If you gontinue to '%Hdc ‘o bg: sent, Lo the mele sexiicn.
the: attendgnt in an infuriatixgly salo vuiu@*\tue Javenese rever get amnoyed.
will direct the same way again, or eve: call %wo c¢f vhe female atvendants
to show you the woay- The femalé pubeszdnnds are distiagoisied Teor the
ferinle: bathers by a highly :uudeguate £ sbrang.

Now, having prayed to whatever gpd happens to he tops with yow at
the tine, and any others you con think of, ciosed your eyesq and steeled
yourself to meet anything that might aoiic your way, and probably will.
you find yourself sitting on. a small stool, divested .f oven vowel, wish



a denon, usually in the form of a very conmely fepale, sniling down on
you. The first of the sacrificial rites is about to cormence. You
are  doused with a buzket of warn waten, soaped, lathered, and washed,
rinsed with another bucket of warp water. This isn't so bad after =11,
but wait friend, the next bucket of water has just come out of the fridge,
8RO d88: B MRS B L, 8 BORO R OBITOTB LR ASRASY Nemsr fake, gt
ally enjoying it, masochists all of then. Dot t think of mpking s run
for it, they've got yow now, and you!re going to suffemr whether youw like
it on no*, also she' can:. rum faster than yow can, aend knows pore judo .
tham has yet been. thoug,ht of. If you are still alive, the next process
is in a small oirimmic: bath, which at first glance: seems to be: ovexflowing
with females, \ﬁw..'ve hit the: rush howr, vhich lasts all the time.  This
seocgicn isn’t compulsory, you're safe for a while. If you go mad and
taker the: piunge you: regret it, the femele bathers are in even aloser
proximitr aere, ycu sasn wish for yecur littler stool and your own privefte
female demo:

Having survived the ordigary bathing alive, if not completely saney

now to tihe Tarkish bath. This is ozly tca easy, consisting of four rooms,

vamm, warmed, hot, and something like: standing under en: ICBM at take off

times. taving mow gct ovenr the shockmof so much nakedaess (the wonen. are

either asleep cx shawing, ench othen their cpematians) , yow cam linger
in these xwooms end read the mogpzines, but unless yow have learned to
read Yhese hycrogiiphics as weli as spesnk them, it will he all Japanese
to yow. The pe#ple in the first three rocms are: itinerant, the: ones
in the: fourth room ape: fixtures, apprenitices %o Satom himself, The
quick dash ccrnoss this room to the next tortume chamben is bettter than
8ix monthe on any diet yet devised.

At last, the end is in sighd, just the massage room to. live through,
nore of Llhesce femyle demons ready fon the affmay., Youm towel is snatched
away, oamd while: you desperately try ta retrieve it from that smiling
rynph, youw ane again. doused with sold BRERR waten,

New ecomes the: finsl degradetion, That frail little female Nip h
has npeiuglly picked yow up and nurled you onto a stout woodem hencil,
I alweys thought mortuany slabs weve marble, but it could always be a
bu;t.he*r 8 chopzing block. Up till now, the indignities and humili-
ations ycit have  had Yo suifer have: bgem minor, it now yow awe gbout to
teke part in. on: all in. wresttling matceh, andé it isn't faked like wrest-
ling is suppesed tw be; this is for ypour life, Fulll grnown. Charles
Atles products have beem heard to. say that they would let anybody kick
send ia. their face, if only they could be sawed fronm the demure little
Nips, tn. the block, you very soom loser ail intemnest, it. becomes obvious
that youw can®t win, your only wish is that they would hurry vp and put
the: shroud on you, and get you buried. Hell camnot. be worse tham this.

Mow its all over, you‘ve been rinsed in. warn water, no cold?: You
cravl away ta the res? roon as fast as your useless, denseless body will

T



drag yow. hefore that female: demon. remembers the cold watern.  Clutching
yuar tewe! <hour you, you stagger into the dim rest noom, theme: are
belal Thz saveatorn of these torture chambens had at least a. spark of
uruanisy -~ g ved to die on.

Fiopying down. on the nearest bed - "Sorry Madam, ni™ (or if you're
ot entirely enti Japanese "korgm ganim asi ni") and ontio am empty bed,
evem tie meuory: of your necent torture fades into blissful slumber,
Lfter half oz hour or so, you: are awakenegd by the pale attendeant - some
people iw Japam still ween claothes - suddenly a thought strikes yow, you
actunlly feal om top of the world, maybe: even take on. a acouple: of those
feaale: mpnseis, except that the attendant is usheming you towarda youn
al;th;s . "-whc}t are theae strange things? People don't run. around naked
ail the timcf

] By the tine you're out, and a couple: ofbeers nwaner to your old
Sclfy youmdnn agtually seo why people go theme regularly, but its not
for yor, thy olatiom dassn'f aancel aud the sonr yow carry om your mind,
But tanicrvow; or the: day aftem, the sagp will have healed, and fool that
you aro, yox'il go backe The: pundshnent dogsn®t dininish, just yourn -
aversion to nnked fermles.

There yow have o few things tosee, Hub mot to do, whem im:Japan.
But once ycuve bgow there, like nyself, you'll have a yen to go baak,

I nlvays woas o aiople hick (Mal Ashworth)

PP PORRICIIPDOO00OOPOOORRRORORORPROROENRDORONORDRRODOOPRROLIOPIRODOORODPORROBRDOR B

o f8zldart? Who he?  Well, he's am old friend of mins (Ken here)
who T pat during my sojourm in Cyprus. He was & corporal at the time,
but sinco hos rigen éo the digey eminence of seargeant, nmot that that
nnkos Miy ouy less. eager to get out of the army, which he got into when he
was a mere callow inexperienced youth, Idke. Evon then, he was, I
bolieve, tu avid reader of SF, and in spite of the fact that I have
introduocd him to faandom, and to that sterling body The Science Fiction
Club of london, as well as the croud of layabouts in the Globe, he
still is. The above is his first attempt at fan writing, and I was
very pleasanily surprised when I discovered how good it is. He will
nake a good fan, he has an incredible capacity for booze, which he does
not use uavecossarily. He likes Dylan Thomas, Jagg, A1l Night Parties,
¥&SF, cigars, money, and apparently fandon.
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.. I was very dissapainted when I found ocut I weon't a bay.
!n fact it was a torniblo blow - I vanted to be an ingine driver.

' : Hy pluymte, a boy o _little older than myself, 2ad a glorious
collection of railway lings and all tho trimmings, which he :
allowed me ta watah ot a safe: and respoctable cistonse, squatting

-.delightedly on: an old horse hair gouch. I remembor vividly

:‘that he dissuaded ne from actunlly touching then by vigourously
banging oy head several times on o comveniont brick wall,

i had o feeling that he'd been dhaa.pointod sonchow, 8o
.occosiomlly I ollowed hin to play with my doll, Despite all
this we both seen to have: becone aslnesti normal.

My~ ocne hope was that I night. secretly change: sex overnight,
I seenod ta have heard of it aanevhere, but anlthough I kept o
cangful watch, nothing happencd, and I waa daoned.

I fought desperately backe I began to cliob trees, an? play foot~
boll and oricket. = oy bowling was absalutely of the loumsiest rature inagin-
able - and onge: I tried flying gliders, but om its first flight it hit o
hoy rick, and broke into imnunerable pieces. I did better at schooal, .
vhere with grest. offort I ponaged to. come onk top im scionce and bottoo in.
sewing. l!htortnmf.ely ny trdunph was shont liveds I joined a hallrooo
dancing olou s oud lost ‘the fight fororer.

I had a horrible feeling that I didn™t kmow how to be o girl ecithen.
I was shocked and horrified, and felt o niserable failinre, I'd been
nble to knit at. the age of three. Unfortunately I haodn't improved, but



what else cold I do¥ Fow about flirting with *he boys? I glowexed at
them discoeetly, and tia mone I glawered, ihe mare worldly, wildly scruffy,
a~2 imndvasle Shey hecane: I desided emphatically that IV been born: in
the wnong cemlusys i the wrong s pg,ae—.t:.mex COoMLITCNM, As I knew that
time: trgved wowid nwd E:b invenhed foz some years, I told nyself miserably
Mielly vhere ih ise I'a afreid; oy deam; I can do ahsoluiely nothing
whateven about it Ti-en; L acde.d an. exira "My deaz"' for good measure and
syngzativy. '

And so J drifted plang o a resy youthful cloud, and to oy disgust, oy
howling imxerovad, Finalig,, gave: = the swumy;sle conpletely, and becaoe
nyself, I d:ign™b kxow what I wes nind youy w at least I was onto a new
tiaing.

bd e

My brother bewgnb pe ioproving books, and T sooxL buried noyself under a
enrigus nixiure of writings, e se’ of Encyclopedias, long out of date, The-
Svies Family Holinsom,, Si:a.l-’.e'S'eea.r.e_, Bvery Woman®s Hayg: Doztor, Rapert Brocke,
Tre Sw=adoy pr-*cmouh T2 Bikla, 2il%is Wooen snd Jdo's Beys, Booiks on Science,
Notora: ©%dy, Ssience Fictliox, Thanmief Dickens, and Dooks o Prinitive Mam.
Prinitive Har. wed woaderfal.

I tried ta write (v S'zﬂmessfv,.‘ Ey‘ o detective novel which begame "The:
iittle kipck cazr crawled sl cuny and heawily vpvand through the thickeming fog,
and as San set clutchirg the sbeering wheel, he hemrd behind hin the long
low whistie of o pelice sirenc.c" J.ha,* was a8 faxr as I got, for I could
never nake ur ny iittered nind whad urine: hed heexr cormited, . I wonted to
dedicate it %0 oy nothem — she™ rend a whoie library of the stuff, A nild
little wonan with a gentle smile, but I knew differently, I developed a
bookaaseas ¢

Around this tine; I decided it was aboute time I learned to swic,

I went piong with o grovp froo school, in a terrihle state of nerves - I%d
never been tc the baths before — to a weekly swinning lessom.  After we'd
. been in the water about ten mimites; a figure wearing a dazzling white
overall and hoots appeared before me, and hoarsley 'shouted "¥ou' I looked
up innocenq_y, #CGo: over there, and get wet" Every week, this female
would: jump up and down on the side: of the bath und showt. "Swim{ swim!
swim$? I sanko :

Acd. what .was I doing in other sporting activities at this tim?
‘Jumping, long or high; wes disastrous; as I usuelly ended up bynbreakibg
oy neck, and {of course) ruining everything for the others. = How about
“runring? 1 only ran when I had to, and sometimes I had to, like the time
when. our sahooi had an interhouse sports day, and only three of us turned
up for ‘prastzice. That was one of those laousy weeks. However, I excelled
.in the sack racey but what o performance: I mean like two of them didn"t even
get on their feet, man.

I vividly remember seoring a goal in hockey once. There: I was,yelling
londly, and chorging down the: gentre of the field with the hockey stick -
oblivious of ail ixles - over my bkeed, while in the distance, a shrill
voiced garics nistrese shouvted "Stop hey noochodyl stop hen! The grallicper
turned aond fled, and the: ball lended with e thud. A n@gicn]. nonent ¥



The school gym wes one of the most varied torture- chanbers I ha:ve
yvet code acwoss. Thase devilish ropes for instance. One wern: day it
wns early spriug, and I waes sitanding quitliy by the rapes. Then I non.-
c.ao.lunt.'.y lmng sn one of tthen wnd swurg g litile, and siopped. Dreanily
1 placed *hevope thrrwwgh oy legs, heid W™ end of it wiikh ore hand, and
swveng free oif the fioor. I stpred down on the wooden fleooxr blocks deep

in. tkeugnt.  Suddeuly; oy world was: vidlated hy a noisy shout, and I was
po‘led severai fegi ivko the: gin by o crnLy #¥T instruectress, wha Jhroys
vacted us to fingdt mow .,hlago to r’o, ‘and deve].op a8il our ruscles, The rope
Jerked back t‘_-_'.. I was act La,l.y sii%ing on ny owvn wrist ~ still holding
tae rope with tiiis very hard, while: the ear on. the opposite side of oy
body ":ame near ta heint swept away by those very sane: waoden. blocks I had
gazed uwpon. not dDany sécnnds before. * The steps of a diss placed at the
exd of ihe hnll cabe: ub aud roseded, end . came up and receded. I evant-"
vally fel:r aff, wihen I sonid bear the &go..Ly of that wris® no longer, ir
o ho”z';'_blo heap- X hdbhled ul‘{f’kc‘» Ly ard fmtfully- away o better things,

here 1 eventuaily *o:.ne.(‘ g yon Shocidho

Cne even# sm:i_ngs to. ml*zd it c-mt;._! % the izmter Youth club relay race.
I was ias¥® unmern The fauw’ that thers wexe: ouly two teans coopeting, the
faxt that the otu_.er tenm had wom before I started off, omd the fach that I
walked my aidb, dizmih deten the Corparation. fuom presenting me with g silves
sedal, which I stdll g,u«sess. I dons't remazmbew who dalked me into thot
oIe; ; )

; 5 .

Them I got' rulipion, and olasst fainted im the choir stalls one Sunday
morzriag, and had 10 ba drivers hioue in the Vican™s carMez? taiwmg, I wos
svanding next to the. Bishisp of Biackiwxr, and heping he woulda 't nmotice thet
i was anly pre ucn.lmw R0 su‘g_-, ,\ I*Jn.d yduj.« I wnenlt't a"t*..n.lly in. thaot choin,
1 was oxly there ui £ilz g the' seb.tss T i gl

4 oy gt i : L

Woll, folks, o'frer Hi at L zot g1l SM*'J "4‘ "...f“eren things instead,
nzd they J:8% piledlip ‘o vpe .L"‘m walhaowiey, awoy itere ilike mad - like
»ani cacl - like wow; abd’ oh thuge chuy _...c-a~

» f ¥

Yo may Like to koow t-...t I'Vo: aﬂ&'{": ta’ zceep rignt o boding o givl
Ther a1l s Y i
ey % SR
pec Lela ST cscomncena 'J:'.-’)tl..!‘\’l’l“"'-c‘i..‘ l‘o'}l0!(90{‘(".".‘0‘l1..0-00‘!'?0-01.('};?.!&':I.- o
i%x sugt godag oud to Lkick Ly videycle (Fa.:z“-ff‘-' ; Barewall, Tugens)
_ou‘-.’nn’-_,.\':.{\Ot‘,r‘~:.‘l-5¢‘.¢n"'n'(‘:’l‘cf"'7“- .
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Time was, and not so long ago, when any top class fanzine you
picked up was almost certain to contain some facile and profoundly
fgnnish bellyshaker by this same Ashworth, And in the natural
and imevitable course of events, those days are with us again,
Fandom is in Ashworth's blood, =nd Ashworth. is wp to his neck in °
it once more,.

Take him, America, You will never regret it.

| But let me not lahbou# the point, there is plenty of time,
Yeur vote is your own, cousider it cerefullm, and use it according
to the dictates of your own congciemce, bearing in mind thet if
yau do not vote for Ashworth, our hired assasime ‘will visit you
-within the hour,

We use the big guns next isasue.

R N R N R I A R I S ) LR R R T R R R N O I LI R R IR N I I I O

You've got & deed nail in your bathroom, (Arthur Thompson.)

oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

.///////////////////////////////////////

ur ut. In which Potter says his
/// ////////////////////////////////// closing words.
Errata On the contents poge, read Brennschluss 3 instead of
Brennschluss two. Or better still, unread that bit, becduse
as you can see, we have no letter column, Timelwss letters
- = from the oream of fandom, gems which will never date. are already
on stencil, and will be circulated in Brenn 5, which you nmay
expect in an unusual reasonable tiue. The reason for holding
then over is that I connot contiome this carnage, this wilful
tuyder of fine fan writing, which has spread through most of the
zine since I started using thot wretched electric .ink,

Dave Wood wrote o colurm. for this issue, and called it "The
Drurmwing Pulse." A series of mishaps ensured that the title
wos omitted from his heading, I suppose I'd better grovel before
Dave Wood, just to make a proper job of things.

The captians for Duwe's three eyed cartoon ame by Irene.

Forgive me for the bit of eumpty space on the botton of this
poze. I's in o hurry. Some copies are worse than others, but
next issue will look good as well, I learned how to make it by
doing this ome

Write.



THE
NATIONAL
SOCIETY
FOR

THE
ABOLITION
oF

LIFE -

is a new philanthropic organisation
dedicated to the improvement of mankind
beyond recognition.

when our cbjects are achieved, all the
11ls of the world will be cured. .. ]
famine and flood, cruelty and fear, w111
be conquered, sex, eating, sleeping, and
similar objectionable habits will be
eradicated permanently

BRE

NNS . ‘one may become a member without: payment st
QHL & R g of any fee, as the society is a non. i
USS  the funky fanzine proilt maklng organisation.

joining thHe society is 51mp1101ty
itself. merely obtaln a machine
gun, and find some good vantage
point in &'populous ared, having,
first written- your name and address
on a pocsarcd and sent it to the’
society, care of brennschluss..

then' see how many persons you canm .

. knock over before our agent cdlls :
upon you to carry out the'initiatiom |
ceremony. please remember to be
completely indiscriminate, and do not

iis. 0 allow personel considerations to '

SR influence you in any way.

The founder of The Society is Mr -~ -
M. Ashwarth, znd the next issue of this
journal will carry furthexr publicity
and details.



We corrected the error that is mentioned on the next page.
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0f reading the pages of George Locke's story in the order in w
which they appear. If you imagine that the contents page is
nembdred one, transpose pages 14 and 15. We did.

FPor those interested in technical details, this issue of
Brennschluss was reproduced on a duplicator, using ink.
Stencils were used, and were cut with o typewriter,

I grovel before George Locke, for the above mentioned
clanger, before Mal Ashworth for giving him that execrable
heading, before Joy Clarke, formaoking such a botch of the sweet
little lupins she ¥¥X drew for said heading, before myself, for
moking the Braille Spitoon almost illegible, and before my
kind contributers everywhere, who are having to put up with
pretty nouseating repro this issue. I hope there is nobody
before whom I have omitted to grovel, but I refuse to grovel
before you, dear X¥H reader, becouse after all, you didn't pay
for ity did you? Alright, you can keep your money, I'm sure
you can find better ways to express your appreciation.

The fact that tho pages which stand out as a shining exampde
to ny fellow faneds the world over are hopelessly outnumbered
by those which are a mess, I ascribe mainly to Emgee ink.
For all I knowgy this ink is admirable for its purpose, but ales
that purpose is for use on electric duplicators, and consequentily
its thinner than the ink I should have used. When you awe
despernte to publish, and the right ink is hard to get in time,
you'll try anything. Once.

I herby give o solemm promise that the reproduction of the
next issue will be vastly improved.

Finally, heartfelt thanks to Don Geldart, for services above
and beyond the call of duty, and to Ivor Mayn for slipsheeting,

even though I refused to explain my poems to hin
~__ Happy Conweatien, —-— - ~——
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