





IDLE THOUGHTS OF
AN IDLE FELLOW.

" Have you ever thought" msed lMeek,
" what a horrible mess our legal system is?™",, nrrmmg" replied the
Proffessor sunk in his armohalr "I mean,its a complete farce,.,well
at least. farcical...look at the Jury Syster for one<thingd . .%2zzzl
from the corner. "we select 12 men/women whose only requlrements
are that they be householders . I know of cases where this has
resulted in illiterates being oalled upon,and of a case where.one
of the Jurymen couldn!'t speak a word of- Emollsh" he squinted into
the end of his cigatette holder.. "even :if we are so lucky as to
have a literate,English speaklna Jury,the standard of intelligence
ig-far from- satlsfaotory.. why,there's many a case I've attended
where it was perfectly plain that the Jury had absolut°1y no idea
what was zoing on" he poked a pipecleaner up’the stem of his holder,
no resuls, "there should be some method of ensureing that the
people called for Jury service are capabable of understandlnc court
Proceedure,or at the very least capabale of ~1Vrrg a declslon based
.on Law: ratn r than emotion or morals" he insérte bent pin into his
. cigarette holder,"what is wanted is sowme way of selecting..hmmm,..
perhaps some sort of an IQ test. .say,the Jurors called to the
Assizes complete a form upon arr1v1n ,those who complete it with.
a certain ammount of sucess are seleoted for the Jury,those who get
a low score are absolved from service. " he places a cigarette in -
his holder, "of course,some of the more 1ntelllaent ones might not -
want to serve on the Jury,and therefore they m1ght try o falseify
their-,er,exams,..It is a moot point wether they should then he
dlsm1sqed for dlshonesty pPerhaps sven prosocuted under some provision
of the perjury laws,..on the other hand" he -lights his cigatette .
"on the other hand, a paper could be drawn up upon.it was: 1np0331ble
to cheat,one of those ingenious tangS that cross—check themselves,
yes thatq the idea. e
Actually I can't ‘see why we don 't do away with Jurles all-
together,after all the Judge still has the final word...hwmmmn,thats
another tnlap these blokes in the legal proffession know Wlth far
more oortalnty when a witness. is lyl_o,or decieving,than any of our
inexperienced Jurymen do...the Jury can be taken in by a plausible
ligy," ¥ " Mg “Prgifesgor; reoumbent shows signs of irritation, "Za,
I have it1M axclaime Meek "WU'll do away with Juries,but we'll
make every witness who take: the stand tak=s a truth drua or maybe
we!'ll have them hypnotised, so :that they can tell nothlnn ‘but” the :
truth, Ah,thdts it,for a ~u11ty man it would mean a qulok convietio nr
and so save the oountrv money, for the innocent it would mean he . :
would be completely v1ndloated Aftet  all;thats all a trial-is for,
to acertain guilt or innocence,and I see fo use messing around all
day,or perhaps for weeks,when a case can be quickly termlnated
Justice will be gerved by thig method far better than she is now. "
The Proffassor opens a sleépy eye. "Poo,and fah!," says Meek, "I
really can't undorstand the mentallity tnat clings to antiquated


coulj.be
upon.it

methods that I have just demonstrated,I do believe" he said,puffing
furlouely at a etlﬁklng Persian scented cigarette his mouth tW1sted

in distaste, "that it is all -a plot by the Barristers and their 1like,
those Whose livihood depends upon the uncertain methods of admlblste
eLlng justice that now prevail® he peevishly ejected the gldwing end
of his cigarette, "Agghhiii" yelled the Proffegsor;as the flylng

brand 110nted on his nose,, . "yowk, yowk, yowk" yelled Meek,as he fled
terrified theough the club ,hotly persued by a chalr—welldlrv Proffessor

s o e et e s ot e

: "Ven I vas in sevice wit der Kaiser" began: the Herr Brovezzor,
with a guilty glance skywards in a vain attempt to guage wether or
no the Writer had noticed his earlier slip from charachter, "I vuz chust
kom out of kollege in der Spring mit ny degree so proudly.Navelnv too
my hairthe added remenlsoently W not balden like now;sigh,' :

They ignored hin,

He continued,unabashed..."Und ven we ver com to der Inn by der river,
at der ve ry place ver der Rhinemaiden vid noddings on used to lure men
into der river,so it says in somse poew vich vds taking the micky out
of this bloke w1t der Cherman accent,or mebbe 1t was der sowmething like
Iolanthe, it nevexr minds anyhow"

"ﬁh"says Linsay,with coneiderable satlsfactlon"lt was 4 oz of H4K
and not 2 oz..." ghe was speaking to Proffessor. Groves no-one ‘was
takelap any notlce of the Herr Brovvezzor, o

Determ1ned1y.ﬁve decided to halt for der night., Because 1t
vaw the off-season for der touriets .we .found we had der whole place to
ourselves.A very pleaeant meal we had, then t6 the fire front ve  four .
sourounded mit huge pipes from our colle“e days making there most big
clouds of smoke,with a stein by the side of us, for_eaoh on der table.

"Den, den " he said, "der Inn-keepers daughteren o imf:.

"hmpow, and perhape a wee drop of sulpurlc?" askead Llndeay.. "Gh, yes,
I dontt see that it can do any harm" answeres Proffessor Groven '
The Herr Brovvezzor was not being:- notloed at all,

"Meln Gott ", muttered the Brovvezzor darkly, then"Laddles and
Chentlement.. " he drew himself up impressively,all 5ft4 of him, "I was
aboqt to relats the most famouse dirty choké in the whole Cherman
compedium, "he paused dramatlcally,"You you,have chosen to imgnore ‘me,
Wery well“ vengefully "you shall now never hear it!" with that he
did his besﬁ to gtalk from the room, He stummped frowm the room,

"Hey, Brovvezzor hey Brovvezzor" “"yy hello mine frlend~" "Gee we're

gorry about not 1lsten1ng to you...but you know how 5t is when HE is
writing,we can't do anything about it" "never nind", says the Browwezzor

doggedly shakeingo off the remnants of his accent, "I know how it is"
"Uh,Proffessor, "says Lindeay,."uh,about that Joke .?" "Ah'says the
German Proffeeoor "I'd be dellghted to tell you, It seems that there
was this water melon. T T



DREAMS are fuany things......

As, I believe the Good Doktor has pointed out in his

.

rany works.,..If he were alive to-day he!d undoubtedly find a

heck.of a lot more to write about.

I had a peculiar drsam the other week,and, for some
reason or other --- maybe just because it is Offtrail WPA ~—— I
intend to relate somewhat of it. All T can remembdr, tho knows
but that this might spark off some of you to relate the strange
dreams that you - wndoubtedly - hava had. ‘

but not fully...you sort of hang there suspended betwwen sleep
and full awekeness,..wsll,t'!other morning I was in just such - a
state,..drifting like...when I nad this drear. :

- It started lik®s this,...thsre was a warnming 'of some
sort,a siren perhaps, and I knew,and everybody else around re
knew, that a war was on....and the rockets and bowoers were at
that very moment well on their journey; .,.there was a conceried
stampede for the street, svaryone was off to the shelters, shallow
comrmunual ones...except me; I stayed where I was, I was thinking,
"Thig' is it, An all-out war with atorics,I mignt -as well stay
here as go to the shelters, they won't be any zood at all, I can't
do anything - there isn't time to zet out of fthe city,to -look for
some safer place ~ besides, there won't be any safe places this
timg", 80,7 waited. I waited in what was evidently a hugs '
building by British :standards,a skyscraper probably, and I was on- "
a-.gigantin . floor,..of some stors from the rows and rows of glass:
counters and piles of goods, rather like a great Woolworths,no, a
Place with more class than the averaze Woolworths...the room was
at least 300ft by 400ft and had a highish,well lighted ceiling,

< - From the brilliant daylicht that existed at the time
of the warninz the scene was suddenly,but unpticed,changed to
the semi-dark of a moonlight night, I was in the same room,but on
a gort of low starir.,the kind that rises about Bfeet and is just
another level of the same floor...in the, sort of velvety,dark I .
could catch an occasional gleam of moonlight -on the rows of glass
counters, It was all.peacefully quiet, Calm and normal,

_ "The next thing I knew I was face down in the rubble
of . what I knew to be-an aiges .dewolished city,possibly tha same
city I was in vefore, There were other peopls near me - it was a
pleasantly warm,orilliantly sunny, clean, fresh dag, To my left T
vaugley sensed a woman,unfamiliar to me,yet I was sure I mad met-
her somewhere befor,..l was now convinced that the war was not
goink on,..instead I knew that instead there was going ‘to be a ..
demonstration, Ons plane would drop one bomb, -A gesture, I thought
of 18" as; o

You know how it is sometimes - you've just woken up
S

o I wi=d thinking, "fine,gt least that dosentt :miean the
end of everything, like a full scale war would", ' o

Then I,we,wgaw the aircraft. It was low and slow, at
about 2000ft and doing about 500knots...it came in from the ;outh~
cast and passed us to our right,going U¥,and passed out of sight
beyond the piles if rubble, It was. not very larze,it was about the
size and shape of a Cannberra, and wasz an unreflecting steel colour,



"The bomb" I thouszht, Everyons was looking in the direction where
the plane wag last seen, "The flash",..I though{. "Don't looki" I
said,halfway between a shout and a normal conversational tone. A
few heads turned - nobody paid much attention — I giezcd the girl
by the shoulder and forced her head down and away from where I
thought the flash would bve,

Then the t!'plans came vack,.faster and lower..It passed to our
right again,heading SE...then,far away,it turned and came back once
again,,."Straffing?" I thought, stupidly,..but it just went back over
the hills of rubble N¥ again...towards where I thought the bomb was,
I thought., "If that bloke doesn!'t watch out hetll "be caught in the
blast", Then,

< The scene was 2 sealess b
wide,sandy teach. And socmeone sa
someone 2132, egually anyonomous
and I stand and wonder what the

cach..I knew it was a beach,a long
vs,"Have we lost then?® tc which
rasplies..."Yes,but so have they",
h211l they're talking about.- Then,
Floop!, In an instant I know whats going on, ETs have
landed on Tarth and are/have taken over. The beach,till now only
insubstantial, trasforme into a solidity...still with no sea. And
there are English tmaffic Sigrals,many of them,standing all over
the beach...then,thines go. insubstantial...but -the beach,and the
traffic lighte,and the hurrving,milliing psorle are still there.
Then I notica.what a lot of policewen therz are about.,.English types]
then..ploopl, A policeman is not human aany more,,still. in ful}
uniform he is an alien...He looks,ghod help me it was not amuseing,
like Pogo, All the policemen ane M™plooping" into aliens now...all
over the beach, The crowd has stopped walking about and has been
standing, restlessly,about. Somsone runs at an alien/polioemap
shouting,he flicks out of -existance about a yard away from him,
The,go help me, Amiable alien ambles avsently about his affairs,
without blikking an eye. .
Someone else shouts. "Binz,they don!t like singing,Sing!"
and dashes hither and thither like a march zars - we all stand and
stars at him,confoundad,until he vlunders into.an alien,and then
he too vanishes, A wurmur runs through the crowd,.!like" I thought
detatchedly, "the sullen sea sucking on a pebble beach',

>

The a.young girl,about & or 9 I suppose, starts.singing...
Pop ,pPop ,POp.pop.por.pop! the aliens in her imediate vicinity
disapear., More alisns materialise,thay group up and advance ,
threateningly, The ¢rowd takes up the song..the aliens all wink out
of existence, Anothéer squad appears,..my throat is dry,my mind is
aumb,,,I gan't for the life of me think of a tune or a song to
sing, ,desperately, I sing that blasted commercial,,"Rowntrees )
Fruit Qums,yum,yui, yum",, . Pathetically,I observed, But the-crowa
took it up and it sounds like a Greek chorus...we sing, I think,
STar Spangled Banner,,,and Land of Qur Fathers ( I don't know why)
and a pop song too,which I can't remewber...Then, .
The scene shifts, It is a diamond shaped valley,about a mile
long,by 3/4 mile wide,and about 200ft deep at its lowest, I know we
are in ¥Wales somewhers,At the bottom of the valley a ofowd oI
people are milling about,mebbs 500 of them,,but I know that they
are not reople,they are the last of the aliens,



4 ergwd dppedrs over the aotth lip of the valisy, ~
@uF 16% from % ou s silently forward, I stand at
the back of the souther; crowd,.on an elevation,perhaps a
bouvlder, and from there I can sese ths wholie HacEign, ... .

The o crowds put out tenitacles ...reaching out  east
and west along the slopes of the vallgy—-—-and when they
meet they thicken...and mdve in on the glrigms), All i
whils the aliens have made no sign..they show no alari, as
if they were quite unaware of our yresence,

T“e crown sings. The alisns begin to wink out. I think
%o myself, "hmm, Singing to defeat alien inwgaders. That
might waks a good gimmikk in a 87 story". Thern I suddenly. -

st
nat used. that ery sAame
i

realic sed that I've read a 3%0 13
1 rlagarism woke me up.

plot-ling...,the shock of thisz
And thats all,....ocuriocu:

THE CASE OF THE CRYPTIC COPTIC COHBEE,, | ox; TOEBACCO WOAD,

or, A CASE FOR CATSEVES.

Catseyes Cheglin cautiusly culled .ths cryptic
OOpolO cable, "Cor" he said, %an aliterationi! and so it was, Its

~

16 legs Wwaveing viciously in the dirsction of MBOOu, it crawled

back intc the old AMAZING and dqupered never %o be sesn ﬁanln.
.Except in this zine here,of course.' : . J

e Nevertheless I was giau of the break,things had been
rather monotonous of late. I% was,oy now,the gecond  ad nday :
after Easter., A dank,miseradble JayoThe ﬂelvkt of sunmer in f&Ob.

\o

I scanned the package again { it wag a package, bu

cable rym&s sc much better) ' JAfter submitfing 1t to
a series cf searching SCluLtlflu andligés' I put it to the
ultimate test, I read the lable,.er, that is, I attempted to

rsad the Taule The lanzuage was an*vrely new o me, "translate-
able only to a scholnr of ancient Urdu," I thought, "or maybe to
the 111u3urloug Posgtal AuuQ0¢lTlﬁQ",.aI opanad tr paokagé and
immediately golved U”ru'OI the mystery, it contained a2 small

sample of a rather rare Tucatancse mutated to cbacco, ..together
n1t a furthur nots in aﬂ ”ﬂdbCWQuT”“lp hand. "I would venture
a zuess at the tounge it is written in" T mused "out the idea
0f a Chinese iandrin residing in the depu“ of darkest Vukatan
i*s rather hard- to sw¢ilow....he chaps it is an ancient lMayan
who writes.,or ayoe.,..nr” ma', I gniffed apprenlauelvly at
the tohbaco...,JAE least,he has a good heart,whoever ny
aysterious benefactor 1““..,1 quOuhe, oonbeauedly.

I was quietly puffing away at a pipe of $he Yucatan
tobacco, and had just observed,rather to nmy surprlse,uhat the
paokage bore a Sa11bhurv p0q+a1rk,wne the door flew accross the
room and half ‘buried 1t3011 in the 15ft thick concrete wall,

( I had built it so thick with,strage tho! it may seem, just .such
& possibility in mind)... .
Peering throuzh a hastilly puffed suoke screen from the



~L i1

conparitive safety of the service 1if%
thoughtfully specified in the plans) I e
built,averagely dressed,averags scrt of bl
put the door back in ﬁne Pigee. Bdain:., s &
failure,it was mostly matchwood by this %

I swiftly sunmed up the situation. The caoap seemed harmless
enough,but the door sundering phercmena might be dangerous, it
was oov1oas that I needed to know more abcut what was goinz on,
this mean't questioning our.,er, visitor., Fithout a seconds
heaitation I presssd the conce alud bell and summoned Dave.

The strangely familiar stranzer reacted favourably, he
enquirad after me in an animated wanner,but not with the alr 0/
one who wishes to oollbct a deot,or had illeagal designs upon my
person, I .emerged from the 1ift onart with - uho gasy noncelance
of a man who always enters his office in such a fashion,and
allowed Dave T0 announce ne.. :

No wonder the chap. ssemed familiar,it was N G @ ¢,
Goshwow, Do you remember the sensation it oaused at the 163 .
Chicon when 7illis confessed that for the last 12 years all
material had besn written by NGH?, and ‘do:you recall how, when
Donaho fainted at the naws, 8 floors of the hotel coliapsed,and
how,when the police invs st1 saved after what came to be known as
The Great Chicazo riot, Harry w#arner aﬂd.....o“,but vou know all
that.. . anyhow, thls was tho very sare NG¥, Gee,the world has
changed since the diesolution of American faﬁdom hasn't.it%.
56, NGH made himself comfortable OaUuWOquy,lﬁ the .
visitors' chair;I sat bshind the desk 3nd 1lit up again,and Dave
squatted in his usual position in-tha corner,one arm wrapped
;9088931VIy around the duper,tbo other Dn?a”ed in twirling a
Tiveten prayer wheel,
NGH stopred toying with what aprered to be a 1amp of
putty and tossed 1% uasually onto the table,where it fell with a
digtinet Bclang", Ny problem" he said, "1s a rathe: unusuall
one" Observing that the "pulipy? was in fact a lump of malleable
iron I was prepared to cono»ed th ﬂouracy of hig diaznosis, I
ligtened respectfully
He continued 'HOW'V*AU S5erry is 30 busy ‘as llopuctor
General of the RCMP I am forced to turn to you for help" cheered
. by this overwhelming expression of confidence I sigred to him
to continus,.which he did, "In = word,I am despgrate"
; I mentally doubled the figure I was thinking of...."I. did
write you a note the othesr day " "AHA!"™ I thouzht. "....and I
enclosed a sample of the herb I described, After I had posted
it however I was still to worried to work properly,so,leaving
RUNE 445.on1y half completed, ( 184 pa zes this week) I hurried
ug -here to sés you ip person.Can you help ms?".
i ”OﬁSldCrud,...hmu "what" I uorde“ed "ig the problen",,
L W,"T'I gsaid, "I would ¢1Ve if I may to zo over the whole
procolem again..of—oovrse I d4id get the btroad outlines from your
letter, . cut I find it extrewely helpful,in. these difficuls
cases,to hear the whole story from the lipe of the client, ."
Impressed, I hoped,by my th wouroushness, HGW then related
the following tale in oorswdevaflb nore detail of course, but
these are the eooentlal points, '
2 It seems that the present UGY had had an anoestor
who had teen 2 bit of a lad in his time,zrdding about the world
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and having 2ll sorts of adventures. Anyway,ne had an
accident on one expﬁdlulon and was deserted by his guides
somewhere deep in the jungles of S America,luckily for him he
was discovered by the witchdoctor of the 10031 tribe - who had
never seen a white man befor - and was adopted as a sort of
mascot, The gist of the matter is that while he was thers he
1parn!t of a curious herb that the natives used to drug
themselves with on special occasions...the property of
wnich was to heighten the 1qt,111gbnoe and mind power of
the taker temporarllly, Being something of an .amature

scientist he experiamentdd and finally discovered a way of
prefaring the dwug so that it had no harmful side effects,and
goon afterwards escaped down river,taking with him a supply
of the herh and a few seeds and scedlings.

Theresafter the Wansboroush family always grew a quantity
of the herb in their greenhouses,and used it when they felt it
neoessary...all the while keeping its very existance a complete
secret,

' The trouble was that in NGWs time, just a week or so ago,
the plants had been striack down by a mysterious blight,and had
comp letely destroyed the crop. All NGW wanted me to do was to
go and get him more seedling from South America.

"Do you," I asked, "oy any chance ever read The Caribean
Tobbaco Breaders Gazzetta ?. "Jhat the heck has that got to do
with it" NGW says,in some h@nt "I cannot tell you now, but do
you "Well, no, of course nott,.,

a1l rlbht ir W, I shall nead ad advance of course..." I
looked meaningly at him until the ammount counted out into my
sweaty little palm was about all the market could stend, "CK,
now if you'll leave eveything to me I'll dee what I can do. I'li
send you a report in a week or so",..and eventually he departed
homewards, : - -

I spent the following fortnizht in Miami,and sent a few
telegrams, Like.

TR, SILVA,PICO LA TPIOS OARQATAER082TOPIC YUKATAK.

SEND SEEDS & SEEDLINGS OF I'UTANT TOBBACCO &/749 PLUS BALE
OF UNCURED LEAF TO NGW STONEHENGE ENGLAND",

You see,I was right in the first place,it was a
Yicatanese. tobbaco that NGW had seat,AS I said to him, "in
this game its all a case of knowing yvour tobbaco.,.er I mean
your Oﬂlons" A

He was pleased esnough., I bet you lot aren't,

I've never zone out of my way to see a Gilbert & Sulivan
thing...er,Comic Opera...but I have seen at least two via the
- TV...and I like them, The first one I saw was THE 1IKADO. This
I enjoyed greatly...the one I saw the other evening was the
one called HUS PThAFOR . this was OK,but, One thing jarred,
probably a G&S fan oould explain exactly why the plot wan this
way..a farce?, anyhow, the thing was this, The "NANNY" or whatever
she was qupposed to be says "I mlyed up the Czptnln and the Tar
when they were babies, Captaln is tar,and Tar is really captain,!
Thats fair enough. But why is the oaptalps daughter about to
wed Tar, a man as o0ld as her father?.



I rested my weary feet on the callating teble and slumped back in
my chair. Dave was sitting in the corner, cross-legged on the floor,
thoughtfully inspecting his reflection in the shinirz steel side of the.
paper cupboard. )

"ytknow", I said, "now that John Berry seems ‘to have packed up
writing those fabulous "Goon" stories I'm wondering if he'd mind someone,
me for instance, borrowing something of the "Goon" characteristics and .
writing some stories of the samé type. You know, like Derleth did with
Holmes for Conan-Doyle, or like Farlie did with Bulldog Drummond for S3app-
er. Iaybe I could just put an advert in SKYRACX saying something like:
"Please regard me as a substitute ‘Goon Rleary, and bring your fannish
mysteries to me"...of course fees...hmm, [ don't particulaly want to be
paid in photos of Herself (not with Herself passed on and all), or even
BB or anything like that...maybe théey could pay me in tobacco ér-stencils.

"I'd need a name of course, yes, I'd need a pname...l can't rightly
use "Bleary'"...how about..hmm..Sherlock Cheslin?  Ken Casey? Merk Sabre.
ooof ghod, not that !, .hmanhow, how about Goon Cheslin?..noo, Ken Bleary?
Blakie?...Smokey? Or Catseyes Cheslin..that's rot too bad..Catseyes
Cheslin, the Yellow Peril of Stourbridge Fandom. | ‘

"Now that's settled...this.room; it'1ll do as my office, just a few
things moved around..hsm. Now, all I need is a case..”

"Things have been very quiet around fandom for the last few weeks"
T mused half fearfully, "Something is bound to happen soon...I mean it
always does...things happen to people, they have to have someone to solve
their problems..to pay their fees to:..."

My fingers scrabbled, dolefully I thought, about at the bottom of
an empty tobacco jar. '

"Dave, &O ahd'scrounge me a few fag ends (I confess I was gettihg
desperate), I can break them up and mix them with some dried-out tea
leaves, and...." I turned slightly green, I'd smoked tealeave before.

"NO! By ghod! This is going too far!" I settled back in my chair
and sucked at an empty pipe to soothe my nerves.

"What," I lectured, "would the Greazt Bleary do in a situation like
ik ‘ ‘ " . g

"Meow" says Dave from the_Corner;'rattliné_his ohain pathetically,
(he's gone all cat crazy since hé read about Bardot being = sexy kitten).
I ignored him. ) . ST ‘ T n o

"Now, if people won't come to me;with.their caseS.ss "
"wahomet" says Dave...

"I was just about to say that" .Iireplied absehtly...”Of course,
he'd go out and FIND a case". ' - : : LA



I slipped his chain, "there's a geod fellow DPave, go and find
Uncle Ken a case'.

Wearing a preoccupied expression he rose to his feet and shambled
out of the room, down the stairs, out of the front door and away up the
street.

"The lad," I murmured, "is nothing if not willing."

I didn't see hiim agein for 4 days...he came back carrying a ruddy
great wooden bOX.

"Your case'" he smiled superioraly.

As he turned away (what else could I do?) I bashed him over the
head with it.

Anyone out there g.t a kettle? The teas all over the floor and
it's a shame to waste it.
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