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PY®RTERE S 0WS Mimber 5, Sunmopr 1030, Profused and risdirected for the Sopeemssi
' 1060 msiling of OiPa, and other interested

Ccvar by TED parties, by George.Locke, whose home sddress, 38 CITLSEA GARDEDLS,
FORSYTH. CHRLSMA HRIDEH ROAD, TONDON, S.W.l., is, at least, perménent. My

srmy address, which should be psrmanent. as they're 1) understaf -
fad, 2)reluctant to S0st ren from this hospitel, is: 25787189 Fte.
Lockoe G W, 3 Company, RsMC, Connaught Hospitel, Bramshott,
HINDHEAD, Surrey. Br, Ungbnd. This mey cheange, though I hope, theat
&6s it's only forty miles from London ené sitting han-ily estride
the 43, it will stick. If anything chenges, let it be that Pie.
bit.

R S S

MLMTS CHANGTD TO PROTECT THR GUILTY" DRPLRTIENT. Itve had two or thres different
idsas concerrning my army life so far to write about, und Itve heen beating my brains
recently trying to figure out how I can work them into & single narrstive without
brin ing too much invented materisl. There were, hasicelly, three incidents, esch of
which should be dealt with seperately, yet each of which came to 2 hosd the some

avening. in the sume »lace, -nd concerning the sume people,
Mayba this arrangement will work, maybe it won't. Here goes, nnywasy.

"Ppo a0t the Guilty". There was o vary popular film out 2 faw years ago callad
Uprivatats Prorress". It proved u jrest success, and our american friends went over-
board for it in the same woy &s we did, The n~rotrayal of e tough British sergaant
Ly Villiam Hartnell was particularly caotivoting, and, maturally, I somewhat drasd-
~4 the vnrospect of meeting the originsl. Howaver, the Royal .irmy ledicol Corps
Depot und Training Bstsblishment ot Crookham does not comply too closely with that
particular aspect of army life &s pro*traved by Private's Progross. The instructors,
most of them, are Notionzl Servicemen, the same 6s the recruits. Regulars, ir fact,
are frowned uvorn in this Coros, end if onyone is so t'thick! es to sign on, he's in
for a lcss oleasant time thoan the others. The fuet thet you have to be thick to
sign on, and therefore not so likely %o be perfect with your drill first time then
+ha others doesn't help them, either.

Howeve:, although silliam Hartnell was no¥ present to "ny grenst artent ot Crook-
ham, thore wos ample avidence thst the rest of the film hed its basis in fact. I'm
+41ling about the fiddles, if the title ¢f this story: didn't suggest it.

Take, for instance, fcod. This is & commodity st the sume time in high dermand md
pe ligned. Bverybody grumbled about the foed at Creokhsm - I'11 merely s=y thet while
"reauently it wns cold, #nd there were <lweys queuves hslf & mile long for it, it was
ganorally exoellent food, with on exte sive choice. Ore dey, some of us were lying
on our heds ir the barrack-room - about seven in thn evening it ves - when ceveral
of *he 12ds 2nd the Cor~oral, who hed been out of camp running, come in »snd summoned
us together. The wirdows were shut; those whisch hed bolis ware bolted. Scmebody was
stationed hy the door. Snmebody ~lse blocked the mice-holes with ontty, and every
bed was searched in case there were spins underneath.

Wvarrbodv wos then ashed to swenr on cath s ving ho wonld not hreathe = word of
vhat was %o follow ~ and told thet il e did -breathe a word, he would bre the no
more .

"Sarinusly, boys, if any of this gets out, oertain people will get into wery
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gerious Lrounle. - ' - . For thet rosson, none of you are %0 esk us whero
we arn getting theﬁgggd - and wa won't say, if you do. '® have the chence of getting
2 certain umount of , 9nd we want to kmow if you're 81l Yeen on the ides,"

Needless to say, everybody was keen on the ides, ond nobody inquired after the
sourca. The next day, everything was a1l set. 4 carton of various varieties of food
mysteriously appearsed in the barrack room. Fverybody had smuggled some bread out of
the Adining room under theilr shirts - those thet didn't sppesr to have the figure
of Marilyn lonroe were daemed to be pregnant - and somebody alse had scrounged some
butter. Somebody was stetioned outside the d%or to divert any cheance visitors,
and everybody set to opening cens, brewing tea over en illegal alectric fire, and
digging out their mess tins from mothtolls - the wretched things &re mever used.

fhen I was watchdog, I wes shaking the studs out of my boots in case the RPs
should choose this evening for ono of their occasional tours of ths camp. There
was also the possibility of the CSM coming round to sey hullo, There were several
of the lads from other squads liable to pop round - and we wanted to leep The Secret
gtrictly perochial, ind, of course, thore was the Unexpectedses

Naturally, it was the unexpaoted which came. I11d not had ony trcuble with other
1uds showing up - for all intents and purposes, we didn't oxist that night. The
RP's were watching television somewhere. The CSHM hed gone chasing butterflies,
ond the whole camp was quiet. There wus orobably a good film on st the cinemu
which seccounted for it.

I heurd somebody wulking along vhe corridor, His step wus brisk, ulmost eoger.
Sneeking sn eye round n corner - how I wished they were on stcllks - I saw a soldiar
with 2 perked cap cpproaching, Officer, I thought. Snop inspection or something,
though thet line of rensoning wosn't very valid, as we hod none of that nonsense.

I gave the Official Seoret Kpnek on the barrack-room door, ond &p-rouched the ¢fficer
with som» idess of deleying him so thet the 1ads would have time tha olear the
avidence away. The offiecoer, as he anpproached, turned out to be not un offiocer, but

o gentlemen who liked to rig himself up in » semblance of o upniform, und who was
employed to visit the billets every now ond agein %o enlighten the poor soldiers

and give them a dose of religion.

"Excuse mo, Sir, [ suid, wondering whrt in hell to suy.

Ho smiled. "Yas." It was soft und unctuous. I deoided to act very shy - and to
add a touch of penitence. I decided it would ba best to sct as though I'd sinned
doeply, anmd wanted to confess my SinSee. '

"Iiy afraid I need comforting, sir," I started off by seying.

"Tndeed, son. .nd whet is troubling yout"

"y consoience, I can no longer live with it, sir. I em going out of my mind "

"poar, dear," he soothed. "This is very terrible, Cun I help you, pray?"

WIip afraid - I must get it off my ohsst, sir." (iy acting that moment was of
the hammiest. I buried my face in his tunic, wee ping bitterly,,and making sure
the sound track was well tuned.) "Sir - I have harboured eaveil thoughts against
my fellow men. I have wished bad luck unspenkable upon them. I h2ve consigned them
to the depths of hell."

He looked at me, sorrowfully. Patted the top of my beret. "Gan you be more
explicit, please?"

"on parande, I huve wished that our drill instructor would trip up over one of
nis smart sbout turns ond bresk his necke. T have wished that the drill sergeont
would fracture his voeol chords, and whon I was recipient of ¢ dressing down, all
the time I was saying, 'yes, sergesnt' I whs secretly consigning him to hell. and
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Whose wias more, sir, Lots more " T deotded th 4 the lnds hed hed long onough, now.
"T1m not too good at preying, ind feerl thot a poor, insignificant -rivate, worn to
a shidow of himself by drill oand PT, could not muster the strength for an effoectivo
pruyer. Could you please pray for my soul, and oroy thot such thoughts will never
ocourto mo againe"

", dischargo would be your hest woy out," ha smiled, proving, I guess, that he
h~d n sento of humoure He went into our billet, ond I followed him. apart from a
foint smell of burnt %toast, everything wus peuceful ¢nd serens. wpporantly, though,
our relizious friend's nostril®‘wore from the same source as his dog-collar, for he
iskod

"iiay I have s oup of coffce, boys?" !

dnother time, things wore oven more tricky. Two or three of the lads Wwore carr-
ying o box of contraband food ncross the comp, =t bout oight in the evening. One
of the cornorals, known usutlly as Taff, nnd on the drill square as Thet So-1nd-So ,
stoopad them.

" nd where do you think you're going, broh?"

The lads seid nothing. They couldn, without incriminating themselves.

" nd whot's that in tho box, indeed to goodnass?"

"Pood, corporal.’ The srivete - Joo, ws cnllod him - smiled innocently. "In deed
to goodnoss," he added, muking 'n obscure pun,

The corporal didntt take kindly to his Notionalism “+ v being flipprntly token, thus,
and begen to roar vith snger. I ocouldn't reproduce the dinlogue, ovon if I w nted
to, as I believe tho post of fico, imnocent nnd pure, should not ba nllowad to incr-
ouso it's vocabulary in such directions. Let it remcin confined to "Return to Sender”
"ot Known Here", and "Printed Paper Rote". It did, et leest, t ko his mind off the
food for a whilo.

The trouble was, it returncd to thot delicete subjeot. Luckily, though, our
oorporal cumo ¢ long then. He listened to Taffts harnnguo and ocuvestioneire for a
whilo, then began nudging Toff with his olbow. Tuff ignored him, werming up to
his subjeot. The momologue was taking  decidedly sinister tone, with the guard
room being mentioned.

Our mausdde! went on nudging. Eventvnlly, the message - or the elbow - got
through, and Taff took notice of our cornoral. . Squadin: snids "It's 1 1lriglt,
Corporal, I know about this." .nd I think n wink passed from ona to tho oth r.

Feff nodded, grinned slightly, wnd snid:

"You should have more hloody sonse than to cert stuff like thot eround this
timo of night. hy didn't you get it during working hours, when it would uppesr
lagitimate, Use your i loaf gmd ., @t normally, what-over you do - and whot's
more normol thun for soldiers on fatigues to bhe lugging stuf f from kitehen to
kit chon?"

Lozie irrovochbla. I know, I['ve hnd somo, It is not fun to be c'rting two
fraezing tin owms of ice-cronm in the middle of < rainstorm half o mile ncross
tho camp with one of them gracually slipping out of your hend...

Still glonting over what soms mty rogerd ns o slightly tnrnished subject, we
como to tho little motters ocncerncd with the technicue of getting home when you
shoildntt. Some of the lads onme from fur of £ places like Birminghsm, :nd some
ovon from foreign countries like Scotlsand, but mimy lived fairly norr tho cemp -
thirty, forty, fifty miles awny. Normally, wo wore nllowod to locve the onmp on
a Sunday, so long ©s we weron't on rny duty. In cctunl fact, wo finished work on
Seturdoy morning, o»nd Were usunlly free tc do whrtever wo liked from then on,
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providad cur kit wis roacy for the lbnday inspection. One or two of us were werried,
ard faunched for going home on Suturday, end spending the night there, Unfortunately,
36 hour passes were virtually unobtainable, and at 10.30 every night, the Night
Ordorly Sergeant (who was always a cor poral, strangoly) came round for a bhed chook.

Of course. it was entiraly up to the corn-oral on duty over tha Weskend how he
deslt with the situeation. He had, of course, to carry out the hed check, in casc o
nigher of ficial was werdoring round. Usually, the cor~oral wasn't in the least
concerned with who wss around and who wosn't. So long us all bads ware ncoounted
for, and ho wos satisfied the occupants of the empty beds were in the tollet, every-
thing wos allright, But at ono time, thn cemp beceme quite conscious of the fact
that verious poople wero sliding :way for o whole woekond, and tightened wp. One
corpornl from unother compamy Was found, I believe, to have loat about fifty men
from his compeny one saturday.

So the result was that for a time, the oorporals kept o batter ohsok on the men
thon normal. This, of coursa, was eesily overcoma. The corporal can only check one
billet ot o time. Say John waents to go home. He contuots a lad from another billet
slips him fivae bob to lie in his bod when the NOS comes round. The NOS comos rounds,
notes that somobody is in John's bed, nnd is hoppy. NOS leaves the room. The subst-
itute whips out of John's bed, ond returns to his own billote Either the cororal
hos visitod his billet, or he hesn't. If ho hosn't, then the substitute just roturns
to his own bed. If he has, the gorporul will hove found him missing. One of his
matos will have told the corporal he had gone to the toilet. The corporel - unbel-
aiving - will t'ke his locker oard away .with him, to the compsiy office. The subst=
jtute just goes up to the compony office, and collects his card, thus proving he
was aectunlly still on the cemp. Simple.

One Saturday, & chap cealled John wanted to go home, 0 ho arrungsd with o fallow
called Mike %o perform the Crookham Bed Trick, or whatovor it wns cnlled, At ton
o'alock, or scomn after, Mike duly come to our billet, ond badded down, head buried
banaoth some oillows, and generally making himself as ononymous nas possible. 4s you
might expact, things went wrong that night, ond this is written to give you part
of tho setting for thit most harrowing night - the night that Things stronge came
to an innocent army Camp, Things thot do not ‘balongto the Twentieth Century...

THR SUBJECT OF VBSCALIN hos about bean run into the ground, and to relieve those
who might be groening on reading this heading, I'm not mentioning it et all hore.
However, & number of poople seem to think that irrsspcnsibility of action does not
ontor n¢ @ faotor osusing people to toke drugs unnecessarily. It's pleesant to be
abtle to say, though, that this is = mirority view. But up til now I'd only read
stout poopla who take a drug just for the kigks. I'd not met any.

Only, in the ermy, I did. Mo, I didn't meet somebody who shot himself an arm-
ful of heroin. No, nothing like thet. But I mot someone with tha type of mind who
oould quite easily bocome un addiot - the type of person who suffers the greatest
danger whon he reads about the sffects of some druge

His neme was Henry, ond he was o cultured person with o well modulated voioce.
Ye usod to go quite often jnto Aldershot to visit frionds of his, ond this partioul=
ar Saturday, he went there os usual. Nobody saw his going - nobody particulnrdy
bothorod. Several of us that evening decided %o go %o the cump cinemn, ond it wus
 anon after ten when we returned. The first thing we noticed was & most peculiar
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fests tho smoll in 5id of 7" 1 &@skad sommbody.
MEtae HaraFew .
spoarantly what hod happened was that Honry hod come back from aldershot o few
P Vi )
minutes ego in 9 re:con2bly norm=1 condition, but grinning his stupid head off

about something. He vanished to the .’ . 'lons without anybody really noticing him,
and vhn he returred, he wos wobbling all ovpr the place, and singing os happily
as any drunk. and this = .1 was overpower 1n°. Speculation on his condition was

what you might expast it %o bej Honry wondered happily s=bout for a minute or so,
thew disoppearad, which was before I came in.

Jack, who was also a pharmacist, ond myself tried to figurs out whot it wes that
was smellins . e oame to the conclusion that it smelt most like some ont~sthetic,
and we becamo 1 bit worried ubowt Henry. Just then, in he come 2grin, swaying es
bafore. He wasn't singing now; ho looked thoroughly drunk. The smell was still
ground him.

4gnin, he wendered round simlessly, muttored n few words to one of us. He suddenly
"said, quite claarly, thot he wasn't feeling too good, wont to his bed, 7nd collaps=-
ed onto it.

“la fHovnd 2 smell, green, hexagonal bottle with vertical grooves by his side. Tt
was lawelloed & 12 - -0 of a substence often used as an aneesthetic.

whiw in tarnation had he got thot stuff? It 1ater turned out thot one of his
frisrds had %old him that he could get drunk on ninepence.

"Drurl on ninepence? How?'

e rriend told him tha nor= of %the stuff. "If you buy o bottle from 2 chomists,
and enif? soma of it up, youtll be drunk in ten seconds flat. Smoshing feeling..."

So, Henry hought i% - vnd passed out on his hHed., Cue of us felchod the corporal
from nis room. The corporal openad his collar, msde sure there was plenty cf ailr,
Hanry vias "egﬁlning some serblance of consciousness. 'Take deep breaths," the
corcuril sundé. This was a mistake - inhuling deeply when an #naesthetic hns beer
token he;grxeﬁ.' the 2moun%t of sannesthesia. Poor Henry started to trombtle very
violantly - we thought hs would heve a fit,

at*ar g while, he stoppad tremhling, ¢nd apperred to be sleeping. e put him
1o bed. Uennwhi;a, somabody hud gone off to the company office, and about hulf =
Guzen corrcra. g cama round ., We decided there wos no need %o fetch the M0 - Henry
would have heen i trouble if Yhey'd found out whot hopponed t¢ him. Or, rother,
whot he dic. PO

The cornorals stayed ¢bouvi for o long time , nattering awoy. Mesnwhile, it was
supposed Lo be tHamn for bed-chock, and our poor friend Mike wes lying huddled
yrde= tie steets of John's had, as scared as hell, weiting for them to go away,

The sornorael doing bed-check dame round, was sctisfied everybody wus present,

nmd eontinved his round. lMike was faunchlng ta refturn to his own billet,so_he could
collect his hodecard if it wus taken. Flve minuvtes paseed. 'loll, five m1nu+es

was n reusonable time to -spend in the toilet.

Only, i% scon heenme helf en hour, ond ths corovorels showsd no signs of leaving.
4nd kel orn hour is pot o reasonable time, by sany means. (Though there was one
character whe used tC spemd a long time there. He used to toke 2 newsprper with
him to vead. One day, one of the lads 1it & match end throw it over the door. The
newapapsr cnughi fire - the chap never read n newspapar on the foilet nginn)

Bventually, w2 managod 1o goet rid of ths corporals, and disputchad Miks to
his ovn quarisrs, and it transoired, luckily, *het he had not heen missed . How=-
evor, it cculd quite sosily hnva ended in both Mike and John getting ctuught.
However,; tha story isn't finishad there. There was stjll Hanry to be lookod efter,
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The notura of tho prriicular anvesthatis he had decidod WO gIv his kicks from -

and, incidently, it's coning graduslly O putlio notice Tha% aprtnin people, notably
doctors ond nnaesthetists, are becoming oddicted Yo unresthetics - 1s such that
nrusen is o common side-reaction. Since Henry was sleaping, this meant thot somebody
would have to stty up and keep an dye on him. If a person vomits whilst he is

asleep, i%'s odds on tha* he will ohoke on some of his own vyomit, ¢ nd be asphyxiated.

e orgunized a rotn system to keep watch on him, end those who weren't watching
wont to bed. I wos on the first shift, although I needn't have stoyed up nt all.
But it gove me ¢n opportunity for finishing something I might not hove got eround
to for several dnys after that, Let me go back 2 bit...

VINY CLARKE, IN THE LaST BGGPLaNT, geovo mo A Wee bit of edvice for thot dey I
first go into the army. He suggested thet if I méintnined a sense of the unraal
as fer 28 my dubious mental processes wont, I couldn't go far wrong. Ah, MBees

I guess it wus my own fault, thoush. I should have chosen my esoape mechanism
more coarefully, whon I first orrived st Crookham, things were pretty heetic, and I
Aidn't hove much time to do very much in the way of fenac, I was, in frnot, oconfined
to writing a renort of o convention I never sttended.

Then, my bed-mote Herry decided to write o play. To, speoifiecnlly, write o pluy
for tolevision. This set me off. I figured thut with «11 the Grent Now Experiences
opening up 0ll round me, this whs the time to inject reulivy into my stories, and
thus the bost time to try and crash the pro-markets. "

11d h:d an idea for n vampire story aver since the previous October, whon Ivd
been Looking 7t the moon from a corch whilst I wvs returning from Dunstobla, whors
I*' bann brenking tho gliding instructor's haart. So, I bagan to write it. ¥e-turally,
the 1lads ware ourious. I told them it was- o letter, but after the third or fourth
pago *hat didntt hold vafer ony longor. In the end, I confcssed - and I don't think
I hnd a moment's pence from then on. Forevar, thore wes a chant of iDrinke Pintn
Bloodn Day'! and I think I was generally known ag TN WD 4t least, I wasn't
krown ans @ fan, which would heve boen worst. The few fanzines I had me I quickly
madn sure would bring doom on anybody who touched them, and, oddly enough, they
ba.ieved m . Howaver, The lads warg very nice %o m . Knowing how I deolored the
vepesables sarved out in no ® Kitchen, they very kindly bought ne a few twigs of
goriic, which I though% was very decent of them, though I don't like the stuff.

But I think thoy began to go 2 1ittle mad, then, for they oll bagen to fashion
gtokes ouvt of lengihs of ash wood, ond polish them., The corporal tr ought they
were mad, tco, and nttributed it «t first %o the effect of the British .rmy, and
1ater more spocifically <o confinement together for too long. He gave up trying
to make thn lads get rid of the sticks, and meda them polish them to o high degree
of bull, instead. They soon shone like our boots were supposed %o. 4nd then, the
oorporal went mad, 400 .

Cheerfully accepting the mickey-taking in the spirit ir which it was obviously
intended, I continuved Yo scribbla away. BEventuully, I finished the first draft,
gmd sturted to revise the thing bofore typing it out on the camp typewriter which
L mmaged %o got permission o use . On the Soturday night in questlon, I'd gotten
stuck, and wonted to do o f.irly considersble rewrito on cortain soctions. Sitting
for a couple of hours witching over Henry T thought would be an ideal time to work
on it. 4nd, so, I did. I worked steoadily, omd aventunlly eame to the end. Henry
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WS sicoping quile pescoefully; no trouble from him. T found, the work finished, thet
I was fecling very tired. My syalids bogan to drcop. The bsrrack room wes silent

and derl save for a single 40 bulb glowing. Frarvone was asleep, I thought of them
sleaping there, thought how I wished it were me, with my nose buried in the soft
warmth of the pillows, sheet yanked over myv lef%t sar, and one to~ tucked comfcrtubly
over the end of the bad...

I must have dozed off.

T Yhink it wes *he full hleze of lights ond the muttsring of momy astonished-.
voloes that awoke moeyI was suspended.frcm ono GF the horizontsl beems ecrcss the
roof of the hut by my feet, end my case was!drawn around my folded body. ab least,
I think it was my Army Issue 02DO...

THEY'RE sLL LOOKING AT MR, MUMY

- W — -

REMEMBERING THAT THIS ZIME WAS SUPPOSED TO DEAL MAINLY WITH COLLRCTING... I've been
knooking around for several yesrs looking for old hooks, mainly in the London book-
shops, but on occasion broedoning my finld of endeavour to include the bprovincial
bookshops. Personally, with few excoptions, I hute them. To gxplain why, I'1l have

to ramble for a while, gredually working round to giving you a picturs of the second-
hend book trade as I see it.

I'1l admit thet I*'m orobubly not sesing it with both aves, but only with one. To
really know what you're telking sbout with repard to such = subject, you have to he
a dealer yourself., Up to the present time, I've successfully resisted a1l attempts
on friends of mine %o cajols me into hecoming a dealer. as far es science-fiction
is concerned, I'm more interestsd in increasing my collection then in making money -
I spant several years in college meking sure I'd be in & -osition to be sble to =arn
plenty - and as fur as general book-dealing is congsrned - HRLP!

I was first introduced to old science-fiction books by artiur Sellings., I knew
absolutely nothing sbout them, axd when I sturted Ssearching for them, for s long
time I couldn't find a thing because I didn't know whst to look for. I was receiving
ons vr two cutelogues from deslers, and, scouring them, gradvelly formed for myself
8 picture of the various books thet ware rare, what perticulsr brench of fontesy
they belionged to, the various authcors who wrote several s-f titles, end so on.

Over two or three years, I learned about the various bool's, and, ebove all, snog-
vired thut knack every book hunter should have - being able to pick - out » promising
title from the middle of a shelf of books when even thut title doesn't convey a
suggestion thet it might be funtusy.

I used to visit a large number of shops on my bika, and gradually got to know
the various owners. I olso found that, in general, science-fiction of nre-war vint-
age was a subject known to them to be vealusblo, snd in demand in the trade. Most
of this demand, I discovered, was due to & courle of specialist deslers in s—f who
ware alwnys asking for certein titles in the trads, and were in the hubit of tour-
ing the shops regularly to denude the shelves of their s-f stook. 45 this stock 1is
rever very large - usually one or two titles only - you ocsn imogine that the tesk
becomes, if not impossible, then very arduous. sand these titles are inevitably
‘acked up in price - I osn't blame them for that, I suopose, but it's & bit ann-
oying that you can never get a Gesorge Griffith titlo for the some price os any
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other novel published the seme time and in the same formet, Fortunetely, though,

the sverage general bookseller doesn't have & specialised knowledgeof the field, ond
with the exoeoption of such esuthors as Griffith, M.P.Shiel, E.R.Eddison, Lord Dunsany.
James Bronch Cabell, etc., doss not know which authors to cherge for, end which not.

And if you can visit the shops sufficiently often, you can best the specialist
deslers and their occasionsl visits. At least, you would be able to, if it wasn't
for on additional member of the book scene. He's cnlled the 'rummer!, and owns no
shop of his own. His mein objeot in 1ife is to tour the bookshops, buy copies of =
book st one shop which he kmnows he can sell for e profit to enother dealer, and thus
makes a living. These fellows are very prevalent; I'm always rumnning across them in
various shops and on the few occasions 1 have gome to the sale rooms. They are
generally faescinating to telk to; their knowledge of books is fantastie, and frequ-
ontly oxceeds that of the overage shop owner.

Howsever, for the likes of me, they ore a nuisenca. Their mein stemping ground is
London, end, as I said before, there are mony of them. Yet, in ons way, there are &
god-send., 4fter all, they, like the booksellars, are not specielists in fentesy,
and usually miss the same items us the shopkeepers toss into the sixpennies. On the
other hend, their krowledge of books, gained mostly from years of visiting and ‘telk-
ing to other dealers, and of their velues is almost fathomless, snd, and this is
an important point, they give the shop-keeper an jdea of the correct prices to
charge for his stock. Unfortunately, they are only prevalent in London, where there
are sufficient shops to keep them in business.

In the oherming provineial bookshops, wharetd youtd expeot the deelers to be less
well soquainted with prices, insteed of finding bargeins, you find yourse If being
stung left right and ocentre. How come? To understand the mechanics of this seeming
peouliarity, you need only take & look at the Book #duction Records, and you'll find
the oulorit stering youv in your sensitive fannish face. The Book suctions Records
is whet it says it is - @ periodicel which catalogues the books presented et the
major book auctions, end gives the prices fetched,

Fair enough, you say. And these poor provinc ial deelers, with less contact with
others of the ilk then the Londoners, should have a souroce on whieh to base their
prices. This would be alright if it wosn't for the faot that the orices fetched
at the Book auetions weren't usually so sbsolutely unrealistic. & book whose actuel
volue is, say, two pounds, will fetch ten there. This is mainly dus to the fact thet
the people bidding for the items sare those bidding for a customer of theirs, and
in most cases, this particular customer is so keen %o have the book that he's prep-
arod to pay a fantastic price for it.

And the net result is that the orovincial booksellers, basing their prices on
those in the Boob duction Records, charges infleted prices - end it's next to
impossible to convince them otherwise. The only thing you een do if you see & book
in ons of these shops is to docide whether it's worth the price to you. This means
that if you're not to he stung, you heve %o know your fiaeld inside out.

Finally, to end on & thoroughly sour note, the following incident happened to
me over the Whitsun weekend. us some of you know, several fans mot et Kettering over
the weekend to heve e generally jolly time. On the Saturday, howaver, in the compuny
of Ted Forsyth, I visited another town nearby, and, naturelly, scoured the book-
shops it had to offer. One of those shops wWe soent a fair time in, 8nd evantually,
T dug out & couple of books I wented for my collection, One of them was a fairly
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dodd sopy of ke I irst 3nobden elitien of verue iy Bk -&n BARUH 70 TUD MUON. This
was priced, in the cwaer's own fair h# ~a- - % 1076, Tho other, Canpat:® -
WREXHAMS ROMANCE, was fine in dust wrappetr, wod wisslasd.,

I said: "How much?"

He looked ot tho two books. Re \irexhom's Romance, he said: "Oh, it's not wor%
anything. Buckshee. Say helf a crown...Tho two for a pound."hell, I may not have
boen too strong on methematios, but I roide myself on being able to sort my way
through the English monetary system as well as any amoricon, and thirteen shill-
ings just isn't synonymous with a quid, even changing it %o australisn, So I querisd
this, pointing to the quite clear 10/6 on the front fly.

He laughod, shook his heed. "You have to pay naarly that for the latest roprint
of that title. Do you think it's right to pay no morae for a first edition than fox
a cheap reprint?"

He mey have logic on his side - but this wesn't e question of logic, but of
ethices, And with that sort of ethics - upping the price on a clearly merked book
in front of your eyes - he would not get very far in Icndon. I believe they cell
it boycotting... :

Thus, a srovincial booksalggg.VThunk Ghod they're not all 1like this - the faul’
with most of them is that thg§7o vr-nrice their stock.

0000000000000000000005DOOOOUODﬁO)OOGOﬂDﬂOOOOCT“'i')POOOEOﬁOOUOOOOOOOOOOOOGQOO?GCEﬁfﬁ

I guess it's time now to turn towards my collention, and continve with my rathar
vegue romblings . Nobody seeme . to have compls ined too loudly, so I've decidod *o rvn
it much the same as before, dealing with old books which weren't listed in the
Bleiler Checklist of Fantastic Litersture .

Howevar, I wes very oleased to get s letter from Fred C Brown, one of Englonds:
old-time collectors, snd he points out thet this arbitrary system of selection su-f-
ers from the disadvantages that I inevitably hove to describe some unintseresting
books, and also ignore a large number equally unknown to the average resder., I more
thon heartily agree. However, the %hought of tackling a thousend bocks horrifies
me. The aléernative, of presenting e series of ar%icles on different themas end /or
dushors also nags on my mind - up ¥o the oresent date, I've hod no idees, save that,
sowe day, I'd like %o write about M.Y.Halidom, otherwise kncwn as Dryasdust. The
troublo is - his books sre extremely difficult %o obtain, I only mossess 4 titlns
2% prasont (THE HONDER CLUB; THE T/TZ.RD'S MalTIE 3 4 WEIRD TRANSFORM,TION; ‘and THRE
PCRT13S CURSE.), and I know absolutoly nothing ahout the nuthor, oven his real name.
Towaras +this end, I'd like to snag onto copies of ény others of his works, under
oither osoudonym, end also any informetion genesrning him.

Anyway, to get onto the 'C's,..

C4BTLL. James Branoch. Domnei. 4 Comedy of ‘woman~worshios. John Lane, London, 1930.

262, I11.
In what category, you lovers of the mighty-muscled Conen, would you place

@ Conan story without a trace of fan%tasy in it? How woyld you classify sn atlantis
yarn with no eloment of eithor the superscientific o the supernatural? .nd how
would you classify a similar story 1aid in that mythisal land, product of the fer:i-
1ls mird of James Branch Cabell, called Poictosme?
I think I'11 cheat, ond leeve it up to you. My cvm personal feelings sre that
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+f you just want to reed a fantesy story, it's best to letve such cases alone, but
if you're intarested in particular mythos or character, than you're s fake-fantest
by igroring the mundenes.

Don't assume, by the way, that the 1930 listing of the publishing dete of Domnei
15 that of the first edition. It is not - fer from it. It was first oublished in
1913. However, you'd do far better by hunting for the 1930 edition, which is one of
a series of books ¥nown in the trade as the Bodley Head remainders. The most famous
of this series are the fantssies of Anatole Franca, a.d these are still to be seen
once in & while. They are tell volumes, approximately the size of the typing area
of this nage - if I don't go mad, and, in the throes of & streem of consciousness,
go on typing down to number 75 on the stencil - and are handsomely bound in black,
with gold lettering. Theyretailed orginially at 15/~ to 25/-, and were, frankly,
de lux editions. They were illustrated by some of the bast black and white artists
of the day, of whom Frank C. Pape 1is one of the most sought after. Sort of junior-
srade Beardslsy in the ayes of the trade,

Anatole France - and Jares Branch Cebell. The trouble is, the Cebell titles sre
almost impossible to locate, and command oremivm prices when copies are tracked down.
Jurgen, I presuma, 1is the csuse. This book, when first published in 1919, was Sugges-
tedby some as being rernogrephic. There was s big logal hassle over it, in its day
ag furious as the ourrent tussle over Lolite. ((Not so current, now that this is
being tyeed in Ootober.)) The book became famous over-night, which did the largely
neglsoted Cabell & little finencial good. In faot, he has become one of the relatively
fow authors to acoumulate & faithfull following of gH#¥# edmirers. The first British
edition of Jurgen was published in the 'Remainder!' formet, end was limited to 2000
copies. It was profusely illustrated by Pape - and these illustretions are some of
the most wondarful I have aver seen. Here indeed, had an artist found the writer he
was bast fitted to illo - the writer to whom his style was attuned. Frank C. Pape
and James Branch Cabell. Some of you may remsmber how Edd cartier gelled perfectly
with Unknown. How Merritt's fantasies found their home in the pencil and pasteboard
of Virgil Finlay. How Sidney H Sime was the illustrator of lord Dunsany's early
fabhles of gods and men. snd, yes - cen you think of snyone to do better justice to
John Berry then arthur Thomson? The crying shame is thet these Pane illoed Cabells =
and there are several titles - ere so herd to find, end so expensive.

One last noint - or, rather, & query. Doses anybody know if these editions were
oublished in the States?

CAINE, Williem & FAIRBAIRN, John, 229 Confectioners. Rristol, J.W.irrowsmith, 1906.
515. ifap. (Or chart or plan or something.)people ask, sometimes: "What mede you pick
up that book?" and this ome, %o go by the title, doesn't sound in the least fantestic,
or scisnce-fictionsl. It conjures up & vision of a Victorian novel sbout & little
swaot shop round the corner, into which little old ladies pop to get their bullseyss,
and where impecunieus little boys are ceught stealing 8 single swaet and birched. As '
to what it ig I'11 leave %o a later page, end Joy's tender merocies. es

(To iwhor I must spologise - the colophon somewhere near the beginning of this
igsue indicates this was produced in the summer. Joy's review was written so long
ago that I could still remember civilien life, oend I hope she cen still remember
reading the book. While still in the time-bindins mood, I think I might es wall give
you the bepefit of & second colophon, which will aopear over-leaf . Meanwhile, I'm
still et the same address, have munaged to zttsin the all-powerful rank of corporsal,
and I do most of my military work at night. I work twelve hours a night, from eight
+0 eight, during which I slesep, do ‘some fansg, ond give generously to the Army mat=
tors at least un hour of my time., I em also the recipient of a generous helping of
isave, and if I hold my current job, I estimate thet of the two years the army hes
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control of my destiny, I sholl only be serving =ighteen months. But don't tell the
Yar Office. This issue of %ye Tracks (s+ill tho second, by the way) is published for
the winter mailing of OilPA, &nd will probebly go to & few other people os well. It
is published by 23787189 Cpl Ceorge Locks, 3 Company, RAMC, Connaught Hospital,
Bromshott, Hindhead, Surrey, ®ngland. It likes to think it is meinly slanted towurds
old fantasies, but so far, most of its wordage hes been about the slightly sordid
topic of the army. It, lowever, assures me th&#t from now on, this anomely is to be
correctad, #nd raminds me that the place fcr entering oublishing deteils = most of
which are redundant, anyway - is not in the middle of 2 book review. It will, how-
evar, jus- give me time to add the¥ meterial - articles and the like - of & biblio-
graohic nature (or anything connected with esrly fantastic litersture) is desperately
faunched for.,) l

Back to Co9ine and Fairbairn,..

I first picked this book from the shelves beosuse of its publisher. hen hunting
for old ferntesiss, you cun't always go by the title - who would imagine thot bheneath
the innocent title of 'Mr Streangar's Seoled Pscket! 14y a Marrien sdventure? It is
thorefor easy to miss u good book brcause you don't know of it and the title is unlikely.
Howsver, it is equally impossible to go through every book you sea minutely, or you'll
still be there when Farth evolves another dominant spscies.

The period from 1820 to 1910 is one of the most productive as far as interplanatary
ond other science fiction is concermed. The majority of these books sppesred under
the imprint of one of s number of publishers specis’ising in the ropular romencae.
Severel of these are still e¢tive today, whilst many othars have died or been swellow-
ad up.

I'mgoing to take u 1i4¥ of these people. Included 2lso are some better-class
publishers; and they're in no perticular order. Here goes:

Greening. F.V.Vhite. Digby, Long & Co, Hutchinson. Smith &nd Elder. Pesrsons.
Tower Publishing Company. (Ko relastion to the post-war American cheap re~rint people.)
Duckworth. Helnemenn. Methuen. Arrowsmith. 'Mills #nd Boon. Chapman and Hell. Grant
Richerds,

4nd 8 good meny more, there wers. They all had this in common - they published
books . To cut the field down, they all -ublished novels from time 4o time. Some more
then others. Some more successfully then others. VWhich ones has the sversge reeder
of today heard of? Hutchinson, for sure. Heinemsnn. Methuen, although they do little
Tiction nowsdays. Mills und Boon, possibly - I think they've lowered their sights
tc 2 line in cheap romences - love without lust, Chepmen end Hell T thin)k are still
going. Most of the rest heve disaopeared.

“hen you look through the publishers catalsgues of the turn of the century, you'll
find that they all seemed, at first glunce, to heve publisiezd much the sem kind of
fiction. The late Victorian romance., Most of them ran @ line of datseoctive stories,
mostly Imitative of good elf Sherlock. Loooove was dispensed by all and sundry in
large dcsws. However, I've not gone into these brenches of fictionel literature to
any noticeable d=gree, so I can't give any indication of which publishers preferred
which. Science=-fantasy, though, is ancther metter. Through exnerience, I've had to
find some wey of arbitrarily deciding which publishers the give the benefit of my
baady eyes, end which publishers are unlikely to prove nroductive in my search for
the CGrest and Forgotten S-F novel. The rublishers imprint is inverisbly at the bottom
of the spine, #nd thase are rendily recognisasble. A mere glance is snough. Now..

The following publishers: Greening, F.V.ihite, Digby Long, “veratt, Peorson's and
Hutchinson were ull very sdept at turning out = line of generelly sensationsl, highly
‘ropular' (in the sensa that they catered fcr the common hsrd, the people who would
todey read war books and flip frcm chonnel to chennel on the television) fiction.
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Their science-fantasy - which, being generelly of o sensational nature, they publ-
jshed a large emount - is defined by suying that George Griffith was their typical
guthor - the leader of the clan,I suppose I will bring down a number of fans on Ty
back in wreth, but 1'11 bare it ready by seying that he was the turn of the century
30b Silverberg. It was hs who orobebly influenced?%any of his contempries working
for the seme publishers as VWells, who, incidently, hod his mos% productive period
s-f-wise running parrellel with Griffith. ariffith oroduced & large number of s-f
stories, few (apart from the first two or three) of which have any real merit,

Meny merely repsal themselves. They sre generally somewhat stodgy and rather un-
imseinative. . f : i

Hic epeaiality wes future war marmaldaed with super-weavons, end were the result
of the immense popularity of his first two books, ANGLE OF THE REVOLUTION end OLGA
ROMANOFF . He also tossed infthe odd lost race story, inter-lan=tary, end the occ-
agionsl weird. Surprisingly - but this probably results of his being a contemporary -
he pinched very little, if snything, from Wells. He explored s-f possibilities =
if he explored them at sll - along @ simply nopular level. There was little or no
rasl thuoght, real invention behind his stuff,

But the people who read thase cheap, poorly written sansational novels lapped it
all up, and their resulting brisk seles inspirad mcre like it from other writers.
Thus, & seerch of the wblicstions of the list of publishers 1 géve & couple of
paragraphs ego will result. in plenty of s-f, but nothing vary striking. 4n oocasionel
good idea, interesting gimmick, but nothing very lesting. lNo classics, in fact.
Some of these old hacks were Horris Burland (Vnose odd fentasy DACOBRA is genuinelly
worth reading, by the way), Robert Cromie, Che rles Harman, Austin Fryars, ¥ Holt=-White,
Williem Le Queux, Edward Markwick, Cora Minnett end Bdwin Pallander. Some of them
have 8 certain cherm, most sre interesting for the occasional intriguing ide8s they
contain, but few, if any, are worth resding more thar ence. 1f you can got threugh
it the first time, even.

They've praoticsally all disappeorad - the mejority are axtremely difficult to
find, and the ground is - not surprisingly - therefore very rioch for thes discovery
of cohmpletsly unheard-of titles. “any of these writers, too, only turned out the
eccasionol s-f, Several are well-known a5 detoctive writers.

Most of the publishars of these sensationul novels dies aftsr a relestively short
run - much &8s the pocket-book publ ishers of today's 'enlighten~d' nge will be for-
gotten tomorrow. i Although the odd one, like Hutchinson, is still sround,

Othar publishers - Smith and Bilder, Heiremann, 'ethuen and Chapmer and Hell -
didn't quite achieve the same low lovel of sensational fiction. Their products Were
usuelly more literary, more sensible, more sdult. It may sadden those like myself
who delight in discovering hitherto unheard-of s-f, bLut you'll find few or mno such
works in their cateloguas. Howevar, looking through my collection, I find s lerge
numbernumber of their books. As many, publisher for publisher, es the f irst group.

The reascr for this, of course, is thet they published what aro now yermed 'The
Classics'. Dunsany, Wells, Hodgson, soms Shiel, ard, leter, dear old Stapledon,
Blackwood was published miinly hy the highly respnactable vael’illen. (FBxcuse me,
by the way, for including fentasy - much the same upplies to weirds.)

S we heve settled thet certsin puhblishers did the now acc=pted classics, and
others produced a high score of 1ittle-known crud. There are still a few on
this 1list I mede out st the beginning of this lengthy harangue that I haven't
touched.

Duckworth is a small publisher, notable meinly for publicetion of the Viereok
and Bldridge fantasies of the Immortal Jew. Grant Richerds published quite @ lot
of fantasy. with a tendancy for the of f-boat. Much of Shiel first sew the cobwebs
of eye tracks from their presses. A very well-worth-while source for lasser known
c-f and fentesy, if you wsnt something better written end more imeginative than
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the average. Hills snd Boon - #lmost hundred percent love romsnces - but with the
occasionul surorising excursion into the fantastic. Smith end Elder hardly ever
tcuched fantasy - they can be safely lignored.

And, of nourse, Arrowsmith. This publisher cams up with a remarkable number of
remarkably off beat books. Amongst their ragular contributors were such as F instey
an Hilloire Belloc. and the general tone of thaeir publicatisons can, I think, be
summed uvp by these two authors, explsining the presence of such titles as the Wells
onrody THE wiR OF THE \MNUSRS and - and this book, THE CONFECTIONERS.

311 of which, to sum up whet I feel hos gone on too long, is to say that some
publishars are good sources of s-f, others do very little, othars have a completely
off-beat policy, others do chesp, sensetionsl rubbish, snd...

But this was probasbly obvious before I stsrted on these stencils. I think I1d
batter hand over to Joy to review THE CONFECTIONWRS.

THE CONFECTIONERS reviewed by JOY SANDERSON

Around the time when no-body heard of science-fiotien and thought imaginetive
romances were terribly fast going, two authors got together &nd wrote & story which,
even inday, falls into the category off straight s-f. Williem Cedine ¢nd John Fairbeirn
plucked the idea ostensibly out of & conversation caerried on in @ resteurant, where
the kidneys appeared a@s artifical as if they'd been turned out by a machine.

Combined with this idea, they used a quotation from Alice:

"He seid, I hunt for haddock's ayes
Among, the heather bright
I work them into weistcoat-buttons
In the silent night,"

Not satisfisd, they decided to ham to book uo prooerly, so every few pages the
authors bresk off for a meal, or en ergument, snd these pegses, in italics, hold soms
of the most amusing episodes in ths book. Falrbeirn is @ lszy slob - he'd rethsr go
fishing then write {elthough he considers it es his book): Ceine is @ scrounger - he
never pays for a drink, & meal, or, if he cen hslp it, #nything et «ll, ond he never
minds borrowing. He usunlly goes away with &t lesst half-a-crown borrowed from Fair-
beirn, esrecially when he hes promised to write at lsest snother part of a chapter
for Fairbairn.

Tha story proper starts with two writers ‘out for a walk in sesrch of copy: Bertie
St. John, Occasional Journelist, rich (but not from writing) with a lerge circle
amongst the fourth estete most of whom sponged on him for drinks &nd meals. Bertie
unfortunately hed hever been published but diligently searched for copy for articlss
noretheless. iilliam Guillism, his ooet compsanion, is @ Fsilure-at-the-Bar. He, too,
has private resources which makes him & favourite of women. These two, complate with
dog, oare wandering around the country looking for the pecple who search for hsddocks-
ayes, which are sold at fubulous prices to ths besu monde. During their conversstion
the scone is se%: A world in vhich foolishness is praised - the sillier one cen be,
the mcre honoured. A world in which one Simon Muddock usef ¢ Germaen preparution which
"can be mede to serve 8s an innocuous slmond icing for bride-cake, or as 8n unbreska-
ble form of vuleenite." Their dreams wurndar to a materisl which con be mede into
ANYTHING,

Eventually, they meet Gronfer Peabody, chompion Heddocks-aye getherer, who finds
tvo biggest one ever, &nd through him, the rest of the people at the heddocks-eye-
dralers, who polish and prepare them for sels. iles, Simon !Muddock hes found a methd
of producing these with his Germen perperotion, and the hsddocks-nye gatherers and
prapar ers are now out of work. Hatred is beginning to build up =geinst Muddock.

vie ore now introduced to Muddock himself. In 8 comic opers secusnce we are shown
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his frustratod, bullied end brow-beaten emnloyses - sevaral of whom are sent down
chutes from Muddock's own office either to fiery oblivion or the cold, unwelcoming
syreet, the latter permitting Jilliem Gruntle, discoverer of the Universal Substence
which will meke anything, to meat Bean, ax-haddocks-eyes-button-maker, now jobless
ond with him to decide %o do Muddook down - ona wav or another.

foanwhile, book 8t the cooking renge, Gaina and Fairbasirn are in another srgument.
Not enough feminire interest hes bean insarted. So Céine obligingly writes in Vespar-
+7114isa, doughter of Muddock, @ brillisnt chemist, refused @ pertnership in Muddocks
b her father, who leaves him and goes to stey with her friend Lucy. Lucy is murried
to Remsbotham Jowel, oditor of the Ventilator, avowsd advarsary of Somin Muddock,
mouthpicee of the enti-tuddock pa¥k¥e. -

Weanwhile, Beon snd Gruntle have conspired to moet lweger, 8 former workmaote of
Gruntle's in the Muddock fsctory, who hes invented s method of tapoing Universal
Power, and together they dacide how to get some monry to finance @ factory that will
ot Simon Muddock in hook. Thay go %o visit St. John and Quilliam, who you will
racall had pots and POTS of money and, because these two think it is the silliest
ides they ever heard, they agree to finence them. Now silly ideas - in this world -
sre all right, but they mustn't meke monay, because that then proves they were not
silly enough. Unfortunately for St. John and Quilliem, the Univarsal Substence and
the Universal Powsr are iust what is nraded to meke oddles und oodles.

snd it does - despite all et*empts by #uddock to prevent them obtsining factory
spnge or building n factory or getting workers. Vospertilia, of course, who hears
by woy of Jewel of the superb efforts of this geng in the fight sgainst her father,
joins tham.

Things get more and more complicated - they have difficulties at first in getting
suopliss to make the Universal Substence: they have dirficulties with the trades
wnions, the mombers of whom naturelly ere out of work, the ir menufacturing skills
no longer boing required wh=n the Universal Substance can supply averything cheoper
and more quickly.

So lMuddock hes hopes of winninc sfter all - end My 2etruski, spy, is infiltrated
into the Gruntle factory urder the quickly-penetrated disguise of Tammas elcome
of Darse%. However, since the disguise was spottad so soon, our gang docide to have
some fun with him. nnd, with the wonderful Universal Power, they smite him with
sphesia and sent him back to Muddock.

Unfortunately Petruski, who hes meanwhile been permitted to learn TURYTHING 2bout
the business, cennot communicate his findings to Muddock and flees before his rags.
‘fuddock decides "If we cun't beat tham, We will destroy them," end riding his faith-
£yl airship sets out to hestir the Trades Unions in & murch upon the factory.

A battle royal ensues with IMuddock urging on his battullons from the eirship -
only Gruntle end Vespertilis escape, Muddock, eventually joining in the bettle,
being dragged by Meager into @ vot of Universel_Substenca. The horror of this sight
drives all memory of his formulas from Gruntla' mind and he and Vasvertilis leove
the facgtory which blows up with a1l the participents in the battle. Gruntle Yloid
his hend trustingly in hers, end so, daring the future, they went together down
the hill."

This feirly comprehensive outline is necessa y &8 few people will heve the chénce
of resding The Confectioners - 88 faor cs I know, George is the only person who hes 9
copy. It is satire and homming ot its broadest, but it is still science fiction in
its concepts. I can imegine thet, in its doy, it caused broud irughs whereas now-
adays with so much subtle sutire availoble we tend to be @ bit more blese about
such things. Bvon so this is a book I thoroughly enjoyed end which I think you slso
will enjoy if you ever come across a copy. 4and hope that it hed ns its frontispieecs
ihe diggram of the .lfuddock factory complete with exercising yerds and the Boss's
private Shootst
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Locke here agoin, I menaged to dig up an extra cony of Ths Confactionears. If snybody
would like to read it, they're walcoma. I might even pert with it for some old fanzines
or somathing.

CiSEY. Robert J. Camhodien Cuest. Rlkin Mathews end Iarrot. London. 1032, 298. Thi
S

author, who divided his telents between factual books about lost cdavilisetions and
daetective stories, hes here written one of these irritating borderlina bools which
can best be described as a lost race story without eny people, Just the city they used
o 1ive in. I'11 content myself by quoting e short oussage.

"save for the droning of the insects, the cho tt=r of monkeys end the occesionel
falling of tree branches in the jungle, the Lost City wes silent. Leaves hung motion-
less in 2 heavy, breezeless stmosphere. The step pyramid ef the temple lifted its three
stages out of a billow of heat waves, & thing as eerie and unreal es the ghosts with
which imeginetion peoosled it."

Needless to s8y, it's set in Cembodia, end is 2 relatively readeble yern.

COLLINGWOOD . Harry. Harry Escombe. 4 Tele of Adventure in Peru. Bleckie end son. Lon-

don. 1910. 303. Illus¥reted. n;.¢ time a genuine lost rece story, but, like sll the
author's books, written for the teenage market of fifty years ego. A goodly percen-
taoge of the baest lost race stories of the period 1880 to 1910 were intended for the
juvenile market, and such able practitioners as Gordon Stubles wrote quite e number.
Some of the stories, such as this one, of interest only ss a comment-hook, are vary
jvvenile, others, such es Stables', sre so-so. But meny of them ere es sdult as L.
Rider Haggord's, even though they originelly appeared in boy's papers sand are advert-
iged 43 boing for hoys. Jules Verne, of course, is the prime exsmple of an suthor
the publishers tried to unloed onto kids. Dsvid Lewson Johnstone and aAndre Leurie
are other, lesser-knowm writers whose matariel is more often picked from the iuvenils
shelves than from the sdult. Leurie, a contemporary of “arne's, eand occasionally a
collaborator with The Muster, hed several books trsnsleted into Bnglish, near 1y all
science—fiction. He is o bad example of what I was talking about ear lier in this
peragraph, as he didn't write meny lost race storiss = CRYSTAL CITY UND7R TP SE4
is the only one I cen think of, off hend - but Johnstone is an axcellent one. His
three lost race novels are not too sedly short of the stehdard set by Haggard, ond
wo Ll worth getting.

Wven though one, TH® PARADISE CF Ti™ NORTE, wes first puhlished s o serial in
Young Peoples!' Journel.

COLLING i0OD. Herry. ‘/ith airship ond Submarine. Blackie und Son. London. oca 1910,

376. Illustreted. . 41414 book in his series ubout & super flying mechine-cum-sub-
mreine. The othar two, in case you're intarested, were LOG CF THE FLYING ¥ISH, and
the CRUISE OF TH® FLYING PISH. another field of fiction of the turn of the cantury
vhich was thoroughly covarad by tha juvenile merket, the ganeral level of the flying
ship stories was, howsver, much lowsr then of the lo:ut race verns. Herbet Streng

is the type author of th4s series. Fnough said.

)AVIDSON. John., The Pilgrimoge of Stromgsoul, eénd other stories. .ard and Downey .

ondon. 1896. 278.
LoREB It's the other stories thet sre interestimg. Thotitle story, e

novells, is @ somewhet jSuvsnile, philosophic story ebout children which I couldn't

be bothered to discover if it wns fenttstic. ss the author is one of those whom n

cortmsin literary set regards fairly highly, it may also possess & certein literary

merit which raisas it sbove the leval of the zvergae foiry-tele. THR CLASGOV GHOSTS

may be all right - I didn't read it, though. TIT SCHOOLBCY'S TRu4CGRDY sounds much
16.




tha mpme be bhe iret, 1t's the last ewe dhut intrresy us « P, 84 leost, intaregted
m. BAGIE'S SHADOW staris off with a clerk called "banezer Toglasham who works in
an offiz» reminiscent of Dickens. As on office boy, he hud rubbed o dirty patch in
the wall over the years through slways leening his head nnd shoulders ageinst it. This
patch, known os Tagle's shadow, was vegmented by suocceeding office boys. One day,
alone in the office, he's looking ot this sheape, when it suddenly chenges into o 1it-
tle boy resding o book. He's from the future, it seems, and the rest of the story
sonsistis of a detniling of the future history of Englend, Thera wos & passage some-
where that portioularly nppralod to me - let's see if I con find it. It'll toke some
doing, as the book has not beon cul open, and I have to insert my oye-stulks between
BYOrY DAEC e e

Itve » fanling I've just got onto enother tangent. sh, well, never mind. Herry
Yimrner was savizzPthe latest HORIZONS & few words about 5 15-volume sot of Diokens
hatd pickod up:"I got sentimbntal about obtuining for #2.00 thesae volumes over
which some family © couple of generations ngo hed pored during long winter nights,
undoubtadly raading nloud the bast-loved stories over and over. But when I got home,
I discovored that in most of tho volumos, the pagos ware uncut.” This 1s o phenomens
voyu raraly see those days, but in thae Victorian ers, when, presumobly, the number
of guillotines must heve been small and their efficiency vory lew, publishers didn'%
always bother to cut the odges of their books with the rcsult that the pages are in
olus*ors corresponding to the signatures of the prrticuler books. I'm ofraid I'm
right out of my dopth hora, boing unveesad in the technicalities of book publishing.
The fuct remnins that to read abook which hesn't been cut by the publisher, you heve
to get a razor blade and cut it yourself. This, os you mey gusss, leads to some
vory frusirating instenco of carelessness, where somo idiot with a blunt knife or,
mora lilely, his fore-finger, has ripoed the poges hither and thither and completely
spoiling the book. 4lso, finding © copy of the book in uncut cond ition, which moans
uaread, onh'nces its velue. Howevar, it makes it somewhat difficult to reed. Being
mis-rly and oveything horrible, I read this one without opening the puges.

amway, ~ot's find this passugoe...

Hor s o ore. Fngland hes been inveded by Europeen hordage..

15yt tha European Hordes grew impatient, end severnl quorters of the city were
cot on fire. the invedars anticipating thet in the oconfusion they would be ennbled
15 ferea an onirance. This ruse, howaver, failed, end the anemy withdre to their
tronches. 4 truce of soversl days wos asked for and granted. The Fnglish rightly
julged that the *ime wes to be occupied in preparation for a generul attack, end
they sat themselvos to deviso means to repsl it. They hod smmunition snd explosiwves
of ax<raordinary kinds, the neture and the employm=nt of which sre slike riddles to
us. ((It's the boy from the future speaking.)) One of the numerous stratagems of
+the heseiged wo are onabled to desoribe. Betwoon the city and tho external fot-
tificntions there extended a belt varying from » hundred to = thousend yards. Meny
rouses ware in this spsce, but they were tensnted only by soldiers on duty. By o
gaparhuman offort a groat number of rails wore leid across this zonn, #rd all the
available engires and railway oarriages, charged with axplosives ond missiles, were
placed on them, On the expiry of the truco, us was expoctad, a furious onelought
hegan on 2ll sides. Some resistence wes mode as blind, but soon 8ll the Fnglish
witvdrew behind the trains. With hidoous elumour the enemy rushed like o boiling
sen into the awful trap. Some hositated for s moment, suspecting on ambush, but the
thought of tho enormous weelth within their erasp urged them on. The trains wero
alL rondy; tho electric wires ell connocted with a centrsl bottery. at once, at
sixty miles an hour, some thousands of doath-leden wogons ploughed through the
appillod masses of men..."

Snch wes the seige of London. The second story, THE SsLVATION OF N.TURE,
desoribas tho complote wiping out of civilisetimn in Scotlend, the rezing of
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tunt fair land to tha rround, "md the settins un of Th- Yorldts Pleesouynco in its
clagn - o kind of apricultural utopis. arother story I quit~ liked, but I can't
bring to mind anything mor» about it - and by aye-stelks ares elready twisted slmost
boyond reosir from pxomining the other ona. an interesting hook, on tha whole -

and en interesting writer.

0., /SON. Forbes. u Senssationel Trence. Downey snd Co. London. 1805, 178. Illustratad.

4 stronge book, onea apain reising the knotty problem of whather s relstion of droam
oxperiences should be ccnsidered fantasy. I think yes, somr people think no, and it's
haon orpued about for so lomg that it's pointless heving yet snother slam at 1t. Tha
“aot remeins thst the subjoct matter of this boolk, though axploined awsy as avants
oceuring in the tortured mind of ¢ man who, if T remember rightly, was insane, 1is
amnly fantastic to suwit enyone, and science-fictionul in ¢t least one sequence, where
t10 haro goes for a flight in a ballcon. Only, this balloon doesn't move an inch.
Tnstéad, it works through a device which holds it still while the eerth moves round
urcer it. This smounts, therefore, to = no-rotion of & thcudand miles and hour.

If youtd cull Hubbardis F™.R funtastic, vou'd esll this one fontasy. If you callad
PR inundene, “hough, then you'd wouldn't include this in Bleiler.

7 HAMOUG. Count. & ¥tudy of Destiny, Saxon & Co. London. ca 1895. 156. Thal .

s0ssibility thet this book mey have been written by Cheiro, the well-known pulmistry
exvonent of tha leste eighteen hundreds, =s his neme is sus piciously similer to the
Laigh da Humong to whom this bool is craditad on the title oege. It's not & factual
boo¥ or berdarline occult subiects, though, but & canuine waird tale in its own right.
A mere novslla, it won't taske long to read, ond is simply a tale of ftarror in some
catecombs bemnsth Tgypt, and of a2 men who hes a snake growing out of his arm, slowly
developing until finalily, sn adylt serpent, it bites him. Maturally, he dies, Me, I*4d
nave died from terror long bafore the demn thing .rew to any length. It is sultebly
hound ir black, with ghostly lettering and v serrant forming the cover decoraticn.

D" ROUGTMONT. Louis. (Henri Louils Grin) adventures of Louis de Rougamont, Mevmas .
Tendon. 1809, 396, Illustroted. i3 Ry
ndom. 18 ’ oy Onge upon # time, thera wes

2 megazinae c3lled lide
Porld. The foct that it still »xists, thriving, is not importsnt. 1t was n vostly ’
T FTerort mupezine in the days when it first sterted. ‘hilst printing the seme kind
of metoriel then as it Adoes now - ndventures in the remote parts of the world - it
usad 1o guarantee the accuracy of its stories. This haony stete of effairs did not
last .ora than s couple of yeurs, for it had the incradibl® hsd fortune to nublish
this ctory. The lonp-suffaring »ublic can only stand so much, snd this spparantly
woved too mich of a strain uoon their credibility. Though it!'s not particularly
fantastic when compared to THE NIGHT L.ND, a4 VOV.GE TO ARCTURUS, end CITY OF GCLD,
it is s%ill an incredible tele. Purportedly the ad entures of » man lost in 4ustralie
or any yaars, it describes his numerous adventures with the etorigines and other
tribes, and contoins 9t least onegenuinely funtastic sequence - about witch-croi™.,

4 courle of yenrs spc, I soent o foir amount of tima digpine up information on
g=f putlishnd in magnzines like Strand in the British Museum. whout this time I first
came icross this book, end tooked ubn irformution sbout the author. I gen't remember
i T ever toor notes. beyond ioting down his renl name 'n the title page of my cony,
and if 1 d4id, they'se prcbably so desn»ly huried thet if I were to sesrch solidly
avery dav, I'd still gat into FiPa befcre finding tham. Beyond the varue raccllection
that thera wes n national scerndnl chout *his supposedly true story, vihich ma2y have
inclued 4 aourt cnsa, theret's nmo more I can Say. T+ would, in fact, be easier to
go *o the British Museunm again then lcok for these hypothetical notes. If snyholy's
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jnterosted, say 8o in your 1stter of comment, and I'1l dig the informotion up lor
the next issuve.

DRY ASDUST. The Wizard's Mantle. (Vo publisher or place of publication). (1002) 289.

Illustrated. iihen I was lucky enough to find this book in © 1little shop in Charing
Cross Rosd, I thought the title page was missing. There was o frontispieca, showing
o medinvel gontleman in his study - an alchemist's study, if the skull in the back-
ground is any judge - ond opposite it another {1lustretion with the following inf-
ormotion on it: THE WIZARD'S ILMNTLE by Dryasdust with jllustraetions by the suthor.
Photographod by Morse, Putnoy, 5.7, This I suspected was o half-title, and thet the
fifle pege hoad tulen ® walk during the pest sixty yeers, The British Mus-um's copy,
howaver, was identical to mine, so I had to. conclude thot the volume had “nﬁn-
privately printed. 4s to who the suthor wos = even the British Musoum hed nc idesa,
and the author hed signed the cogy for the museum 'presented by tho suthor'. This
didn't holp. )

The book is s weird story #bout magiciuns ond the like, set in Spein ot the time
of the Inquisition. It wes rensrinted, in rovised form, by Thomos Burleigh in 1903
under the M.Y.Halidom byline. Prass notices in Burleight's books indiested thet it
proved quite a popular book. With quite 9 delightful emount of blocd spilled, I'm
not surprisod. -

1.Y.Helidom is quite unlikely %o prove tc be the suthor's rosl nomo, boing &n
archaic Bnglish torm moening ‘ily gu inthocd! or 'my oripes.' Ho wos obviously det-
ormined %o keap his resl identity scc-at. ~s his entire litersry output under thes?
names appearad to be woird snd fentostic fiction, I wonder if this wes o writnf of
nundone fiction who wished to prevent knowledpe of tho versitility of his imagin-
ation reaching the public. I wonder... dayvbe hy the time I gnt to the Hs, T111 know
something more.

ind that seoms %o have finished the De, However, bofcre I po on to the moiling com-
monts, thore's on~ more book I'd like to hors you with. It's not a fentasy, or aven
0 work of fiotion, but it is of interest bibliogruaphicelly. It is:

Jurgen and the Lew, edited by GUY HOLT. Rohert M. McBride & Co. 1923, 78 pogos.

Pdi%tlon limited to 1080 copieSe py,rins a bock-hunting (and fen-hunting) trip to
Bnlfast financod in pert by the British drmy, I came across 8 second=-hand bcok=~
shop on the outskirts of the town, slong with @ surprising numbor of funtasy titles
I found © whola shelf of Cabell titles (in the cordinsry aditicn, unfortunstoly).
They wore nearly all mint in dust wrapper, and I weuld heve deorly loved to plek
thom up, but I wns elready 1loaded down with beoks, ond had to lesve them. leybo some
doy I'1l purchose them through the post. Put omong them wos this interesting little
voluma, which I grabbed. Put out by the publishers of the orieinsl ~dition ¢f Jurgen,
it contains " 4 STATTIMRNT with exhibits, including the Court's Opinicn, ond the Brief
for the Defendants on Motion to Direct and acquittal.
The history of Jurgen, Cabell's most highly neclaimed nevol, is lnmown to ull roaders,

T imagine, as having been steepnd during its early yoars with court 2cticns similer
to the rows which occured over Lolita, and very similer to that now hitting tho head-
lines over dear cld Ledy Chattorley. simply, what hepponed, agecording to the prelude
to this hook was thet "Mr 'Ymltor J Kinesley, s theatrieal nress apent, sent to the
literary editor of ¢ New York newspaper - letter Airecting attention to Jomes Brench
cabell's Jurgon as a source of lewd plessure tc the scphisticated ond of menace to
the moral wni?nre of Broadway." Tha lattor, which is qucted in full in the hrok, wa'll
bo contont with quoting s pfasagn:

",,.Jurgen, which deftly and knowingly treats in thinly veiled episodes of all
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the perv.sities, sbnormalities and domn-foolishness cof sex. There is on under-cur-
rent of axtremo sensuality throughcut the book, end once th» trick of transposing
thoe key is mosterod, ona crn dip into this tepid streom on every oara."

Previuos to this comment, no one had remarked on enything but the book's valus
s literature. No one had complained of it being an obsoene publication. Vaturally,
Ur Kingsley's letter changed things. ./ithin & week, "the merry geme of discovaring
the 'key' to Jurgen wes well under way ond & pleasant, rather heated controversy
had begun.! Someone, in the end, sant a clipoing of the first letter to John S
Sumner, secretary of the Maw York Society for the Suppression of Vies, and bleated:
"Do your duty, Mr Sumner." Mr Sumner procured a werrent, end seized the plates end
all copies of the book. Tho case is token to court, where lMr Sumner prasents his
complaint, end gives a list of =erticularly lewd and obsceno pages. Thero are 83
of these luscious, drool-worthy pagos, enough to meke &ny reguler reader of the
Olympia Press putlicetions faunch for the book. after two and e helf yeers, absol-
utely ruinous to & publishaer still wanting to sell its book and meke o profit, the
case is heard, the defendnnts move for a vertict of acquittal. The trial was odj-
ourned for three days - prasumatly for the judge to read the hook hirself - ofter
which he rendared his decision osnd difeoctod the jury to bring in o verdict of wseg-
vittal. (the briof)

The moin body of thae book/follows, It is subdivied into seversl chepters, ths

hoadings to which summerise their ocontent:
I. The question presented is one of law, which the court should decide.

II. The test is the literary as distinet from the pornographic.

III. In epplying this test, all reesonable doubt should be resolved in favor
cf the book.

IV, In judging the book by the stundards sbove indieated, it must be read os a
whole, and, on thet bssis, it must be upheld even thagh it may contain
portions which would not stand the test if isolated.

((Up to this point, the chapters themsolves are merely presenting the previous
legal decisions which make this course of sction and this reasondng acceptable in
lew, It's feirly involved, and quotes ¢ number of previous judgements, otc.))

7, The bool, read as a whole, sustains the test of the law.

VI, The pusscges, to which rafersnce hes been mode in the complaint driginelly
filed in Special Sessions, sre not indecent. ((Our 83 seges contein 'em.))

VII. In conclusion.

Choptars five ond six are the most intaresting to us. Cht pter five ¢ives
the most detailed deseription ond enolysis of Jurgen you sre likely to find uny-
where. I only wish I could give the gist of it hare, hut it would be impcssible to Ju
justice to the writing except by printing the whole damn thing. 4nd it would be
difficult to justify my sotlon by roprinting a geod third of the hook as legul
oxcor pting.

Howaver, chapter six is a difforent proposition. Here I orn toke o fow examples.:

Pege 61. - Raferonce to 'the Bed' is made, But for whom? Tho bride. 4 hridal bed
is not obscene or lewd. Vide wodding march in "Lohengrin", ond the
relative chaptors in Scott's "The Bride of Lamermuir",

Poge 63. - "Had wondered if he really were the first men for whom she had put
a deceit uoon her husband", etc. If this is obscrne, thon nearly =11
currant fiction is, tc sefy nothing of the classics, ancient or modern.

Pega 80. - Jurgen is talking ctout Guemevere to hor fothar, "I ocun get justice
done me anywhers, in 21l the bed chrnmbers of the world." If this is
lawd, then we should abolish Ophelia's mad song in Hamlet. a4nyhow,
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Jurgen gces on to say (seme prge) "I only meent in o menner of speaking,
sir,"
Pages B84-6., - Jurgen tells Yolende shoe must reward him by candls licht, ete. This con-
tuins no description of any offonsive #ct. There is nothing oxpliocit.
Pago 120 - Jurgen gets into the bedrcom of the Bishop. "His eminonce is not alone,
but as both ocoupants of the aportment were asleeo, Jurgon saw nothing
unopiscopal™. If we are tc be litaral, thon let us observe thet this
passage doms not say (2) thet the other was o female; (b) that they
wore in bed together. Sterne's "Sentimental Journey" has passagas much
more explicit, ’
(furgen's sword comes under fire, description of it, alons with his staff and lance,
baing suggested by Mr Sumner ©s obscene. But eall it is is 9 mere sword, with the
name Caliburn togged onto it.The lost paragraph strikes the keynots of the csase '
for the defences '
and Ur Suilner finds obscenity of poge 142, Vhet deo we findthere? Ve find
Jurgen knealing bafore o crucifix!
And thera lat us leave the case,

4nd there ws. have it. Ridiculous, wasn't it?

One lest thing. Woy back in tho earlior nagos of this fanzine, I wes telking sbout
Cabell. I inferred that his current high stunding in cortsin circles was due to tho
furor about this book. Here's what Guy Holt head to say on the metter:

".o. There is a legend, indeed, thut the svthor of Jurgen(and of o dozen other
distinguished books) owes much of his present place in letters %o the sdvertising
whicgh Mr Sumner involunterily accorded him. But one may question thet, 4n examination
of the publishert's files seem to show that most of the expressicns of admiration for
Jurgen were repatitions of on enthusiosm 6xpressad befcre the bhook's "suppression.”
nd IT the enthusigsm and the sympethy of r Cabnll's admirers were heorteningly
ovident, the attecks of his detractors did not flag; ond en inestimeble number of
vorsons. knowing Mr Cabell's work only through the recorded opinions of Messrs. King-
sley ond Sumner, did certoinly condemn him unresd and, shuddering, berred their libr-
ory doors ogeinst him...,No, Mr Csbell owes no debt of thanks to the accusers of

Now that I've left myself with a space here, I'm wondering what to do with it. I
conld apologise for some bad dupliceting, especinlly on the top and bottom lines of
the puges. Thet, I think, would be @ Gocd Thing. Don't worry ehout the bottom line
of severul of the pages being ebout 5 milimetre short of the edpe of the peper. That
is the last lino of printing. If it doesn't connoct up to the top line of the puge
Following, it's dus to my disjointed style. sll vou're missing, in fact, is a couplo
of numbers. #What I'm missing, though, is snother matter, Helf the hair on my head,
through alteornately clawing it and that (obscanity - substitute eny passage from
Jurgen quoted above) duplicator.

I could also assure you that evorything else will bs ell-right - no more poges
will be damsged - but I won't. It wouldn't bo safe.

I could promise you theat, starting from page 22, thero will be a new typo-fece
to clog up with your eye trecks. This isn't due to gay oxpenditure on my pert, though,
but as a result of my reading the lest mailing at comp, and doing the comments on
their machine.

I could say whet will be in the next issue. There will be 9 short srticle by Sid
Birohby on Christopher Blayre. I'm hopinsg for other articles. There might also be a
lattar column, if I get some letters and if I don't lose 'eom.
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MAILING COMMENTS.
OFF TRAILS. It's alwsys nice to see your name mentioned, even though your fond dreams
of egoboo arc rudely shattered by seeing that 1f you don't shell out 7/-
by the time the meiling has agod thirty days, you'll be out. I noted this at the
beginning of the month, and promptly forgot about it. I remember my only comment
being a verbal "Bennett can Sporfarm. ' en anatomicsl impossibility".

Soon after this, I inflicted myself upon Northern Irclend for a fortnight's
holiday. On my last day in Ircland - Thursday 29th Scptomber ~ I decided to go to
the picturos in the aftornoon., A film about somc slightly tarnished pcoplc was bcing
shown which I'd been recommended, and so as not to miss so much as a single syllable
of what turned out to be a remarkably stilted dialoguc, I showed up ten minutes
ocarly. I don't know what I began thinking while I sat elonc in the cinema waiting for
the advorts to come one. It can't have becn particularly pleasant s somehow or other,
1 suddenly romembored sbout the ducss

I tried to get out of tho cincma. I explained my case in heart-broken English to
the first official looking pcrson I saw.

"You sce, it's like this. I have to got this postal order off to a friend of mine
in England. If it doesn't arrive by tomorrow, I'1l be shot."

The woman = forty~-ish with glasses, posked cap, a peculiar machine round her
waist and the figure of someonc whoggjcorscts had,dofied the lew of gravity and slip-
ped up to her chest. - hummed a bit looked pretty sympathctic on the wholc,

I smiled.®"Oh, and cen you tell us where the nearest post office isj so's I can
get a postal order?"

" She thought for a moment. "Just down the road, on your right." The road, by the
way, was Upper Newtownards Road, but a good half mile rcmoved from Obliguc Housc.

"Vill you stop me if I tricd to return to watch the programme.," This to assurc
her thet I wasn't one of the Teds who make 2 habit of walking in for nothing through
the back entrance to the toilet.

"Oh, I won't mind at 2l1l. I only just popped in to spend & penny. And now, 1f
you'll excuse mc, the bus is waiting."

The ncxt person I tried looked as though he might have been the wsnager in better
days. Ho wore an ear trumpct, and sccmed to swey to the rhythm of the old-timo
piano accompaniment to Charlic Cheplin films,

Eventually, I got through to him. "It's these gosh-langed sound pictures. My
hearing hasn't been thc same since." he apologiscd.

He turncd out to be the manager allright - my instinct for dctecting members of
the ruling class is unboatable ~ sn with somc reulctence, sllowed me to-depart and
return without having to pay a second timc.

"I definitely didn't went to miss thet film," I panted, after having made it to
the pust office, bought a postal order, scribbled a short note explaining things
to Bennett, scaled the envelope, stamped it, and returned to the cincma in the
failrly reasonable time of one minute twenty-four seconds,

"0i." he sard. "And it's the Irish Premiecre showing, too," he added, proudly.

And he hed e right to be proud, too., Chaplin's THE GOLD RUSH is a classic.

RANDOM Buckmasters. The cover is ATom at his best =~ 'and proving that the stencil
is as pgood a medium for origihel artwork as any o=nvas, board

or paper. Once the techniques have been mastered, therc's no stopping ono until

the photographic quelity of a rcecent illo . of Nikki in ﬁgé is reached. The style

is Pinley-ish, and mekes mec wonder whrt he'd do with a fanzine ocover.



AMBLE, Mercer, For the past hour or so, while I was hacking out an earlier version
of this page twenty-three, I've been trying to sort out some thoughts

which at first I thought had been fully composed, but on beginning to transfer to
stencil turned out to Dbe sn unfinished symphony. They were to do with mailing com~-
mehts, as an intcnded continuation of your rcmarks.on the subject. I'm not completely
convinced that the points I made there were completely valid = but they scem, on
re~reading them, an attempted Jjustaification of my dislike of a zine which consists
of nothing but meiling comments.

It scems my strongest srgument in favour of this dislike was subjective, and
that T wrote it at first from an objective angle. In other words, I tried to make
out that what I felt, you would all fecl. This is what I ssid, for what 1t's worth:

"...a .s01id diet of mailang comments in an APA would be exactly the same as
getting e fanzine consisting purely of comments on the last 1ssue. This last issue
may have been publisncd several months ago. You will probsbly have forgotten what
was in 1t ~ what was szid - the way 1t wss said., In OliP., you are guarantecd a
three month period between moilings. This is enough for any active fan who 1s rec-
eiving numerous publications to forget much of whst was in the previous mailing.
The time comes for him to read the next mniling, snl when he comes to the varilous
batches of mailing comments, it probably requiries his weding with difficulty through
several zines bofore he has re-orientated himself with the contents of thet long-lost
mailing. It will be e struggle to read them cssily - they'll be hard to digest. Few
writers posscss the hoppy knack of producing mailing comments which can be rcad es
tnits without the ncecd the refer desperately back to the origineal meterisl insparing
the keys of his typer. There'll be a tendency tu skim the comments, and probsbly
miss much of what wes seid." '

The above peragraph applies to yours truly. I wonder if it applies to anyone else
in OMPA, or em I & misfit?

Tdon't think so, when I sce so often the comment: "No Comment" placed against
the title of a zine. It doesn't require much effort on the part of my admittedly
cock-eyed imagination to visualise twenty zines in OMP4 all 100 percent mailing
comments, having run out of comments on the comments, having run ceveything into the
ground, snd forced to repeat, every time: "No Comment."

These are merely a few stray thoughts, snd I hope they'll be treated as such.
I'm beginning to reslise that the subject of mailing comments nceeds a far fuller
treatment. dnalysing them would form a good research project for an advanced dcoree
in Literature - they must be unique in literaturc.

GRIFFIN. Spencer. Here's a fanzine which I said to myself on storting it: "I will
finl plenty to comment on herc." I found, however, ss I went through whet turned
out to be my favourite OliPAzine this time, thatutherc was very little to comment on.
It's 2lmost an ideol OMF.azine, to tho degree limited by its format ~ columnising
on cvery subject under the sun in a highly resdable style. But commenting - ugh.
- Your cxperiences with the vagsries of the Post Oifice point out to me the
tundamental similarity between the imericen and the English spceies. The average
post offie clerk in historic old Enzlond secms to have little idee of his job.
Some Jday, he- 11 be challenged on this very point. I wouldn't be surprised if he
aduits - sfter consultation with the neerest Trode Union representative, of course =
thet he is only trained in plscing the "FOSITION CLOSED" notice in the sppropriate
palce as soon as he sees a customer coming. 4t lesst one servent of the public
is st1ll under the impression that you can 't register book post parccls. another
ONBosse

#nother London fen-ed - liike licorcock, I believe - wanted to send off some copics
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of his current brein-child to fandom st large. You know that the usual fannish way
for sending fonzines in envelopes is to stick 'em inside and tuck the flap in?
The post office Mike took them to. would have none of this. They insisted that 1e
use vhe officiel little metal fastemers., Obliging ss always, Mike complied with this
requirement, but mede the fetsl mistake of taking the envelopes to another post-
office, Naturally, they decided the metal things mede it letter post, and, therefore,
to be sent at letter-rate...

liaybe that second post office belonged fo another countrys.s.

Besutiful duplication, s fine cover - I m sorry to hesr GRIFFIN will bec s long
time to come this way agsin.

CYRRILLE. Evens. From page 12, quite out of context, I 1ift the phrase: "before

the war". Tronsleting English money into Americon gives me no
trouble. Deciding that suspenders src¢ the same as our braces was probably the first
decision I cver mad¢ in my life. Equating clevators with 1ifts was the second. But
one single phrase "beforc the war" mskes me think cerefully end carefully end csref-
ully...

Beforc which war?

The American or the English World Wer II?

We in Englsnd reckon the Golden Age of Astounding was during the early wer years.
Te, 1940 to 1942. The americsns refer to those fabulous issues where Heinlein falled
the pages as completely as Silverberg does nowsdays as pre~war issues. And when I
come across an American fan raving over pre-war istoundings,+I immedistely think of
Salioskowitz and Senses of Wonder before reslising that it is the early forties he's
referring to.

At least, though, the war stopped the same day for us both. It's the Germons
2nd Japanese who heve it complicated, with VE and VJ deys. I can see a Japanese
ordering a post-war Astounding from e Germsn end then suing him because he gets
a war~time issue,.

BURGESS 'S LIGHTS. Burgess. The reprinted materisl I found was very interesting.

The first article, by Moskowitz, I couldn't think up
anything to sey, but John Burke's reply brought up one or two points, which, com-
bined with Mike Rosenblum's remsrks, meke me suggest thet British fanlom has dev-
eloped in some respects, but not in others.

I get the imprecssion that before the wer, mothods of obtoining zincs were lim=-
ited to subscriptions. Trading did not seem to be as acceptable as it is, zdnerally
speaking, today. And obtaining zines in exchange for a lettcr of comment - and not
neccssarily a letter in every issue ~ scems to have been unheard-of'.

Yet America still seems to have the multitude of fourth-rate fanzines, whcreas
England rarely produces s very bed zine, American fans are generally tcenagers.
English fans are older.

Brisn - you mentioned more than once having in mind the project of brainging this
series of articles, sll reprinted from New Worlds fanzine, up to dste. You have a
wonderful subject - and I hope you can pet those srticles bringing it up to dsto,
and comparing the two periods.

paraFANalia. Burns. I must start sorting through the wads of o0ld stories I secribbled
in the dsys when I didn't have OMEA on which to dump my literary
endeavours, The first : story I ever wrote was in sn old exercise book - and,
oddly enough - so was the last. This last wss the one I was telling you about nesr the
beginning of this Eye Tracks. But back to the first. Indoubt if I could find it now -
and it may ncver heve been finished. This usually happened to my stories. They star-
2h.
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ted on & weve on enthusiasm and petered out in an addy .of disinterest and wesriness.
This one, I'm sure, couplied with - or, as 1t was the first, set - the general patte-
ro. It was written when I lived at Crswly, currently a new town half woy Between
London and Briphton. I was only a kid at the timec - the same age a8 you, Bruce - and
1t was during a trip to Brighton on my bike that I dresmed up this heroic tale of
science-fiction. It had a volesno off tha end of Brighton Pier, which I called, with
remarkable originality, Braghton Rock, plenty of villisns, who spent most of their
time chesing thc hero (me) about in the latest snd most up-to-date armourcd bicycles.
(I fancied mysclf as a speed~-king at the time, and wrote some memorable - so I thought
at the time =~ sequences meking the thrills of s Grsnd Prix look like butterfly humting
on a summer's day.) I think there were somc pretty decent pre-historfic monsters
floating about. Apert from that, I'm plessed to be sble to say that I remcmber
nothing further.

Wish you'd finish that serial off, preferably in one issue. Even pro-megs some-
times fold in the middle of a2 serial, how, as you can guess, I'm 8 little afraid
there 1s a minute possibility a» fonzine might do the seme.

FHENOTYPE. Eney. Interesting convention report - but not another serial??? The Laney
article puzzles me by 1ts presence. When over at John Berry's a

few weeks ago, I was fortunste enough to be able to get some SAFSzines off him,

Amongst thesc was s recent SPACEWARP with this selfsame erticle in it. I'm possibly

the individual who worrics least sbout things, just takes them ot their face value,

but finling this here, reslly puzzled me. lt's an exccllont idea, though, whatover

the reason, and I'm glad to see it in OliFA.

—— ——— L - L R S —

This secms to be sbout the enl of a rather truncated list of zines commented on. I'm
sorry-so many of you have looked in vain for your egoboo here, but I don't seem to
have got the hang of the commenting business yet - and there I wos talking =2bout the
subject as though I wes the oldest hack in the business! The rest of the moiling I
enjoyed very much, and was appreciated 2 1ot more than the impression these few
malling comments gives.

There's a fairly good chance .of another issue in the next mailing. usnd that's
about oll, except to apologise for the lousy duplicating, snd hope it won't happen
again.

On the back page, I've given a list of the first lines of each pagcé. That should
help in translating the ink smudges.

By the way, Lady Chatterly's Lover 1s grabbing a couple of pages everyday in the
b1z newspapers over here. If the result of the trial is announced before next Saturday,
when I run these last fow pages off, I'li insert it nerc. The cvidence for the
defence appears quite strong.

After the jury srent & good number of extremely fascinsting hours resding Lady
Chat in the seclusion of tha jury room, ond a large number of 'expert witnesses!
(which ihcluded the 1like of bishops = HF'S in troutle with the srch pishop, by the
way, for saying that every Christian should read the hock - school teuchears, etc)
pave evidence for the dafence. The prosecution herdly ssid o word. The upshot wes
that Ledy Chat wen it c@se - thus psving the wey, incidertly, to the finel acceptence
of such benned books as TROPIC OF CaNCFR aud TROPIC OF (.PRICORN. Meenwhile, I'm
off tha Charing Cross Roed to »nick up a copy...
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5: serious trouble, For that rooson, none cf you ere to osk us whore
¢ there was more. Lots moro." I decided thet the lads hed had long enough, now.

5: provided that our kit was rerdy for the Hondey inspection. One or two of us were
mary led
6: smell, .4 vory hospitally smell - oné very familinr to me, though for the moment

7: Tha nature of the particular ensesthetic he had decided to get his kicks from -

8: was sleaning quite peacefully: no trouble from him. T found, the wcrk finished,
th-t
9: other novel published the scme time and in the some format, Fortunrtelv, though,

10: good copy of the first British cdition of Verne's FROM THF TARTH TO THET MOQN. This
11: if you just want to rend e fantasy story, it's best to leave such cases ¢ 1one, but
12: contrcl of my destiny, I shell only be serving eighteen months, But don't tell *he

L]
18+ Their science-fentesy - which, being senerally cf a semsaticnol nsture, the publ-

PN

14: tho nverage. Mills #nd Boon - 2lmost hundred parcent love rcmences - tut with the
15: his frustreted, bullied and brow-boaton employees - several of whoem ero sent down

16: Locke here agein, I munoged to dip up on axtre copy of The Confectioners, If sny-
body
17: the some *s tho first, It's the last twc theot interest us e or, at least, inter-
- asted
18: that feir land tc the greund, and thn setting up of the llowld's Plecsoune~ in its

19: interested, say so in your letter of comment, snd I'11l dig the informetion un for

the :
20:/pervarsitics, shnermelitios end damn-foolishness of sex. There is 2an under-cur-

21: Jurgen roas cn to say (same peze) "I only meont it in ¢ menner of
spoaking,
22; MAuILING COMMRYTS .

23: LI'BIE. Mercer, Fcr the past hour or sc, while T was hocking out an rerlior version
24: of his ourrent broin ohild to fandor at lerres You know th:t the wsued) fonnish way
25: ted on a wave of enthusiasm 2nd -etered cut in on-eddy of disinterest ond wearin-
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