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A HRADTNA_TRSS FNTTORTAT , RHEWRRED TO ON THR
CmeTS PAGE ASOOOQOOOODOOQOCOCOQO

BRIAN'S BIT

I sit here, faced with a chicken salad, two bottles of ale, an Olivetta 4C
electric typer, and scarcely a thing about which to prattle. The whole trouble
is that I have messed about for the last few weeks, knowing full well that the
collating party was approaching, but done nothing about getting this editorial
written. As I hack this out there are exactly 32 hours to go, and I have yet
to run off the last six stencils, not to mention writing something on three
of them, :

Running off the last six presents a problem, insofar as ast night this
firm I work for did the dirty on us. Y'see, using the spare duper was okay,
as long as we stuck to it and left the main one alone. Fair enough. But this
company believes in a dreaded document called "THE LEASE", which, as anyone
with one iota of sense will tell you, is just bloody silly. Considering the
useful life of most business machines, and the fact that you have to sort out
a seperate maintenance contract, it becomes obvious that buying the machine
outright is the best policy. Obvious, that is, to anyone except the people
I work for. Let me give you an cxample:

The Anita LS1 1011 calculator which is sitting on the other side of the
desk costs about £4 a month to hire, and has a life of, say, 4 years before
it becomes obsolete. That makes hiring it for that period something like
£192; plus the maintenance contract. Buying it outright costs £115. Yet we
had the greatest difficulty in persuading the management to buy it. The same
thing applies to dupers. I was told that the lease on the main duper had
about a month to run, and that they would not replace it with a new one, but
use instead the older machine that I've been using, This got me really pissed
off, but my complaints fell upon deaf ears. Last night I trekked over to the
other side of the offices and.......you guessed it.....the spare duper had
vanished. Where was it? Where else...in the general office, having been
translated thither to become the main (in fact, the only) duper. No warning,
no nothing ~ they just shifted it quietly, probably hoping I'd say not a word.
They are about to learn the opposite, When the Asszistant Company Secretary
gets back from lunch I'll.......well, I worked with him for three years so
I'm allowed to swear at him,

S0 yet again we are forced to rely on the good nature of Pete Presford
to save our lives. Assuming I finish this by then, I'll be round at his
place this evening. licking his boots (yeeachhh), saying nice things about
his zines, and promising faithfully notto attack Anita. But by the time No.
8 hits the market we'll have our own machine, I promise., Er...can any of
you lend us the cash to buy i1t??? - '
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I'm pretty sure that Skelton hasn't done a "Coming Next Issue™ anywhere in
here;, so I'll mention a thing or two. First}ly the cover, if it's ready in time.
When at school, one of my best friends was a lad called Brent Duttson. When we
were in the forth year his parents upped and emigrated with the whole family,
leaving a nasty gap in our basket-ball team. Now, however, Brent has returned,
deciding that he can't do without his old friends, Always good in the art class
he has now turned his attention to scrious things, like doing art for fanzines.
I know that he has already given Presford a cover, and the next one is for us.
He tells me that he's having difficulty with it, and after seeing the half-fin-
ished thing I agree withhim entirely, Still, he's got another thrce months to
sort out the problem. Next ish there is also the possibility of a controversial
piece by Chuck Partington. At least, it's been promised, so I'll just have to
keep the whip handy for the next month or so.

Talking of Gannets (which I wasn't, but there is one below this) we had
another visit from Ian Williams. Over here for a wedding in Warrington, he
got in touch with with Presford and it was decided to pick him up and bring
him back in this direction. So, disgustingly early one disgustingly rainy a.m.
iNeeo€ress.0ctober, I think.oeogPete and I set out in the van to collect him,
We found him on
the bridge over

the Ship Cana} - et
on the A49 & i L(\ﬁ NN LEKT i
hurriedly bun- P
gled him into ‘ CHoAE Ok Tk

the back, I

be ng too lou~
sy to let him
ride up front.
On the way back
the Presford
motoring bug
struck again ,
when a tyre gave
up the ghost on
the motorway$!!
Fortunately we
were only doing
about 35, and
Pete was able to
stop safely. He
changed the tyre
easily enough,
but was annoyed
at Williams and
myself who ins-
igsted on taking
photographs of
him working., Well
what do you ex-
pect us to do in
circumstances
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like that??? Anyway, we eventually arrived at Pete's
place, and were treated to some of Anita's excellent
coffee. ©She put milk in mine, which is unforgivable,
"but as white coffee it was okay, Skel and Cas arrived
around three o%clock, and oncc more Williams was
astonished to find that we Manchester and Stockport
fen just refuse to talk s.f. when we have a mesting
of any sort. Apart from a hilarious phone call
from Chuck Partington, the evening passed off qui-
ctly enough, though we finished with sore throats
from the amount of talking we did. Thwarted in his
intention to catch the last train, Williams left
next morning, with a promise to extort some art-
work from Harry Bell for us. Turn back a page
and you'll sec that he suecceeded.

Those of us who made it to Novacon enjoyed
themselves very much. Kevin Hall and I travell-
ed down with Pete in the trusty old van, giving a
1lift to a young lady of Kevin's aquaintancc., Very nice
~ too!!! I can't say a thing about the majority of the
programme items, as we all gave them a wide berth. Except
of course for the auctions, which were great fun. Dear old Gray
Boak took care of one of them, and it was suitably hilarious,
especially when a certain zine (the namc of which I'll laave out
for fear of annoying it's editor) had to be removed from a pile of
fanzines befoee they could be sold. The other programme item +that we
saw was the film "Marooned". I emphasise the word Baw as we couldn't hear a
damned thing that happened, being sat next to Fred Hemmings, who would insist
on punciuating the action every few seconds with the most unbelievably inane
remarks. Now I'm willing to admit that the film is badly flawed, but when I sit
down to watch it I want to do soin peace without someone bellecking down me
wackle. Hemmings take note - next year you wear a gag!

By now you are probably wondering about the illo up there. Well, it was
like this. Dear ol' Kevin had never seen her, never even heard of her, and
when we told him who she was he asked...."Which of these assembled femfen is
she?" Presford pointed her out. I needn't say more, except to apologise to
the management of the hotel for the foam which ruined the carpet. Poor lad -
last time I saw him he still hadn't recovered. But the best thing about Nova-
con was something that couldn't be photographed, it happened so fast. Kevin
either did something or said something to Chuck, and ran., Chuck followed, by
leaping over the chair - almost. SPLAT§i$18f! Spread-eagled face down on the
bar floor., I've never seen anyone bring him down so fast and so thoroughly,
though it nearly cost Kev a broken neck when Chuck caught him.

Which brings this page to an end. Last thing to mention is an apology
to Jan Jansen for not including a review of his zine in the OMPAcomments., We
simply forgot it until it was too late and we'd used up all the space, Skel
said that he intends to post it off to him, which is a kind thought. My only
worry know that this issue is finished is saving the cash for that duper we
have to buy. Likeé....€r.o.shit?!
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"Hello, 1452."

"Who?"

"Could you speak up?"

"Home for unmarried Fan Editqrs. "

"Oh, it's you is it?"

"He's in the bath,"

"No he hasn't got a rubber duck," (Untrue)
"0.K., I'11l tell him if he surfaces." '

The foolish person this time was none other than that multi-coloured Zappa
lover and perveyor of honey in phone boxes, Dave BrittoNe.ece...

After putting my periscope away then drying myself, I hastened downstairs
to phone Dave back, after many tries I finally got through. That guy wont ac-
cept reverse charges, g

Things it seemed were very des-
verate, Britton was suffering from a
leak, every time he went into the kit-
chen water covered the floor; I
should of course hasten to add that
the water on the floor was nothing
to do with the physical attributes
of Dave himself,

It was merely the fact that his
Immersion Heater was leaking., Not
wishing to venture into the untamed
heights of Blackley by myself I
phoned Bri Robinson, who foolishly
agreed to go with me.

I saw that this trip could serve
another purpose, namely the posting
of artwork for electro stencilling at
Biro's much praised N.F.M.C.U. Ltd,
Once again the A to Z of Manchester
played no mean part in this, how man
ever landed on the Moon never ceases
to amaze me, The street on which the S
above firm was situated was a typical Newcastle byway. Tarred? No, Cobbled?
No; just plain good old fashioned dirt. :

N.F.M.C.U. Ltd. proved to be the first house, or it could have been the
last, We hesitated to get out of the paddy wagon, such was the scene., We
waited a little while but no I.R.A. bombers or gunmen appeared. Telling Biro
to wait in the wagon, I removed myself from its metal shell and bravely
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knocked upon the door with the shin bone provided.

Footsteps echoed upon the floor within, I loeked up at the bullet scar-
red windows and stepped back, ready.

I was looking up the street when the door opened;

"Yes." said a silk smooth voice, I knew it couldn't be Robinson so I
turned around. You have heard about that sagging jaw, well folks mine did.

She stood there the fairest of dusky beauties(!), slim legs, flared
yellow dress set upon gentle swelling hips, a blue halter top, that spelt in-
stant sex appeal., One wonders sometimes what the good things in life are and
sometimes you just know, Handing the artwork over I turned to leave, but
so$ehow Biro had escaped from the wagon and prostrated himself across the bon-
net,

"Can you manage?" He mttered thick tounged.

Such was his dedication to helping me that I had great difficulty getting him
back in that van, one could say he had to be softened up a little,

My driving from that point onwards, until we reached Dave's was to say
the least, weaving., So it goes.

Dave welcomed us with open arms, he's like that you know, I don't mind
but there was no need for Biro to kiss him on both cheeks., Dave led us into
the kitchen and pointed to the wet floor, "Well!" he said, "Dave'" I answered
"Your right, it's leaking," I then wandered into the front room and looked
at Dave's excellent collection of books with Biro.

"Brew up Dave while you're in there." I shouted.

"Pwo sugars please,” echoed Biro.

A few minutes later a slightly bemused
Britton drifted in., ‘'Ere, what about"
he started to say. I will see to that
in due course worrying one,'" I cut in.
A couple of hours later and several
cups of Dave's excellent coffee, too
much talk was brought to an end with
Dave bringing out standard issue WIMPY
wellies. Such was the water.

Well I suppose all good things
must come to an end., The first logical
step was to turn the water offy finding
the tap was easy, but turning it off
was an entirely different matter.

Reaching down with my trusty left
hwd I tumedﬂ.'OOOIOSNAPDQOQO..0..’.0
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THERE WAS THIS APPLE TREE IN OUR GARDEN, SEE, and it had been there for
thirty years. Some twenty feet tall it was, from the base of its gnarled and
mossy trunk to the topmost branch. It stood bang in the centre of our lawn,
leering balefully at the Ash, Cypress and Cherry trees in neighbouring gar-
dens, striving to reach the same heights as these giants of the forest. In a
Wway, it was a bit of a distinction for us, this apple tree, because they al-
ways say that apple trees are dwarfs, tiny little things. And ours wasn't,

This situation would have been very fine, were it not for one thing. Reg-
ularly, twice a year, the apple tree would interfere with our radio aerial.
In the Spring, as it grew up, the branches of the tree would rub againtst the
bottom of the aerial. We would hook the branches over the top, but in the Aut-
umn, as the apples grew, the branches would bend back down again, interfering
once again with the perfect reception we consider we have a right to enjoy.
They weren't even very nice apples, either, and by the time we got to eat any
of them the birds ahd already eaten their fill, in any case,

We had talked for years, my mother and I, about getting rid of this tree.
I was never very keen on the idea myself, Cutting down a tree always seemed
too much like mamual labour, an activity which is only acceptable if you hap-
pen to be a member of a chain gang or Tarzan. But when the interference on
the radio reached such a level that I was forced to miss a programme on sci-
ence fiction earlier this year, I decided it was time to take action, even if
it did mean using my muscle-power,

A thorough search of our shed revealed a small saw and a little chopper.
Armed with these, I set out to deal with the tree. The bottom branches were
mainly thin and I was able to make short work of these. Every so often a
crackling sound gave notice that yet another branch was severed, and the adren-
alin flowed thick and fast in my body as the pile of dead wood at my feet gree
higher and higher. I could even feel my biceps developing.

It was after the bottom branches had already been chopped off that the
snags started to appear., I found that standing on the ground, I was not tall
enough to reach the really high branches., So I decided to use a step~ladder
to get at these., It was only a small thing, some four feet high in all, and
I felt I didn't stand much chance of falling off. (I am a coward, through and
through). At least I hoped I didn't stand much chance of falling off!

So off came some more branches. I made a nice pile of them down at the
bottom of the garden, just where they would annoy the neighbours most. "What
are we going to do with them?" asked my mother. "You surely can't leave them
there - we'll have to chop them up and get rid of them. The dustmen will nev-
er take them as they are now."

I personally didn't see why they shouldn't stay there till they rotted
away, I suggested that we bury them, planning to carve my initials on each
branch before interment, for the delight of any future palaeontologist. This
idea met with scorn, but I continued chopping off more and more of the remain-
branches, The pile grew higher.........and higher,.cceecececcocsse
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heard to utter words such as "This mess! Awful! Terrible!" whilst gestur-
ing at the pile, though those on the other side were more tolerant. I sus-
pect they thought it at least a slight improvement on the ugly tree in full
bloom. The trunk of the apple tree, together with its one remaining branch
ghows no signs of dying yet, however. I believe it's even thriving. So much
for any thoughts I had of killing a living creature, Even the ants and aph-
ides haven't left it, ‘

I guess I'11 just leave it now. I've completely lost interest in the
idea of doing any more axe work, and my mother isn't interested. Provided,
of course, that it doesn't die from the numerous diseases living in it's un-
healthy bark, the tree will probably grow more branches and live for another
© %hirty years. Good bloody luck to it.

So there it is. The story of a failed executioner, told here for the
first time. I must admit that while doing the job my main thought was that
I'd be killing the thing off entirely - a bloody notion, I will agree, but one
nevertheless not without logicality. But in fact, far from ending life, I
have nurtured new growth, Not only does the remainder of the tree look like
continuing, but when I looked at the pile of debris last week a wasps'! nest
appeared to be there,

Oh well, See you again in 2002, you DAMN tree,
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ol This is HELL 7, proving once again that good things X%
#* come in sevens and stilling the cry that they didn't %%

¥%* come in issues one to six, that's for sure. HELL 7 ¥
is published, in it's entirity, only through that
%% organisation known, for it's perversions, as OMPA. ¥
¥%¥ This issue will be distributed through the sixty- ¥}
3 eighth mailing of said association but a somewhat ¥
1 abridged version, lacking the mailing comments will *¥*
¥t be generally available by way of LoC & 3p stampe.... X%
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¥ any other equally fannish activity. In the unlikely
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good poetry or stop using it altogether, I know everyone has a cross to

bear and HELL'S cross wasS.....you've guessed it.....'At The Sign Of The Cruc-
ified Gannet”. Great title, great illo, great finish, but oh what a mess in
the middle.

@@@What do ya mean, "great illo"? There were
two Of them.ooccnncoooaoonoocoonoctooooooo-@@

When it comes to Cas's article I am afraid that it's time for some hard
hitting, below the belt, scathing criticism, IT WAS TOO SHORT (as the actress
8aid tOeeeeesessy, DUt that's a different story). I started to read it only
to find that it finished just when it should have widened from an introduction
to an article. Apart from that it was amusing. The interdelineations were
funny, Some were downright disgusting (if you have a Cas-type mind, which I
have), but please, if you use the idea again, don't stlck them in the middle
of things. OK ?

@@@Most of the interdelineations were meant to
be downright disgusting, but unless you know

the level of depravity of the crowd that made
them, then you wouldn't always find the right
meaning., I think you can take it as a general
rule that if you don't understand anything in
HELL, look for the dirty meaning, It'll be in

there SOMEWheTC.eseeseorcscecsescsscssocss L@
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JOHN PIGGOTT Jesus College, Cambridge, CB5 8BL.

I turned to page twenty-five of HELL 6 and saw the legend,
"The Fanzine Of Alternatives", I chose the second alternative and threw the
thing away.....which is why you aren't getting a longer LoC from me this time

-o....o.-oo....-.................cheersl

FHHHE Ho K% KHHXKX¥
¥RRA¥ ¥ HK K%
*% ¥k *¥X KK *% K%
FRHHAH KX *¥k¥
FHe KN K% %

DAVE ROWE 8 Park Drive, Wickford, Essex.

' Right you cowards, this is a prompt letter, if you're as good as
your word put it first and be dammed (although you probably are, already)

Not you Cas, I never insult a lady, and you can put that rolling pin down gg
you can't possibly throw it all the way from Stockport to Wick....ee...00000@!

For once we actually agree, Ring out the joy-bells! Flutter the
flags! Sound the trumpets! Hand 'round the booze! Stop that Skel, she's

" supposed to be typing. Yes, I do agree. Let's have a Skelton Memorial Award

and a Robinson Memorial award, and the sooner the better! Although I'm sur-
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prised at you admitting to a finite lifetime, illusions of immortality is
surely a free extra that comes with every paranoic editorship.

All for now I feel, apart from evil laughter as the non-pubbing of my
last LoC and the pubbing of another in LURK 3 begins the score. One up to me
gentlemen, if I'm not too far mistaken, Please credit those illo's I did you
to Dowth De Tromp, I'm disowning all rushed artwork and just about packing
that side of the game in,

@a@Sorry about those illo credits Dave, but we
Just don't hang around when it comes to getting
stufféd electro'd and run off,......and you did
sign 'em, you know.,.........gnyway what is all
this 'rushed' crap? 7You seemed to spend nearly
all night on them. Didn't we have to be re-
introduced the following morning? With refer-
ence to your last paragraph, Dave, I am not,
repeat NOT going to drag something on which or-
iginated way back with HELL 1 (indirectly) and
more directly, with HELL 3. Shit Dave, that
was a year ago and it just isn't worth it...QQQ@

%

X
fopk

%k | kk

sk ok sk sk
*

sk " skok

ok Kk

JOHN PIGGOTT Jesus College, Cambridge, CB5 8BL. (Still).

esssesesseand having writ, I lifted HELL 6 out of it's resting
place and read the rest of it, An improvement on previous issues, I think,
Even the OMPAreviews and the Skeletorial (or whatever he calls it) were read-
ablesseascees Or maybe it's just me growing old, I'd like to endorse what Cy
says about OMPAreviews, Now that you're only talking about the larger ones,
(i.e. the ones that might conceivably be of interest to the outsider) and
since HELL has an appreciable circulation outside OMPA, why not run the kind
of fanzine reviews one finds in FOULER or THE TURNING WORM, he added modestly.
I've already set out reasons why I won't join, in various places, and reviews
such as I've described above would be of interest both to OMPA members and to

outsiders,

(((See announcement elsewhere re. OMPA reviews:

as for the resteccececssesWelre
thinking on it.)))

Dear me, Pete Colley
sounds a very nasty little
boy. His criticisms of

P s HELL are fairly severe,
"ﬁc;:“‘gfiffi but he appears to lack the
o ; ability to be really foul.
Ne're mind, Pete, keep it
up and I'm sure fandom will
come to know you as lovely
in the end.

“Loow, corse?, Frss oes M
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(((He has good reason to be merely part-nasty -
I live only five minutes away. As for that

last statement of yours.....well, I can't speak
for fandom but his end is the last part of him
that T'd consider lovely.,.or even consider!)))

My interest in such subjects as the immortal Djingle Djangle is minimal,
I'1l say no more about it here except that I thought eight pages was a little
long, although it's well-enough written. More to my taste was the Williams
epic, I've seen him write better, but it was about fans and fandom and
therefore interesting anyway, Now if there was only a fan group in Cambridge
I could produce brilliant stuff like this.eeeess I get the feeling that this
LoC's a little shallow, I regret this but with four tripox questions to do
sometime today I'm not really in the prescribed mood for thinking,

(((I could say summat there!! We implored Mike
to keep part four of 'TSOTJG' within reasonable
limits, and he obliged. In answer to comments
made by others, about anyone interested in Jazz
already being acquainted with the substance of
Mike's article, I ought to say that I've been
a jazz fiend for years, but knew very little of
the detail behind the musicians., It surely is
enough to like the music, I therefore enjoyed
the article muchly ~ so why shouldn't elsebody?
A shallow LoC perhaps, but then, you're busy
thinking about the second part of your own saga
aren't you??????2?77727729927927227222727772%)))
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MIKE (Roneo, Roneo, Wherefore Art Thou, Roneo?) MEARA 5 Kedleston Rd., Derby.

The subject of the slightly modified quotation above is, of
course, our new old Roneo 750 duper which we purchased whilst in London., It
arrived mid-October after some delay, and is currently doing a good job of
blocking up the hallway. We bought a different colour drum with it, so LURK
4 may be in glorious Technicolor®,

(((Our experiences recently have been marked
with a singular lack of success where dupers
are concerned, The one I use at work is over-
inking profusely, as is the spare, so at the
time of typing this we're counting on Presford
to save the day, Skelton noticed an ad in some
local rag for an electric, going at £35.0C inc-
luding a load of supplies, and we arranged a
demo, but the chappie so0ld the damn thing be~
fore we got that far. Bloody good Job too, I
spent most of the £17.50 (my share) on a new
lens three (iiiﬁffa before. o0 cvsessernsecervnne ) ) )
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A few general comments. Artwork was of a high standard, with Joan show-
ing up particularly well. I especially liked the phoenix on p. 14, However,
you've boobed once again with the cover, which is not only irrelevant, but
also badly drawn - the cloaked figure has no detail at all, and the whole
thing should have been lithoed anyway. Some of the duplication was a bit
rough, notably page five, and the Jeeves on page forty was a complete waste
of time. Both covers were spoiled by faintness along the right-hand edges
looks 1like your duper could do with an overhaul.

(((Sounds as though that's directed at me,
though it was Skelton who ran it off, Not his
“fault - he's inexperiencedsec....and what's all

this natter about litho - you think maybe we're
made of money‘?'??‘?‘?'?‘?‘?‘?‘?‘??‘?‘??‘?‘?‘?‘?'?'?‘?'?‘?'?‘?'?'?‘?'?‘?)))

oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

Well done! You win this year's award for the Contents Page Using Boxes
But Still Looking Good. What I didn't care for was this random mixture of
paper colours, which looks even worse than all white. Why not try a bit of
colour-coding? It may not be possible to stick strictly to it, but at least
it's better than nothing, and certainly better than your present system.

(((What system? Actually, with the things we
are hoping to do in the future, colour-coding
should be reasonably easy to achieve in the
main, but we are somewhat restricted in respect
of what paper we can get when, as I'm sure you
will understa.nd...................a.........)))

T like the idea of one editorial at each end of the zine, I think Skel
came across better, mainly because of the way in which he expanded a small
incident like forgetting the keys into two and a half pages of entertainment,
reminded me of the talent of the columnists in zines of old - not seen often
these days. On the other hand, 'Back Chat' seemed rather bitty, though at
least it's possible to distinguish between your writing styles, despite my
embarrassing boob last time,

(((I tried to cover several things, ol' mate,
Which is prObably Why"..................'..)))

Good mailing comments once more, though I suspect Brian's motives in in-
cluding ISEULT 2, a non-OMPAzine, were just so he could pull it to pieces.
Naughty, naughty!! Thanks for voting LURK best zine, though you really mean
tbest zine other than HELL', don't you? Funny - we think that HELL is the
best zine other than TURK. -

@@@0K, so I'm only stencilling this, but any
more of this mutual bumming-up and I think I
just might puke, which would gum up the typer
and might affect the repro of the stencil...@@@

(((Michael, friend, do you honestly mean to say

that you tnink I'm nasty like that? Xeallyllll
What happened was that we had heard rumours that
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century Mary Reed (Legg).

Oh, I see., &kel's the one who used not to be married to Cas, but now is.
Robbo's the one who also used not to be married to Cas, but is now married to
Skel - or have I got that right? I know - let's start from the other end.

Cas is the one who is now married, Skel is the one to whom she used not to be
married. Robbo is the other one, to whom she used to be also not married
(simltaneously, what's more). I wonder if the other seventeen floors are as
bad??? Anyway, please accept Beryl's and my heartiest good wishes for the new
set-Upee....sWhatever it is.

I hate to say it, but HELL seems to be going slowly downhill, The per-
sonal bits are the best -~ including Cas's own column, Sometimes I wonder what
she wants you lot around for anyway,

Actually my favourite spot was the bit about the doctor who took one look
and muttered "Antibitoics". That I'd love to have heard! What have the poor
bitoics done to produce such a fervent opposition movement, anyway?

@@aGlad to see you've finally worked out the
set-up. The best thing about getting married
was the time when young Deborah dashed with us
into a crowded 1ift, shouting "Mummy's getting
Married", whilst Cas and I tried vainly not to
burst out laughing at the obvious misinter-
pretation that everyone would make. You
shouldn't have said that about Cas's column,
She sits waiting for the postman every day now
in case he brings notification that she's been
awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature......@0@0
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TERRY JEEVES 230 Bannerdale Road, Sheffield, S11 9FE.,

Re your book banning query.,...l didn't ban anything my off-
spring read, but I did ban reading after 'lights out'....and found that they
would try it on all the same,.....50 I presume that the same would apply to
reading material banned elsewhere,

I'm interested in your zine graph.......what are you plotting
along the axiis??? Zine/Egoboo attained, Zine/pages per issue, or what?

@@aWell, Brian tried a graph of Member/Pages
per mailing, but dropped that because every-
body's graph, except for a certain Mr. B. T.
Jeeves's, went up and down like a mountain
goat with hiccups. Also, with the amount of
information required on them, the graphs
would need printing and it isn't worth it@@@
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*¥¥% *%
%% Cas has got a job. Not a life-work or anything like that, just %E
5 @ filling-in-time job until something better comes along., Well the X
¥¢ advantages are obvious, but I'll bet no mundane would believe one of %
¥ the disadvantages, Like what? Like divorce, that's what, Well not =

quite divorce, but....sit back and kindly uncle Skel will reveal the ¥}
%% wisdom of the ageB.eseecccrsescesand possibly a little more besides. pas
*#¥% ¥k
g% It all started immocently enough. I had felt it my prime duty g;
¥  to blackmail, threaten, chivvy and otherwise obtain another instal- =
¥% ment of her column from Cas, No chance, For about nine weeks there  ¥¥
g% was just nothing down for me then one day, upon coming back from my g%
$f travail, I was confronted by a hyperactive wife who bustled hither & 3
%% yon, mostly yon, and who proceeded to lay it upon me, thus Rl 1

er-e, l'we gerresr
Keord of Atm
ClbFer, 6.7 fe
Pl Fare feena
VEry opinlonualed

Ja{.

%z "We've got a contrib,” g%
5 =
¥  "Oh, who from?" =
*¥ *%
B e, o5
¥ "Me. i
3 ' ' B *%
¥ That is where it started, or maybe a little later with her remark :- x*
*¥% ' ' *%
*¥ : . . : : ) . . X
¥%¥ "Oh no, This time I'm not bothered what people think of it, oh no."  *¥
L . : SR
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The scene now switches to the same room, one night later, B-ro
and I are sat amid the welter of confusion which was soon to be cud-
gelled into something purporting to be HELL 7. Brian had previously
read Cas's masterpiece but had offered no comment when I opined that
it ".....ceemed a little 'bitty', but other than that it's OK". But
then I'm biased (I want to go on living). Cas #HAFPYEd BUEH stepped

nymph-like from the room on some mysterious errand so I whispered ;-
"Eh Creephead!"
"Hmmmmmmmm? "'
"Are we using it?"
"What? Ohhhh! Yes, if she re-writes it a bit.”
Hmmmm, ... It's easy for him, Come ten-thirty and he's off and

away, homeward bound to a night of peace and serenity, I live here,
However, some things rmst be faced. Some duties cannot be shirked.

R S s
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*% **
1t
"Can I have a cuddle, Love?
.
"WAA-AA-AAAHH-000P!! Yes if
= ABAL
you get your beard off my titi!
*% ¥
*% ¥
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When Brian had gone I was left to carry the ill tidings to Cas. This
terrible geas had been lain upon me. The burden must be borne......
Screwing up my courage I turned to Cas and said, resolutely :-
"Brian doesn't like it."
Eh - eh, serves the dirty swine right, buggering off home and
leaving me to face the music. He knows I'm tone deaf., Meanwhile,
though, back in the bedroomM,seeeeesecace

"It just needs a leeeeeetle bit of re-writing on the first page
though, that's all,*”

"I'm not re-writing it."

"But..'.......’.'0...0....'.00..'
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"Pake it or leave it!"

Fdokokk
*Fokdokk

She was obviously feeling a touch grotched. I could insist,
but it was obviously a time for being realistic and getting my pri-
orities right, Let's face it, which was more important, my marriage
or my fanzine? Damn right!!! My fanzinel!! Bloody stupid question
that, anyway. After a night of alternating sulks and adamant at-
titudes I had my victory. She would re-write it......."when she got
time,"

Mind you, to make sure she got the time I had to type all the
stencils for this issue, All my share that is, but to date there
seems to be no difference, When is Robinson going to extract his
digit?? But I digress., Where was I? Oh yes, typing all the sten-
cils for HELL No.7. Do you get the idea that this is beginning to
sound like a pretty crummy sort of victory?? Too bloody tru€.eccess
and to cap it all, she gtill didn't have time for a re-write, In the
end I had to fettle the blasted thing up as I stencilled it., But I
won, dammit, I won a victory for fandom, a victory for every lonely
little fan-ed who has to suffer the outrages of overbearing con-
tributors. A victory which will shine forever in the annals of
fandom andeesececocsceceseecsescaid stop sniggering at the back there!!
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OH WELL, NOW FOR THE TALE OF IMMINENT CASH OUTGOINGS...

Like what was mentioned elsewhere (a contrived way of avoiding
starting with "As has.......") we arve about to loose the use of our
primary duplicator. We will still have a rather limited unofficial
access to the Roneo at the place where I work, but I have to wait
until our Regional Accountant is out so that he can claim to know
nothing sbout my using it if I break the thing. So,

we are looking around for a little duper to call il
our very own, DBrian lives with his parents so **
we can't keep it there. He did ask, but zot ) %
a definite 'NO', So, we're currently spon- TR S **
geing off Pete Presford in an attempt {)’\X )\ Y, ¥
to master the intricacies of a second- TIPS ‘ Iy Z_ &
hand, non-automatic Roneo, Vicious lit- / \\Q{ NBZE T
tle bugger has already ruined my casual /Ikw- N \ o >
jacket as I struggled with an inky sten- <\,;‘ R# YVoa 2
cil., Trouble is, we have got to get onme ) P
of our own, we can't keep using Pete's in- b 4 ‘) s X
definitely. Snag is, our flat is so damn IS I on B
small, the only place we can put it is in ;’ josd
the bedroom.,....but if anyone comes to the Y sy1° i
door and Deborah tells them that we're in the “® i
bedroom......‘............REPRODUCING. t’:
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