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"We are the builders of brave tomorrows,

Weo are the dreamors at last awald....
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by A. Viwee Clarks

Duplicate, duplicate, toil and treouble,

The drum won't turn and the ink won't bubble

The self-feed's shot and the zsars are worn,

And that jagged line means the stencil's torn,
Sueets stick fast, ®lige through in bunches,

Mechinery your fiager wusches,

The roller's turned an iaky black,

That sheet wag printed fromt and back! ¥
he margin's crovted, the stencil creassqd,

That cily patch shows it's too well grasased.

You should have blanked that oxtra lattor,

But you tried it thore and it shows through better,

The shade on that 1llo's come out blntted,

And why is that white space leopard-spotted?

The ink spreads out like an age-old glacier,

But on your hands it couldn't bs racier,

oy

Open a new ream, big surprise!

It looks the same but it's different size!
Adjust your margins side and bottom,
Looking for troublos? It's me that's gotten!
This page is curious, stand and stare

At a four-inch gap that shoulda't be there
Clean the rollers, wipe your fingers,
--=rub 'em, scrub 'em, the ink ctiil lingers.
Patch that hole with u bit of stickum,

It won't turn? Spunner?? No! Just kickum,
sem— Grasp the handle, churn it round,

: © Sheets fly through with a ripping sound.
Five, ten, fifteszn, twenty, thirvy,
Thirtyone missos, aad the roller's dirty,
Blots whero tho middles of the ‘o's won't gtop,
Spots where they offset to tho sheot on toyp.
Faint ones, black oncs, some in patches, Cmﬁ _ L £ 3

Half overinksd and the rest just scratchss.

If tho counter's working you're noarly through,
Run off sparos for tho worst of tho fow,
Let-them dry, if you touch you'll smear ‘em,
Sit and relax bvefore you elear 'em, '

What's this feeling of stickiness bslow?

Where did you leave the ink? Ghul! NO!!!

Envoil I LU
Faneds together in a chorus sing S QP 1
“"Half the fun lies in publishing the thing." IR T
"Lise"™ is the word, may that sentence's creator 1

Spend eternity in hell with his goddam duplicator,

.
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Walt Willis

To beguile subscribers to SLANT quring the:: fleeting-intervals betweed issues
I've ontored into a symbiotic relationship with Chuck Harris, my best frierd &
severest critic.(alternately) to publish this new international fanmag. Chuck's
¥ other qualifications were that he is one of the fow English fans not already
working Iulltime for Ken Slater, and that he has zcquired a very striking dup-
licator. However the duplicator insisted on staying on strike despite heroic
efforts by Vince Clarks--see opposite-=so I've run off the mag myself on a ma-
chine I picked up the other day at an auction in an effort to get Bill Temple's
lagt Convention Report out before this year's, Blams all mistakes on ms,

When we get over our labour pains we might bring out this thing quite often,
Wo'd like to make it a sort of link between British and American fandom, which
is one of two or three reasons for its name. I've always thought it would be a
good thing if world fandom were better integrated, if only to raise the stand-
ard of fanmag material aand increase its circulation, and we're in 1 good pos-
ition to help to bring that about since the 300 odd subseribers to SLANT are
scattered all over the civilised world--not to mention parts of Los Angeles.

This present issue, though, is mostly repercussions from the last issue of
SLANT, ard I hope you mew subscribsrs won't feel too much as if you had come
iIn in the middie of somsthing. If you aren't interested in getting further
issues of '-' just send this one back and I'll restore your SLANT sub credit.
Future issues of '~' will have materiel by Harris, Clarke, Shaw, White and me,.
Also readers' letters and lots of other informal stuff we wero never able to
print in a stuck-up mag like SLANS, 80 let's hear from you readers and writers.
I guarantee, no typoos. When we gst the standard of reproduction we wamt we'll
be running a series of special featurss too long for SLANT, starting with the.
sorialised memoirs of Ferrest J Ackerman, THE AUTCRIOGRAFEY OF A HAPPY FAN.
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A sudden spurt in the activities of Belfast's legal profession has taken half
the solicitors off the streets, Some time ago Bob Shaw hesard from Cartier's le=-
gul representatives and had to engage a criminal lawyer, all the honest ones
being busy defending me against the 1libel suits following my Convention Rcport
in QUANDRY. And now this arrives:

My Dsar Bir, , .

It has been requestod by my rotainers, the Association of Science
Fiction Magazinoe Publishors, that I write vou with tho intent of bringing to a
prompt halt the publication of your professional hootchzine, the infamous SLANT,

Your temerity has seldom been equalled in the annals of the publishing trades.
For decades, the cry of the embattled fan, the very rallying point of the peren
nial battle twixt publisher and reader, has beenj

“TRIMMED EDGES!IL®
THE Twe  fiwicggrs Vallantly, the publishers have resisted every form
GF GSeomy of treachery, spurned the blandishments and entjce-
ments of the fan press. Never have they yielded oue
/ iota from their slogan: “RAGGID EDGES AND LIKE ITiw
v & And now you, a veritable unknown, worse, an unregist-
o e orod lobbyist for the filthy fan hordes, you have the
ﬂyﬁibf‘éﬁ gall to bring forth a magazine with not merely one of
’ f : the finest covers over offered for the approbation of
Ry fandom, ah original story by that dean of British s?f
S 2% writers A.Bertram Chandler, and articlea by Hoffman,
,.5"3¢§ﬁf22;;_"___ Ackerman, etc...n0t content with this you use tiareg
RN ¥ LTES staples, and then---oh the horror of it--~TRIMUED
| 1] o messty
' l Needless to say, the ASFMP caunot tolerate such un-
ethical practices. I shall expect to hear from you by return mail that you cou-
sider yourself properly chastised and will revert your magazine to its former
fannish format., If you fail herein, rest assured that your reviews in all ASFMP
magazinse will ensure the prompt and early demise of that notorious name SLAIT!
Vehe M"“tly,

I, .A it fengoof (Distraught Attorney)

Well, all we have to say to Mr.Wiffenpoof is “3ah, Bah. Bah!" Ho can take it
on the lamb and shear off, We have reason to suspoct that this so-called "Wiff-
enpoof" is none other than the notorious Hoinrich de Burwell, the fiend hehind
the underhand plot to stab us in the back with cut-throat competition in the
form of his disgustingly ex@ellent 8F DICEST. The reason for our suspiciong is
that we believe that even in Atlanta, Georgia, representations of the creature
known, we understand, as 'Pogo Possum' do mot figure prominently on letters from
genooine natural born lawyer-type writers,

But I loved that description of Jack Chandler as a dean.

Occasionally competitors write to us to vemt their jealous rage, attempting to
persuads our talented comtributors to prostitute their genmius for filthy lucre.
Sometimes Carmnsll intercourse takes place:

Dear Sir,

I have been reading fanzines for the past 17 years, and have never miss-
od an issue of one of them., Yet I have never written to an editor before this!
But at long last I am blasted out of my lethargy by this magnificent, super col-
ossal zip-dinger of an issue of yours dated Winter 1951/2.

v



It was the cover, sir, the cover, which simply made me put axe to granite and
chip out this little ol' affadavit ((sic))s This guy White certainly has some-
thing~--I don’t know what, but whetever it is, he's got it. The subtlety of the
illpstration will be lost to all your editors and reader, but to me it is ob-
viously a picture of the meedle editor John Curnell got when he read your Quan-
dry Conwrite-up. The haystack in the background is ons of the finest I have ever
laid ayes ((sic)) on, too. ‘

May I suggest that this needle be worked up (far up), into a national fan.em-
blem and be worn in the left ear lobe so that we can always recognise ansther
slant when we #ee oue, thereby being able to hurriedly cross the road and take
evacive action? :

Whilc on the .subject of artwork, for Pote's sake throw out all rovr interior
illuctrators, Thoy.ars useloss, lost of thém are crihs from Cartier (3nod rest
his soul), but evan so your artists don't know thé difference between a torso
and a lasso. Take Shaw's on page 17. He's drawn the follow with a size 11 left
foot and a size &% right, and underncath the buttoned jacket he's got the guy's
waistcoat buttozned over from rigit to-left, WHY DON'L YOUR ARTISTS READ THE
STORTL3 RTFORE THEY DRAYW THD PICTURES? And the girl! Duek's desease ({ sick))ard
thick azkles., Tsx! Tskl . _ S '

Shaw's illo on page 43 has the Bannister ((sic)
the wrong side of the stalrwell, up against the
wall, This isa't good enough for our mag. I know
you are trying. Very. But an editor must motise .. ..... ..
these littls-tnings beforse the mighty presses
start turaing. : o, s , ‘

Regarding tne literary sidc of the mag, what I - 1\
could read of it, as my sopy soams to have boen 4 ;//7 /
printed oz somo Izal off-cut-~t.is now fan Eric l\ L
Frank Russoll seons to ke abls vo write. I sugzg-
est you keep right after hlm and don's let Lim I~ -~
get away. Ho shews groat promisc, and I prodict f’zzéi(;_&lj e
a great career ix front of him if. Chandler is WL f §%v)
anothor fice writer, I just don' kaow how those Gopew (7]
fans koop up the ideas! RERARA W L

I was sorry to see that gur magazine has startod a discrizination -campaign
---I was horrieid ({eic)to nctice thet that great British magazino New Vorlds
was only merticned twice in 60 pages and, ot that, once in small lotlers. It is
a dangerous practice to get inmto political arguments, I know, but way out here
at the back of heyond I rely entirely upon the fow small crumbs of information
I gathor from your groaning ta2bloeess ' : . :

This guv Fiske's colum was the best in the issue, I thought. What was <t all
aboub ¥ Reminds me that I used to have & skipper in the Aemy ((sdc))by the sare
nams. Scwmsonoe shot him in tho back, No relation, I suppose?

I have roticed your request for new fiction, and I am delishted to tell you
that I am nsaring “he end of an original story that will lnock you rigit out of
your editoryal chedir. I won't give the plot away now, hut vou certainly are in
for a rurprise when vou get it. It will prelably arrive by rail, as I have been
working ou the syncpsis for the past 22 years at the rate of 4512+ words & day.
My deadline to complets the epic is December 2ist this year, and I'm a couple of
words behind. : -

TWhich is onc reason why I must close this off now. By tho way, I'm in touch
with a couple of fans on Mars and ome on Venus aad one in Avortillery. We swop
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used bus tickets. If any of your readers are interested, Xxtlsj wy on Venus is
short of No.C38559 3D. red on the Glasgow Corporation Buses, for a complete set
dating back to 1889, I know ho'd love to hear from a couple of redheade your way
Signing off, as my friend Colunel Slater puts it,
- Sciencefict lonalyhamtasmazoricaliy,
- . ' . Elmer (ir. ®. Carnell)
PS. This is to cort ify that I am free, white, sane and over 21. Signed vefore ms,

a notary public and justic of the peace this Tth day of November 1951, My licence
expires ou 6th Novomber 1951, :

0f course, we have no time to reply personally to every obscure prozine editor,
and since the usual printed form hardly secemed suitable we passed the letter on
to our office staff to deal with as they thought fit, at their counvenience. One
of the junior employeses found it hanging there and actually replied to it.

Dear Mr.Cornell,

I have shown your letter to Mr,Willis, and he thinks we might

use it in place of the advertisement for Athlete's Foot which is not running in
the next issue. For some reason he thinks you might take the place of the heel,
This is of course not the gole reason for printing your letter, which in my op-
inion is tantamount to sabotago. Certainly I woodon shoes it mysslf, hut then
¥r.Willis is always willing to help struggling prozime editors. I have heard of
your little magazine, "New Words", and by all accounts it is, apart of course
from the format and contents, one of the finost published in Stoke MNewingbton Rd,
I am zlad to notice that you havo beon able to pick up some of our cast~off
authors.

0f course I haven't act :1ly read the magacine, but if you will send me review
COHleb on each fuollcutlon dete, or even when the magazine is published, we shall
‘try to find somothing nice to say about it, Or at ‘eust we shall gvote your name
and address, whinhﬁmuy attract a fow subsc.iptions from people who haven't already
geen the magazine.

Mre.Shaw, who is a structural draughtsman in Lis gpare time (the partition of
Ireland has gravely reduced the number of structural dravghts) acks me to inform
you that his illustration is of a cross section of the staircase. ifter your com--

" ments it is if possible oven crosser. Your remarks about the Banister have been

ferwarded to Kansas City by newel poat

I must express my thanks for the story you are sending us by rail. If it is on
the riglt lines I'm sure it will be the goods.

I an serry you don't like our paper, We find it suits our ends admirably. Watch
out for our next two covers---diagrams of atomic piles and a symbolical painting
of Uranus,

Yours sciencerely,
For and on behalf of Mr,Willis
J.W.Camphell
Assistant Private Secretary to
Mr. Willis's Confidential Typist
% We shall use 'capital letters, if we get any more of them.

Another wellknown editor we heard from was MAX KLAquR whose remarks we rew~
produce in all their original beauty:

Dear SFF Snobb, x _
Best fnamag in the world indeed. Must you rub it in. Anybody oould

- -



print the best fanzine in the world if they lkmnew how. That's all it takes, ((We
dida't eay we were the best fanmag in the world--we implied we werem't. We're
the most modest fanmag in the World.))

Liked Hoffman's article bestest aad The Prying Fan folows a seconded with all
the rest wagging their tales behind thom. Only I disagroe about Ralph. {( Huh?))
Be would never do a thing like thal, speciily with his granmother like she is
and 21l, Tt was unfair of vou and T'd weport you, but cun't think of anyono to
report you to. ({Rick Sneaiyi)) The cover was a veautiful mess, you couldn't of
done better if vou tried, Also the raintew oa J.31 is nice for a raiubow. Glving
Yother Nature a& good run for her mowuey. Alsc liked your mimsopraph-pamthelt .
Well, at least I gave that word a good fight, even if I did loge, Wait a minute
and I'11 look it upe It's pemphelt. {(It is?))

Bob Shaw's artwork is quite good if you like Cartier and I like Gartier, (Por-
hapes mispelled) ({True))But I sheut stope sn low and vell yov how great your
fanzine is. I leave that to the masses, Besides you already sosus to know this.

Just before I left college ((name witkheld for fear of astion for damages)) I
printed and mailed my new mag. It is called WOUBAT (spelled right), When I get
back up to school I send you & copy alsc too. (I think I've beon through this.)
(( %ot school, surely?)) I lkmow there are rally wombatse caise I saw one at the 2oo.
Of cource he dida't say he was a wombat, but he didn't dény it either. Alsc vhere
was a little sign under him that said *This is a Wombat". It didn't take me long
to know that HE really was a Wombat cause I catch onto things.

Ever-loving yers,

- W.lMax Keasler

PS. you might as well stop reading cause this is all,

Well, not quite. First some extracts from the works of A. Vince (larke, the
well known robot.

Dear Walt and Etcs.,

We have decided to form a club for science fiction fanscee
it is about time we were orgauised. A3 we have heard that you have some interest
in the medium, we thought you might lilkio to enter into the spirit of the thing
by donating & small sum. Even tho smallest ghost to showeoae

Sorry, wrong opening, as Xon said to the ceiling. Cur new SFNEWS letter heading
rather carried me away, and I'm in o slizhily cunlfused
gtatoee..also, 1 have thils Teautiiul rew o ibon (x0,
pot in my hair, silly boy). You will be preud to kaow
that 'Dear' was the first word I wrote with it. It was
also the first I said about it. But don't let us have
any of this old buck, for stegmring dowm the road
comes a poshman. This'll cost us a packst-of doo. Last
time wo had @ letter from Ireland we had to pay for the
PO van's springs.

Tt's SLAYT! Oh CGhu. What have they done this time.
Look at it! (9uick, Wateon, the sunglasses.) How dic
they get thesc repweducticns cteple through arl thav
got that red smeer om the cover mexagd To Lyposet &1l this do it at all? T re-
JOVCO..cea BaVing Just got down to liwocuttang {what happens when your eutter
sticks in the floorbeards?) I can appreciate James® work even more. Incidentally
if he wamts to be associated with a clean minded zine we'll always be glad to
hear from him.

.; - g T T
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Funnisst thing in the ish was Bob Shaw's '1961%, with of couree 'The Prying
Faa' running a close second. -

'Out 0f The Silent Plunet' waen't bad, tho a bit overwritten, but I didn't
quite follew the train of thouzht in the middle,

Fumiest thing in the ish was 'Prying Fan' with '1961' a close seeond, .

Taskson's column.,.faintly amusing. One of the most active SFS members, Jack-
scn. He wrots in twice. ((How many times were you supposed to write before you
got an amswer?) ,

Most humorous thing in the ish was 1961, though 'Prying Fan' ran it close.,

Vo were to have o Big Weekend. {This is different from Kea's 'Hed Maria',
whick has a weak big-end.) Answer all letters Saturday, visitora on Gunday. Come
up stairs Saburday dipnerbime, Met by wild-eyed figure towving tathful of plaster
and bro¥en glass. Peering bemeath the hair and dusty spoctacles, I recognise this
Groy Leusman to bo rnone other than Kon. Secma the ceiling has falleh on him...a
warring from Almighty Ghu to keepy his mail up to dato in future, lest Le be cut
off in.als prime beefore having furthor enriched fan litersture. ((8ome of those
lotters you answered must have bacn holding the ceiling up.))

Changing to SLANT agiim? Chuck's pluirt about red-blooded American heroes in
every prozine could easily ap.ly %o a blocdy rod Irishman in every fanzine, turn-
irg up liks a bad penny. Franely, it's centsloss to spend your dime on taels for
g0 nornoy fanzines when you cculd muke vour mari by writing for Gold, but life
wouid be dollar (if not obulus) without SLANT, so don't lol it off but use your
talents to bring it out each quarter. Piastre you for ccinsideration.

Yonurs,
_ Vince
DISTOLS FOR ONE COFFEE FOR TWQ

THS WATCYERS :

"firictly filler. Who wrote it anyway? No guy with any respect would write under
a nome like that., If I did I'd expect it to fall on me and do some damage."
"Neet and effective," -=Poter Campbell, ~--Fred Robinson

DCER ATOMIC COVER S ,
"MooJames improves with each story, He need too." ~=D.NeCormick.
"Good and enjoyable," «--Terry Jeeves. '

MEN_AGATNSD THE COSMOS ‘

"Were you tied to a stick and beeten with thorns?® ~-=-Manly Banister.
"Wonderful satire. It must have been written by an American.,"  ---Wrai Ballard.
IIYC_CASE )

"inefisctively written.," =---D.R Smith.

“"Could easily have s0ld to a promag." w=--Henry Kuttuner,

THE COVER . : . v , : ‘

"No art criticism, my ship slightly out of register however," --Terry Jeeves.
({Sorry, Mr.Teoves, all future Slantships will be registered at Lloyds.)) -
"Beatiful. Surrealistic, no doubt?" ---Dick Ryan, ((Get that, Taurasi, SLANT is
going Dalil)) ’

"The Biro pen was superb," --Bob Fostor, ((Our subscription Dept. reports that
ths cover had remarkadle (rowing powsr,)) ‘

"Deticisng--a crosg-pection throyh a tirifle?" —-Tony Thorne. ((We believe in

giang 1 reedors Shedr guet dosecrig,)

Thars wore to Yo wll serSe of Laigs ~a1 war 1 tawra, bul vlers just wasn't tims,
T Laveidl evon ges whe snace to moubion tlal, Feviy Carvallis address ia 409 Ster-
lirng 6. N, STLANTA, Srorgiaw anl thas he's vuning o OO Tracch of ths TF Lidbrary,
or Thet for ihe test in rews snd views you should real Vi se Clirga's BINAG, 16
Wendover Way, Welling, Kent. Three issues for one promag or 1/6.,
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2 . ﬁ%;v\ "Esllo, Mr Willws,™ s2id the 'ﬁp"="
~ > Wt in his n-ghl corateny woice, YI'm 0¢s<%~ﬂ

to Boe vol 1ookKilg 80ecaeerall, woiz."
"Paling," rmuttersd the tall man. "Uh, um

o 500 ALTS “thlﬂg. Lr, chi Barbed wires."

Thes leprecravn considered this for a mom-

. ent. Wiliis went sn.

“tBarbed wires, barbed wires...Uh, ah, Beiliod (ist.m

wiir Willis," shouted the oll, “T'a gpsching *o you."

vStamp of guils," decleimed Wiilis trinmphanﬁW'

The lspreachaua hacked him om the guia. “Yov wull yau listen te mws," he yelled,

0

PETER RIDLEY

a‘J

WEn? Ch! Hello." Walker was not pertieniarly dviprieed $o use the laprechuun be-
o

catce although a fev gulys of me CLr_r4¢ nauVaL eve a conzidiceble aid in the com-
position of puna, there ere otacr effecis, Waat can I do for youl®
"I'm the Satanically Accredited hAgent for tns Furckase and Sale of Souls in

Northern Ireland,"

"Are vou now," said Willis, "The only one in lNorthern Ireland?"

"Wes," said the little person proudly

"Then.vou rmust- be the sole agent,® cacﬁled WllliS. "The SOLE agent, see?" He
bent over and poked the little elf in the ribs, knocking him down.

The little man picked himself up, nmuttering.

"ot much of a job for a leprechaun, is it?" enguired Willis.

"hen yvou've been on the dole for 500 years you're glad of anything in the way
of work," snarled the lepreohaun. "And I'11l thank vou to keep your finger to
yours elf in future,."

"Digit it hurt you," screetched Willis,

®T think," said the leprechaun viciously, "you'd look fine as a toad."

"Now, now," Walter wagged his flnber at the sprite, "You wouldn't do that to a
prospectlve customer, would you?"

"You mean you want to sell your soul?"

"Porhaps.'

"I can assure you tne very best terms," coaxed the elf. "Women, Wealth, Health?"

WEgoboo," said Willis decidedly. '

"Eh?ll . :

"Egoboo," repsated Willis petulantly. "Surely you know what that is?®

"No," said the leprecheun.

"wt$¢, 1o uadersiand it rou got

A

t T0neeif'o..mell ft'a...dtte ozobog."
2

%0h, " azid bSne 1tle man, "I sen. Theve wss a lung silence.

Uiced evendizng,? said Walisw., "I musbt e geolig.?

"™n, wedt," shouted the leprociadis 4o 301l your scul ?ur this egoboo?™
#3f couvrse," sald Willid., *Wam femy vorliotel¥

uT'll get it for wyou ther il you ju ae. auW, The boss has bteen a bit
touchy avout ths laszk of hrusiness Llatsiy. "
“Done," sedd the elf, soms time lator. "oust giga here on the ,Q f;P

v

"I won't ghriak flom 1t " mutterad Willis with o altengt ac o

And 50 now you know the REML truth, ELANT is written eund yprinsed by the comblned
offorts of two lhousand fourhurndred and tme“u,-un.,e Jeprochuucs, who may be ssen
any night merching to Oblicue Heuse at 12 o'clock ang lcaving at 4. (Hours laid
down by the Amulgaaatol Sprites ar 1F Gonsral Deﬂons Ualon.)

v T F 4 e S A W T e AN e om0 o e P

THE ELVES' GNOMEQ AND LITTLE MEN'S SCIRNCE FICTIOY, CHOWDER AND MARChINC SOCIETY:
‘ European Agent: Welt Willis, Belfast, N.Ireland
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by ¥William F, Temple

I see by the programme that the Convention began semi-officially on May 10th '
and officially on bMay 1l2th. But to me it seemed to have been beginning for a
long time before. The first ominous sign was when Treasurer Charles Duacombe
started demanding money with menaces every week at the White Horse. The peace
was broken. Pleasant and amusing discussions about the imminenmt end of civilis-
ation were darkensd by interruptions from this fellow to the effect that we'd
bettor pay up while money was et ill worth something and while we were still here
to pay it. ‘

He made our life miserable. He made us feel guilty about spending even a penny
on beer. Woe became secret drinkers, hiding round corners and furtively gulping
the stuff befors hc discovered us.

He'd attack us from all angles. He'd bully, importune,
wheedle and cajole., He'd hector us on the evils of drink,
romind us of our duty to science fiction, then drop his .
voice to a bellow and plead with us to walk home and giwe ;,Ew R N4

e M
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\ /
.

him the fare instead. His resourcefulncss was unbounded, " K *ZM{
You'd find him opening the door for you, calling you 'sir' -—-' \\e/fff‘tr‘ﬁ
and covertly displaying an expectant palm; or standing . { \ :
outside the toilet sugeesting that tho admission was a ; Y y {“;79
penny and he was an attendamt; or calling you 'sir'! again’ —KY. e S0
and helping you on with somsone elso's overcoat; and when j ” {
you got outside, there he was on the pavement again, selling flags. v

He also got into the tig time, cornering all the packets of crisps in the pub,
and selling them tn the hungry at twice the price. And he tried to sell Lew, the
landlord, the idea that if the beer were diluted they could split fifty-fifty.
This didn't come to anything only because water can't be diluted.

Then the Convention Comrittee kept going into huddles around ons's favourite
table to work out the agenda. They madc heavier going of it than their rival
committes in UNO., They mot only disagreed about where to put asterisks but also
how to spell asterisks, It was bedlam and chaos. The only thing they were met h~

odical about was spilling beer on every magazine the owners had left on the
table=-~they never missed,

People like Vince Clarke and Fred Brown went around wearing lost looks and
lapel buttons labelled tavidn>is, or ,33Ll wwed, and long before Convontion Week
the Whitec Horse was full of overseas visitors and the sound of strange accents
(including ming---Forreet Ackerman accused me of speaking English with an Eng-
lish accont). So the Convention not so much bogan as grew up around us.

As part of it, Ted Carnell and myself took Forry and Lee Jacobs (the original
‘American in Paris) to see 'Things To Come.! Forry had already seen this film
26 times, Bvery time ho goes to ses it now, the characters wave 'Jello' at him
from the screen. As we entered this time, Ralph Richardson, as 'The Boss':was
saying: "Now, this man hasn't taken me by surprise. I knew he was coming--yes,
I knew he was coming." I'll bet he did.
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There was a hitch in the organisation on the way to the cinema. The route there
was a rather complicated one on the Underground, and this was to be Forry's and
Lee's initigtion into the mysteries of London's subway network. Ted and I, born
Londoners, told them not to be afraid: there was nothing to-it when you knew viur
way around, as we did. Thererfsre, our aplomb was slightly dented when we found
ourselves getting out at Mansion House instead of Victoria---we'd come & few milos
in the diametrically opposite direction. All Ted's fault of course. Ho can't tell
the difference between Westbound, Eastbound and Eggbound. ‘

When Forry and I were casually pa951ng the 20th-Certury-Fox film studio at Wemb-
ley, I mentioned casuvally that they'd just completed six short films there of Alg~
ernon Blackwood's weird short stories. Forry suggested we call in to see if they‘d

let us have some stills to show at the Convention. We called in. I said: "This is
Mr,Forrest J Ackerman from Hollywood=w—="

At the magic word ‘Hollywood‘ the red carpet was 1nstantly unrolled at our feet
end we: followed it to tho producer's offico. Ho parked us in the best chairs,
scratched our backs, gave us cigorettes, and had slaves carry us to the projection
theatre, where one of the Blackwood films was run through especially for us. We
acted up, casvally mentioned our friend Zanuck, talked in millioums, and promised
to see what could be done when Mr Lckerman returned to Hollywood.: Everyone shook
hands all round and took svoryous elge’s telephone numbers, and we were ushered -
out with little black boys holding umbrellas over our heads. And Ur Aekerman re=-.

turned with dignity té6 hie tempararv home to resume his not 80. dignlfied struggls
with Olde En011she plumbing, |

'The following week I read in the papers that all ZOth-Gentury-Fox £ilm studios
in Britain were to be closed down and their personnsl fired. Gosh, we didn't
think the repercuseions would be as-drastic as that! '

Such episodes as the Ackermans at the Folies Bergere trying to catch the nudes
moving even one muscle (which, by British law, would ingtantly stamp them as rude
nudes), or the Ackermans trudging over Plumstead Common in ten layers of clothes,
blue-nosed and shivering in our balmy English summer, looking for the Carnell
igloo, are really outside the province of this artlcle.

Another hiatus in the preparations was when Arthur Clarke and I were dstailed
to find and fit apprepriate gramephena rernrd mmaic 10 the silent film 'Metrop-
‘olis', which had been procured and was to be shown. We had to go by our memorisas
of the film, which were in fair shaﬁe, ag wo'd once had to pvov1de a similar
soundtrack to it before the war. Tae trouble was that we could remerber the film
but not our original music prozvamms. However, we fixed up a programme of modern=
istic and/or mechanistic music, tcel our leap of records alonc oz the day, and
- found thet at the last momsnt the film nad beea cwibtched to 'The Los®t World',
about prehistbric monsters, Cur music was a bit out of period, bhut we were stuck
with it. And iso the alloseucus uperred with %he” tricersiops, Professor Challenger
fulminated, and the young lovers made e,ou PT sach ctVer---a‘l to the 1mpart1a1
and deafening clangour of Mossolov's ‘jtee Foundry.

Inclden ally, Conan Dovle had kept it from us in the novel hut Manle Whlte
(that cagey old defunct Bp)‘ﬂ?@*/ Led a yourg and levely danghber; also that Pro-
fessor Summerles's firet love had bhwt bp(n gcionun bui the Church. When the young
and lovely daughter is trapned, aypurently for 11’@, with reporter Malone (her
sweetheart) on the plateeu, they iock at sach other in horror. She gasps: "But
we'll be here--always!" The resourceful Malone replies: "It's all right, Professor
Summsrlee will marry us---he used to be a minister.®



As Arthur seemed to think 'Steel Foundry' needn't ever be changed for another
record during the film, thore was little for me to do at the turntable. He sugg-
ested I went and sat in a corner and manage the volumo controle I went. It was a

dark corner. Ego hadn't mentionsd that the platform ended suddenly there and the
chair was perched on the edge of it. I sat down, and promptly went over backwards,
and hit the floor in a shower of ashtrays, wires, abuse, and broken bones---all
mine, It put 'Steel Foundry' in the shade. On the screen a couple of monsters were
having a fight at the ~time, and I was congratulated afterwards for my very sound
sound effects,

That was after the Convention had really begun, of course=--when all the plans
and agenda had been abandoned, forgotten or ignored, and everyone was running the
Convertt ion in their own way. Some of them had odd ideas. Lew, the White Horse
landlord, spent a busman's holiday in the bar. Committec-man Jim Rattigan spent
most of the first day in the washroom, having drunk a bottle of port in mistake for
coca~cola, He was a strange and pitiful sight. Every time I paid a visit he seemed
to groan louder and become more convulsed, with dolicato colour effects. Somelimeg
he'd have his head in the sink, sometimea under ths sink, somcimes under his arm,

. gometimes down a drain; and sometimos he was so coxntorted that he didn't seem to
have a head at all. Chacun a son gout.

e s A e s

Wally Gillings opened the proceedingg—--and dumn nibh finished them---with a
funeral oration over the dead body of science~fictlon, bewailing that it, or he,
or anyone had ever besn borm. It was a tragic and powsrful performance. He didn't
have to play Hamlet with a false beard, like Alec Guinness, or with dyed halr, like
Olivier. Wally IS Hamlet, The times are alwcys out of joint for him, There's always
somethlng rotten. in the state of-~~almost anything, How'all occasions do inform
against him! I feel the same way, but gosh---if I could oaly act like that! Well,
~he killed some of us off and the rest committed suicide, and he tripped away happ-
ily ond the Convention continued.

Messre, Tubb and Duncombe, Auctionsers, got carried away by +their own fervour
and finished up by selling everything in sight, including the furniture and Audrey
Lovett, who was sold as a slave-girl to Ego Clarks.

Before that, Ego hed been playing continually through the loudapeakers records of
Yma Sumeac, the Incan screetch-owl. When the record was forcivly taken frowm him, so
that othor pscple might hear each other, he grabbed the mike to reglster a public
protest. Hearing his own voice emarmating from the loudspeakers, Ego forgot Yma and
became sslif-enchanted. The mike had to be torn away from him. It was given to John
Keir Crogs, wio said he was sick of the sight of microphones, and spoke without it.
On the other hand, Ted Carnell loved the mike and clung to it so intimately that
several scenss had to be re-shoc.

Serious notes were struck by Forry's hot-news bulletin; by his wife Wendayne's
locture on dianetics; by Frank Arncld's erudite survey of the whole development of
international 501ence-flctlon, rounding off the reports by the overseas visitors;
" and by Bill Temple's having to drink water in the middle of his spdech when his
tonsils gave out,

Another serious note was struck thws moraing when I had a letter from Lee Jacobs
asking when next year's Convention would be., I3 this Thing going to begin all over
again? If Charlie Duncombe calls me 'sir' at the White Horse next week, I'll...I'll
emigrate, Perhaps I'll come back as an overseas viesitor., It mightn't seem so bad if
you can skip the beginning,
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Dislike isn't precisely the word to use. Uncomtroliable revulsion and intense
hatred also meke up my feelings towards the Dagenham Ghoul Pauper (he says his
income is only £500 a year. Hah!). But anyway, he hated me first. Ever since he
sent Walter that werewolf story with what he claimod to be an absclutely brand
new bang on nova typs sure fire plot twist in the last line. It was passed on
to me in the usual way to read and commenti on. Somswhere in the middle of the
fourth line I paused and remarked jocularly that I hoped this wasn't ancther of
those stories where the girl turns out to be a weretiger. Wilter said that was
Just what it was and if I could spot the giwmick that quick the ordinary unine
telligent readsr might do the same so perhaps he'd better send 11', back. I said
yes, but to let the author down lightly hecause parts of those 34 lines were
quite well written and with a little encouragement and careful cultlvatlon he

Bee 2p. . wight ripen and yield a mighty harvest of.... etc. stc.
2 ’,'{"':,”} Digd Harris, when our feelings about his story and future
'U:,"L_;“ 'i-u" {\ prospects were communicated to him, take this kindly and help-
\\ ﬂ\ e criticiem philosophically gnd with a firm and eager resolve to
e Bt kecp on striving until ho was eventuallv accepted? Did he write
“\( = z‘“{ thanking us profusely for our benign guidance and vowing etern-
e \ al friendship? R
e ’ No ~ ho
. 2 : i e
He was flaming mad. He wanted to commit murder, he wanted teo rip v ,{h
and break and trampls on with hoomailed boots, and he wanted a re- ’” = L_L/\
liable sorcsrer to go over the remalins to see that the non-material ' M ',\-,‘ o
residus got to the proper destinmaticn., And strangely enough all his LT ';-g\
wrath seemed to be directed at me! Most of his letter, where it Ny A,.«-;.:'j{‘

wasn't charred, was incoherent, but he was specific in his intentions J’L\?—ﬁ_i_,\
in one pessege. Ho said he was going to fly to Belfact and wear suit- = 7
able lengths of a certain Art Editor's intestinal tracts home with him to suppert
his hosiery.(I'd like to point out that Harris® 8 sartorial tastes alsc leave some-
thing to be desired. Ne true fan would be caught desad in garters: the proper wear
is the lcose drage, showing concentric fclds of sock falling gently over the shoe.)
Nothing came of it however and ho restrained himself tc casting doubts cn my moral
integrity, complaining of the effect of pussyfooting bluencses on True ALrt, and
insinuat ing that I am a pseudonym of Eva Firestone. Until now, that is, Those dn-
sults I could have ignored, but this new dirty mean low treacherous underhanded
backstabrinz foul kick in the abdomen is togc much.

I don't know how he got to hear of that discussion in the first nlace. I must
have ernemies. Bob and Walt were discussing my name and pointing out t{hat I should
have something between the Jas and the White. One feels sort of maked in fandom
without even a single middle name, and I was treating the matier very ssriously
indeed. The best of the suggestions put forward, in my oninion, werc Jae P. Wiite,
meaning Just Plain,and Jamss S. White, the S standing for Snowy, chief asscistant to
Dick Barton and himeelf a handsome, broad-shculdered, ciean-living intrepid tvpe.

What business had the Tseedy O+0 poking his :wse into this thing anyway? It's no
concern of his., If I could only insult him or something, but I can't. You see, he's

((Continued on page 16))
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by Bob Shaw

The hypotheticel observer is bored. He stifles a yawn. Ho gazes at the sky and
wighes ho was back in his hypothetical bed. For years now he has been posted out-
gide Oblique House and nothing has ever happened. He 1is beginning to think nothing
ever will, No Zap guns, no outbursts of fannish hooliganisme==nothing but quist
respectability and adult good sense.

Suddenly he senses something out of the oriinary. He opens the gate, crosses the
"lawn' and snsaks up to the corner of the house. Cautiously hs peers round the side.
He gacps. His eyes dilato with horrors Frantically he tries to draw back, but he is
too lats—=---a thin jet of water pleys over his hypothetical face. Willis and White

dash out exckling with laughter and brandishing water pistols. "I got him! I got himl™

Like any sensible person the hypothetical observer turns and runs. ‘

Yos, it's quite true! Willis and White, the sobersides, the starched collars of
fandom, have acquired water pistols! It would be bad enough if they were ordimary
water pistols, but these are powerful brutes of things capable of a hundred deadly
shots on one reloading. My concentration on my fannish activities is constaantly in-
terrupted by furtive figures prowling about muttering such sayings as, "Bah! Wind
deflection agzin® and %It is fitting that a Guoner should serve. : .

All afterncon they sit at the back roowm window and drench inoffensive cate and -
other srall animals, Scon, however, they will get tired of such easy game and start
looking for something that will give mere excitomont, show mero signs of horror,
geresm louder. Semothing like pme Ter instauce. _

Luckily by that time I will nhave completed my weapon. A really powerful water
pistol constructed from a bicycle puwp and a pair of chest expanders. We'll see who
drowns who. Heh. Hsh, Hekh.

That will leave me short of a pump for my bike, but I'm sure we will manage---
my bike and I. It isn't much to look at but it gots me around, I liks my bike, The
mudguarde are tied on with string and the gaddle is so loose that when I go round
a eharp bend I remain faeing in the origlual direction.. But in spite of all its
faults we have come through a lot tcgetrer:
and a bond has sprung up betweon us, and in
view of this it is with great sorrow that I
announce that They are plotting against us.

Everybedy has at one tims or another com-
plained of how the wind always seems to blow
in their faces whon they take a bicycle out.
In my case it doesn't just seem to. It doesi -~
Tt ‘blows on my face on my way to werk in the -
moraing. It chamges before lunch and blows in
my face all the way back. Not content with
this it repexte the same performance in the
afternocr, foing round corners has mo effect,

W S -
Tt cloverly bdloss agaiust various walle and deflects itself down the new street.’
Tt eluveys outbemarta ne tub T haven't got the breeze ups I'm going to expose it s
I'm goiug to d» vihnt Toie Frasmk Puocsell did with ths Vitons. I will write a story
about myself and enll il %o Astoundings So thet notody will plerce my disguise too
readily T will spoil wy neme vackwardse. The hero of this yarn, this fellow called
boB, will heve the samd trouble as we. Yo matter whet hs doss the wind 7ill be too
emart for him. He tries pretending to go up the road and swiftly turning rouwnd and
going back down it at full speed. He tries sitting backwords in the saddle and

C=l4-
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and tricking the-wind into thinking he is going the other way, but all to no
avail, He becomes neurotic, he wears away to a shadow, Then one day as boB is
sotting off to work he is infuriated beyond all reason by the sight of a few
norzal carsfree-xiderz goirg in the opposite direction with the wind in their
backse It is tco much for him,

"To hell with work,” he shouts and turns his WA WA - HA 2 ’:% i
bike round and flies up the read, pedalling lke /‘
mad. The next day there is & report of hig pass- ‘AR~ WA™Y
ing through a small village about ten miles bew
Yond the Castlercegh Hilla screaning with ayst-
erical laughter and uttering loud cries of "Folk
ed them: I fooled them!".,..and that is the last
that is ever heard of him,

\*\\\, ’ n
= ) "T\))I

It is a far ery from the days of yore when fan humorists usﬁto'ﬁgpreeem

the outbursts of laughter which they hoped to inspire in, or direct et some. -

body else by the use of such devices ass— (Hearty laughtsr) or {loud guffew)

The wodern writer has a whole battery of individual chuckles ample enough to
electrify hie readsrs be they at ohm or in a ¢oll. The head man at chucklesg
here is Jomes Whito, which must be why his friends call him chucklehsad. For
an example just look at thie extract from a letter of Jamos' to Vince Clarks,
who was quite likely to puklieh it, The letter was full of nasty cracks ag
shuck Harris and le ended it up by saying, “0f sourse I don't want Harris tq
goe this, Heh, Heh, Hoh,"

This is a brillient example of the use of the vindictive chuckle, As well eg
that there is the oafish chuckle which is best ascribed to somevody elge, prow
ferably after a rather stupid remark of theirs, e.gs "The men in the shop tried
to charge me the full cover price for an o0ld 1932 Astounding, but I was %gg¢
erart---I made him sell ms a brand new magazine! Hyuck! Hyuok! Hyunrklw

Che other two main forms are used for rounding off a joke with which v ig
rather pleased. Naturally I can't throw away one of my carefully stored, remor-
iped and rehearsed spontaneous witticisms on a lecture, so I'll just content
ayself by roting that they are "Nyuck, nyuck, nyuck." and "Erf! Erf! Brfle 1,
latter to e uttered slowly and with gusto, or some other willing helper,

-8 anybody keen on the policy some of the newer sf mags have adopted cf not
heving any intorior illos?! Personally I hate to plough through page after uni-
form page of the dry as dust stuff that thede look-at-me-as-I-read-Poe type of
mags dish up, with never a touch of brush end pencil to bri hten things up. I
think that a good illo makes a story, '

Vho can illustrate Sprague de Camp like Cartier? Or Van Vogt like Rogers? The
reason for these affinities is not that Ls de Cwrites about queer creatures ang
Jartier is good at drawing them, and ditto for vV and Rogers. It is that tie
essential mood of the members of sach pair is the same. That is what a good 111q
doeg---it sets the mood of the yarn. I quote almost any book on art: ¥The aim of
she artist is not to depict, but to capture the mood.¥ The significance of thig
‘s put in itg proper perspective by the following quote. Bob Tucker in QUANDRY:
JAs compared to other forms of literature the sf yarn is lacking in mood. (!)

TELEKINESIS AND MUTTERED OATHS To move from a serious topic to a really grim

cue. I am the victim of a horrible mental dis-
order! Every time I read a really. oconvinaing yarn about tolekinesis I find my-
self glaring at various small. and inposuous objects und gritting through clene
ched teeth, "ibve, you Deeesss, MOVEIY If anybady elase has this complaint, let
him write to mep .and we may be able tc sturt up a ~ovoment bvetween us. That, in
case you rilssed it, was a pun. R . ~-=Bob Shaw
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((etd.. from p.13)) a friend of the boss and there might be an argument. (Last time
-there was a disagreemsut here we got a new inland lough and the Irish Sea got a largs
menace to navigation which straightaway started producing mutant cats, so I have to be
very careful,) Next Con time I'm going to call on Mr.Harris. It won't be any trouble
because there are two people living in that locality who called my lovely Roger's blue
cover spaceship a ballpoint pen. HIS suggestion was....but no, it is too starkly un-
thinkable, too shameful, too utterly degrading to be borne, I'll not have it. I won'st,
I tell you!

I 8o not want to be called Tily White!

I DROVE JAMES WHITE! (An extract from a forthcoming issue of Ken Bulmer's NIRVANA)
(Exclusive) o....his attertion was {foreibly) drawn to an accownt of a ride which he
kindly gave one Jamwes White during the Uonvention. He has regretied it ever since, ow= 5
ing to the cost of fumigeting anmd tic suarocks which persist in growing under the seat,
but for the soke of keeping the vecord siraignt (which the circular from SLANT is not)

has asksd for an independent investigation. It seems that when the struggle started at

the Felies Bergere, Jumes was thrown through a window, This caused him some pane but .
leaving Willls and Shaw engaged i a glass struggle he escaped the heat of bottle via
Underground. By the time he reachod the Epicentrs he was hie normal self, but the news
that he would be allowed to ride im the ven brought on a reaction. He had to be forcibly
restrainad from poking apple cores into ths radiator under the impression tHat the horse
power wanted focding. As it was the van laid an agple~carlotte in the mornipg. Of course
the exitoment of the Irish lads on seeicz the stroots of London for the first time is
understandable, They tried to drive a car throcugh Belfast laet year, but~the bloke who

was walking in front waving a red flag got plcked up as a suspected Communi®t. Since then
the horse has hod things pretty much its own way, and the situation is very stavle., After
it was explainsd to our visitors that the red lights on the roads had no significanfe other
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