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I am a @reat big Name.

At least, I am until our absentee fanlord returns from the States. This
time, the ggoboo should all be aimed in my direction. Let's npt have any
morc revirrs about 'Walt Willis's new fanzine' or 'WAW does. it ‘again.' Poo
on Willis.,.gpuart from cutting half the stencils and getting James to illo !
them, telliing me where to get the paper, fixing up the contributions, arr-
anging for me to borrow Ken Bulmer's NIRVANA dupliceator, typing out 8 pages
of 'How To Do It' (duping), and 13 pages of 'How Not P> Do It' ( duping
again),~Willis had nothing whatsoever to do with thish.

Of course,. I didn't actually do it ALL by myself. Come to think of it,
I didn't even do most of it. Vince Clarke came out of hibernation to be ap-
pointed stencil-cutter, mimeo-crunker, space-filler and chief shoulder for
crying onto. And Bob Shaw spent hours on the cover, headings, interioril-
lo's and the '(Glass Bushel'. Even Yngvi White sent in encouraging Little
notes like "Tell CH I don't hate him --- only his guts", and similar stuff
thut we're saving for the POOR white TRASH DEPT, in our next issue.

Wverything else I did. ‘When supervision was needed I was right in there
pitohing. At slip-sheeting I have no equal. At stamp-licking and eddressing
I am par excellence. :

I d4id it all.

Remember, there are two 'R's in Harris. Let's get the name spelt right
just this once.

In this issue, ‘we have:

COVQI’-....----O--'aov-oooonoooc-BOb Shuw................-.-............l
Editorial...."."...'..........Chuck Harris.'.."..'....’..‘...."....2

Inclinetionsecececececereeeeoes.Bdited Walt Willis, HSCuevevoesoooeovoeed
Grunch..........................A.Vincgnt B ENIREHE S S oo 000 R Db G o B 1
AN IR n A OB e o e I e e e e IR AN BIEAIL € relsre o tts sherororeliTetolelsvele oo chalors B a0 o % 9
New York Letter.iecceccccecccceeoBrmengade Fisk€ovooeososvosvoreoneneseld
James White Meets Me, e en ool oo LNUCK HATTE S0 abie's aseesiosncoieesesnsulb
THe<Llast ;Time & saw* Hanriss's el Jomes Phite. ool o iil's s oudiiodate ol B, 2 16
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Cartoons by James White, Vince Clarke & Bob Shaw

HYPHEN is produced between issues of SLANT by Vialt Willis, 170, Upper
Newﬁownards Road, Belfast, N.I., and Chuck Harris, 'Carolin' Lake Av-
enue, Rainhum, Essex, England. Art %ditor Bob Shuw, Editorial Assai-
lant Jemes White, Odd Jobs by Vinﬁ Clarke. This is issue No. 2,Sept-
emher/October 1952, The sub. rate is two issues for ore US promag or
1/6d4, payable to «@illis or deductible from subs to SLANT.
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N : This is 8ll the editorial nettur there'll
d f A\ bos from me in this issue, bucause in less
N than 8 week from now I'll be on my wey to

A discover America, just another bounder on
ﬁ;&; the bounding main. As soon ss I've finish-

e this letter column I'll be serding the

Qéf dozen or so stuncils I've cut---you'll
o Fate \ Q?;&m, recognise them by the absonce of typoes--

= o~ ‘N’/ / over to my associstes Chuck H:<rris end
-\\:; kS Bob Shew to turn into s megezins. I hops
Ptﬁqé./ L@‘Qﬁ[_/f; /7@5(? to got a copy whilv in Amcrica so thset I

can writo thum g rudo lottor of comment.

K.H.RINLUB Thank you for the aporeciated copy of your magezine. Although the sten-
derd is quite high in comperison with other offerings I heve seen in my

long e&nd distinguished carcer ss & travelling ropresentative of the Council (dust),
I must irnform you thet it does not meet expectations. Having seen mary rave reviews
of Slent, presumebly from people well qualified to rsve, I wes expecting the cream
of contemporsry fiction by such mesters es Vergo Statten, Rey Goings, end A.Vincent
Clsrke. I wes even under the impression that the mythical Ken Bulmar hed condescen-
ded to greco your pages. i

Instead I find that the only reslly worthwhile pieoce in the entire issue is the
tail end. I do not mean the nsme and sddress on the mailing wrapper--that is the
most distinguished--I mesn the I DROVE JAMES WHITE fragment. Incidentally, whers
cen one subscribe to this NIRVANA? It appears to be the most reguler and dignified
of fan publicetions.
{It is inde-d, Mr Remlub, but it is not as eesy to subscribe to NIRVANA es to @
fly-by-night effeir like GALAXY or ASF. However, if you write to Mr Bulmer enclos-
ing & copy of your last IZ test or feiling thet e testimonisl from me (cost £5:5)
he might be willing to add your nsme to the list of those waiting to got on the
waiting list for subscriptions.)

SDD BOGGS I wes just winding up to shoct across this HUHKLE 4The Spring issue '}

when Hyphen popped into the mailbox. Not being pressed for time, I
onened it, thenking Foo for the thoughtful soul who had circled which staples tc
null out, and reed it immedistely.....Tempnle’s conreport reed so well 1I'd have
sworn that the haopy svent tock plece this year inetead of s yeer ago. This wes o
minor masterpiece.

Strenge incliretion all you Slent people have---gll in -one direction. Yeu seem to
heve the ssme, whet shall we say, comiunity spirit? that charecterised she Futurisns
end still cherecterises the Insurgent Elcment.

Is there a Lower Newtownsrds Rd.? -

{There is, Redd, ss you would know if you hsd reasd your Cherles Fort. He refers to
¢ news item sbout vcight girls missing since ijondsy week from the Newtownards Rd.,
Test Bolfast.s But I em innocent; innocent I tell you!)

T CLARKY ....As for Hyohen, I'm gled to see thet you are cutting a dash by
starting e new line ir & joint venture. (If you were capable of app-
rocieting it I would meke a pun hore concerning the original Greek meaning for 'hy-
nhan'=~~--"'under-done', but I doubt whether many of your readers would understand it
«+s&xcent perheps such college boys as Mr Keasler.)§ Huh, 'schizophrenie' next, I
suppose. You'll never be President of the United States.d
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The duplicating of my copy wes quite good, end even those words thet were illeg-
ible could easily be guessad from the context. I would like to point out howover for
the benefit ofeny reeders who may bs strongminded snough to read Hyphen 2 after re-
ceiving the first issue that the missing syllable in the 4Cth line of my deathless
poesy lesked from the metre in transit. I thank you for the plug, tho I've had ons
raesder with en innocent and childlika faith in your capabilities address a latter
to 'Vi ce Clarke.'

The portreit on the front page was 9xceptionally good, as was the one on the back,
though I confess I cannot see tha point of the lettur....oh, sorry, it's the stamp.
I seem to have heard the neme of this Csrnell person before. Jidn't he have a fan-
zine in '39? As for my own opus, I'vs hed e letter rom Sid Gele who sccuses me of
'flogging the monstery puns to death'. Caught in the milreis of a compound pun I
mite leva poso cents beshind, but dinar let Sid forget that if it's fort worth while
to flog & pun, do it with e cet-o'-nine-taels. It's e sovereign remedy.

I wculd edvocate the sddition of 'X' to the middle of Jemas' names. Jemes X.White,
(and how sopropriste after his Parisian trip) hes en unususl eir.

3londe: "i/ho was thst men I saw you with laest night?"
Brunette: “That was no men, that was James X. Wiite."
3londe: "Jemes X.Wwhite? Oh how exciting. Do you think you could introduce me?"
Brunette: "Thest's just what the little redhead seid lest night."
And so on. Jesmes could slweys explain it stood for Xtra or Xuthus or Xantippe.

All right. I'll buy it. “het does 'Class Bushel' stand for? {For the benefit of
ir Clarke and the readers who heve already written in to tell us that Hyphon can be
pronounced 'Hi, fen' I'll eoxolein that = glass bushel is what Bob hides his light
under.} It's curious how the Ccltic mird alweys turns to the mystic explsnation.
vhen 8 nerfectly good rational one is forthcoming. This businsss of the peroetuel
vind .ageinst Bob when he is cycling, for instence. Obviously, Bob is the wrong
shepe. He must oresent a concave exterior to the wind, snd instead of the air flow-
ing sround him, it ggthers_in front of him. Sometimes e vagery in the locel stmos-
vheric conditions will relieve the nressure, but on ths whole, unless he can find :
somé wey of moving ell the eir in the world in front of him, I'm afreid his case is
hopcless. He is on s par with those esrly pioneers of the railways, whom people
said would hsvs been crushed by sir pressurs if they went more than 40 mph. It
doesn't seem to have occurred to anyone that thet is exactly what happened, the
news of the dissster being hushed up to prevent the abendonment of this method of
trensport. The convex survivors hsstily instslled red seat covers, and in time the
law of nsturel selection weeded out the conceve type, its only remnants being found
in out of the way places such as Belfast. & AT

In the szme wey, the reason a bike gets f
heavier es it goes further is ths elect-
ronic friction caused by the tyres on the
road attrecting eir-molecules which form
en increasingly long end heavy chain. Cf
course, immadiately the bike stops the
electrostatic cherge lesks away snd the
molecules disperse. %

I shell be plessed to forwerd my explan~ >
ation of why oxne climbs hills on both the ™=
outwerd snd return journey to sny inter-
ested enouirer in e plein sesled envelope.
The explenetion will be in & plain sealed , i5
envelope of course--the cost to the en- b2
ouirer of meiling himsslf in e plain sakd ... B3O8 1§ THE W

RONG SHAPE."
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envelope, or indeed gny kind of envelope, would be prohibitive.

In closing, I must say I was plessed to see the absence (I'm trying to write in
Irish) of this sordid commercislism so prevalent in fanzines these days. Only two
mentions of prozines in the whole 1s<ue-——uqless one counts NIRVANA, which could
hardly be celled e fenzine. :

{Thank you, dir Clsrke. It's nice to see you big-time pro authors taking an interest
in us ordinery fans. 1I'lh surs a1l our readers will bs delighted to know thet over
the last six months iir Clarke hss deshad off enother novel to follow his thought-
orovoking SPACE TRWASCN, which did so much to promote the sales of 'Joan The .ad'
lucky cherms.?

MAX KEASLER Hy ohen indeed.. are you net toc cute without words. How cen you dare

make fun-folly of my spelling vhen you spell "srmy" “"semy” (page 5).
Ha, got your back ageinst the well and slly-over e berrel on that one. Don't try
walking awsy, how about 'screetched' for 'screeched'? (Page 9) THAT's right cringe.
Here's & good one, 'lepreschsune' for 'leprechaun.' Now I'm drewing blood, (Of cowse
I'd do better on stencil) but just mind--keep you self in yourplsce, you Upper New-
townaide whitetrash....you.

You speak of & column by me. I could write you some super-rejact fan fiction?
/illis, you're scresming in my ear, my dear. Reelly I've been writing fiction for
years now; sSxcuses for being absent at school, letters to the parole bosrd etc. I
wrote my first story in the second grede. It went something like this: "See Jen run.
See Dick run. See Dick chase Jane., Sec Dick catch Janse. See Dick kiss Jane. See
Jane slugg Dick in the head with e brick. See Dicky cry. See Jesne lsugh in her sugsr
end snice." This mey not be any Zrnest Highwasy, but lock at the dreametic impack.

Oh yes, tell ladeleine thet box of candy is on the way. Thank her for the bottls
of esrsenic and tell her it wes plsnty. Allso when the candy srrives, tell her not to
eat sny of the chocalte-covered-cherry ones--just feed them to you. lLet iladeleine
know I've got the two tickets to Brezil, end Walt, old boy, check your insurance
and meke sure it's payed up....It's been nice knowing you, even tho we've had our
differences. This of course is gll over your head, but will Pster Greshesm be surpriss!

BILL TEMPLE Thunks for the copy of your Guendry conreport. In ignorance, you're

unjust to elly Gillings. He wesn't st the con becausu ct that tims -
his wife was in hcspitsl expecting a buby, and it was known it wes going to be @
difficult birth. I'm gled tc say the unshot wss happy, and they have a son. He rang
me up to let me know end said how much he'd wished to be at the Con, but of course
it was impossible. He did mesnage to drop into the ‘“hite Horse later for a few min-
utes and leave enough cash to buy everyone a drink to celebrete his son's birth. I
suggest you send.Lee e footnote to your report sxplaining this.

41t was too late for thet, but this should roach everyone, Congretulations, Tally.
Mine's 8 Guinness.}

ROBERT BLOCH I have no ides how I'm going to recogniss you at the Con, but imegine
you'll be the one between Lee Hoffman and Shelby Vick. As for me, I
am short, fat, fairhasired, end walk with e pronouncud stoop, nsmed Tucker

Perheps I hed better explain a few things to you sbout conventions. Conventions
sre fillaed with, roughly, two kinds of people---and for the sske of argument we
will temporarily classify fans as people, though I have my doubts and even some
anstomical research to prove otherwise.

There's Cless a (the tyne who carries a raygun end drops bages of hot weter out of
hotel windows) and Cless B (the type who watches all this activity end writes it up
for fan magezines, meenwhile commenting on the horror of it all.) 2
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Class A hass a lot of fun at the Con, and Class 3 has a lot of fun glosting over
it aftervards. I canrot be in Class A because I'm a pro and too many people &re
watching., Also it doesn't oxoress the truc me, because there are laws and stuff.
ind also, in some hotels, not erocugh hot water.

....I'd say hello to lMedelsine, but since I am fairly confident that she reads
veur letters to you sloud, that is uanecessary.

Honing you ars the same.

CLIVE JACKSCN Many thanks for the copy of Hypohen. This litt. s mags fills & long
felt went in my life. I read the whole thing at ons sitting, and
still have several pages left for next time.
...In & more serious vein, here's sn extract from my new booklength short story,
THD ABCLISH'D FAN, which should be in print this sutumn. (I don't know:where.)

NO THE
ONE MORE
NOYS 511055
kowcon wy Tozs,  TADDLEY FON mum uos 17 snows
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COLD COLDTR
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#MICHARL SLATER Deer lMr Proxiboo, I wood liko to get the assistans of PRCOXIBCO to

rite leturs four me snd publis e fanzeen. .ood you pleez send me your
fool price list ss soon es you cen. At the moment I can relie on my old man for pro-
zeens. 1 think the covurs on Plenit Storys are nicer than asf becos you can pick out
the flavors from the different colurs better but my old man sez they are for looking
et and no* edibul, Is this troo? PS. I ses 1 hev my nsme menchured in s fenzecn a1l
ready. 1t is quits.troo, I doent think Bob Tucker is ded.

PRCXYBOO LTD. In reference to your estesmed enquiry I have much pleasure in quoting
you our current ratss for standard PROXYBOO services:--

i'imsogranhed fmz, with ususl crudtype articles including Willis column, 10/- 5 page.
‘s gbovae, but without +illis COlUMN..csesoeccaocsovosvenssoasacoacsacns-s 15/- - pagu.
Possibly however, in common with some of our other younger clients, you would prsfor
to avail yourself of our new ex»orimental ONE COPY FANZINE service. wuotstions for
the verious models can be supplied on request. Zack model contairs handpai nted blots,
srtistically pleced, but fingernrirts sro extra. we can quote you for oxtra botching
if destred, on our new Autometic Botcher &s used by many prominent fan editors.

Your comnleint about the insdiblo nature of various megezines has beer passed to
our Rescarch Dept who report that while the paper used in PROXYBOO megazinés has not
hitherto been chosen with....er...this end in view, certain of them sroin fact edib-
le, including SUPPER SCIWNCT, SCITNCT FANTASTY and AMAIZING. For sensitive stomachs
wa particularly recommend SCIENCE FICTICN DIGEET, by Henry Burpwell.
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b ; ‘;. ; o f?-=* FOO to Hercules, who had to clean out the
4 :“g , hugean stables and similar pre-WPA work,
o € o - and Foo to Laney and Watkins who undertook

& similar task in U.S. fandom. Also to

5 “ Richurd Farnsworth, intrepid interstellar
A. [///\/C f/\/T investigator who rescued a bug-eyed mons-
CZ A/_?/<£' _ : ter from a ravening horde of blondes.

T...I have to write a column in a 'zine of"

which the Bhoy Himself is co-cditor] * %" ;

I can feel the Willis oyes on unpleasant little stalks, peering over my shouldr

I can hear'the Willis mind, squeuking away with great rapidity like & hat-full
of vager mice, ready to pounce. ' : i ;

Herris is waiting round the corner. He has'a bucket of acid. He got it by boil-
ing carbon copies of his letters. - : 3

Am I scared? ' :

Yes.,

This style is extremely useful for filling columns at enormous speed. I borrowed
it from Shelby Viok. (CONFUSION). Not only does it cover paper with the. speed of a
Keasler cartoon, but you could probably meke obscene silhouettes with the blank
spaces ' if you were clever enough.

I hope ShelVy doesn't mind me using his style, but I have one of those plastic-
chameleon (?) minds. It absorks whatever mattor it was last reading and gets im-
pressed into similar shape, like Campbell's-red-eyed un-nemeasble in 'Who Goes
There's Of course, when reading s-f I'm rarely affected, as there are only half-
a-dozen authors who can be said to have enough of an individual style to impress
one with, and has everybody noticed how 'Charles Harness' has dropped out since
vun Vogt started to draw &. steady salary in Dianetics?

The book version of 'Who Goes There', with the additional shorts, was. recently
reprinted in London &s a pocket-book, with 'Solution T-25', 'Vanguard To Neptune',
and 'Typewriter in the Sky' /' Fear!, They' ve retitled WGT as 'The Thing', cashing
in on the present record-breaking run of the picturc on its first London showing.
I wouldn't have thot RKO would be plensed at the comparison between their bobshed
up job and Campbell's minor masterpicce, but I suppose it's tho same old publicity
racketsssanything goes. ;

(I'm rather worried about this plastio-chemeleon business. I've been seeing a:
a lot of Bob Shaw, Irelund's Gift to English Fandom,” recently. Well, you know that-
oocas ionally you come acrdss a passage in 4 book that you don't understand at
first reading, and on going back over it hear & 'little voice in your mind repeat-
ing the words? I did it the other day, and 'the little voice had an Irish accent.)

It's my belief that HYPHEN is in a rut. Nothing but, funny
stuff, without = thought for the more serious things in life,
like...well, compassion, for instance. ' *

Further on in-the 'zine, (if you get any further with it),
you'll find an article on James Whit= (and if eveF there was
8 misnomer, that's it.) It mentions the attempted drowning of
what I have recently ‘heard called our“puir wee pussie, Trixie.
(See accompanying art-work)., hAside from an occasional differ-.
ence of opinion as to whose chuir was whos e, he usad to like
me,. (Why he was called Trixic is a rather long story invol-
ving short-sightedness, which I won't go into here). If he
caught a mouse he'd always offer me half.

: _ PTO
* I don't HaVE to, but the cgoboo is nioce.



Sincc Jamcs came, he's beer @ changed cat. (See pict.) He nides
in corners and barks at me. Hu's got hydrophobia, claustrophobia
: ‘ and agoraphpbia (I acmit that the last two are difficult to have
' st together, but now Trixies doesn't like being anywheré, )

fAame S\ e oy I'm thinking of -tarting a Save Our Trixie Socieﬁy..it'll.be'a

C%“GKQQJ/' /2 nico racket if Trixie's got guts enough to string along. The

,¢£5§Q\»}/::’”" very loast that White can do is to send the dough that he's
getting from his NEW WORLDS story. Suppor's the SOTS !

'My conscicnce just gave me a sharp nudge...after all, it's . possible that

you're not interested in Trixie; I'm just feline my way around, znd I musta't be
parochial. That's a nice word going the rounds of British actifandcm, meaning any
humour not likely to be underst®od by 40% or morc of the readers. F!'rinstance, a
remark by a certain HYPHEN editor, C--- H---, that u certain US faned must havo 6
'I' kecys on her typer. 4nd the last poctsarcd from Willis before he sailed..." I'm
sailing at 3pm today, and I feel a bit like Wolfe setting out to scale the Heights
of Abraham. In fact I may very well stay behind and write Gray's Elegy. But then I
remember with pride the words of General Layfayette: "J'avais une grunche, mais le
plant d'oeuf la-bas!"™ ' British reanders, as yet unaquainted with the Bible of Av-
oidism, Price's 'In One Head and Out the Other' (Simon 4 Schuster '£1) may surmise
at cach other with wild stares, until they learn about Clayton Slope..."He had do-
veloped the limp, ropulsive handshake to a point of perfection scldom reuched by
any of us today. He had a clever trick of saying any conceivable sentence so that
it sounded like, "I had one grunch but thc eggplant over there." &nd for years ho
had avoided changing his socks (he just put Sen-Sen in his shces.)"

The next GRUNCH, the educational column, will feature 'Tucker..Man or Zombie?'

3-f publishers have lemming blood. Lemmings amongst my readers may dispute this,
but how else do they explain the mass hysteria for changing 'zine cover-designs?
During the last year every major publication in the field has altered its style, the
latest being the 'Zine of Fantasy & S-F with the Qctober issup. In my by-no-means
humble opinion, the MoF&SF. is the boest for consistently excellent, well-written mat--
erial, but to wash out a fifth of a Bonestell super-scene with.a distracting ncw
title-logo' and contents-blurb box for no apparent reasone..s.e.! i

If these cover changes are a desperate attempt to catch the fleeting public eye,
the passing representative of what my editor (hah!) Mr. Harris has referred to as
'the inchoate masses who can't read without moving their lips',.I'm all ready with
suggestions for some really éye-catching covers. Most of them involve a large banner
heading, UNEXPURGATED; stretching apross the top of the 'zine, the title in gery small
print, and a drawing ocombining as muoh sex and sadism as the police will allow...any-
thing as long as theré's plenty  of flesh and blood. The fans won't like it; but who
cares about the fans? We've got to sell the 'zine to the publicy, and as long as the
stories arc half-way good, they'll do. No reason why she cover should have any conn-
ection with the contents. '

Of course, after buying the thing once the man-in-the-street will probably avoid
doing it again...better ask Don Wollheim and the Avon people about that...but you
can't have everything, and there's plenty of mugs around.

"Miss Preedie...take an advertisement...EXPERT WANTED...Expert wanted to explain
flying saucer phenomena as mess-hallucination, spots in the eye, ball-lightning, loose
weather balloons, Venus, jet-smoke, meteors, targets, seecret-wempons, publicity hunt-
ing, blimps, aircraft flares, hoyish tricks and reflsctions of headlights. Apply, etc.
etc. Get that down and send it to the principal advertisement columns. That's el
Miss Preedie, thank you....¥iss Preedie! MISS PREEDIE! How many times have I got to
tell you to walk out of here, by the door 7" :

AW A -~ h.VINg CLLRKE,
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( < TR T Rlck Nelson waes a big name fan, In a poll teken by QUARRY, one
4;4 "HENP i of the leading publications of the day, he rated No.2. The No.l
N ?r X‘(\u spot wes teken by the editor of QUARRY. '"Vell," Rick teld his
GG R g friends when they esked why he didn't get the top spot "you
<j s b know how it is," :
g His fenzine, CALIFANTASY, was one of the lesding publications
\ of contemporsry fendom. Subscriptions poured in, Reviewers prai-
k. . Ay sed it to the skies. It wss promising to go photo- offset when
' />_ * The Catestrophe hanpened.
“-+ .Until thet featzal March day Rick had besn leading a- gay, typlc-
(' " 8lly fannish existence. Each morning he would open his meil, read
~— |*<.-7 . the letters of praise, ignore the requests for fres copies of
PP b CALIFANTASY, and sneer at the 'exchange' copies of .inferior fan-
: © " _ megS. He would reply to his regular correspondents, disregard the
& c others, end write rudely about the promsg subscription departments
)W,.,a ; . =nd the booksellers who tried to sell him thelr shoddy wares. Be-
(‘ ’/{’ sidss, he couldn't afford them.
; ->'172—&~7 Yes, Rick wes e typicel fan. And then, one day, it heppened.
iy s o He stepped through a time-werp.
) T Possibly Einstein, in his Princeton classroom, would have dis-
?Qv; coursad leesrnedly on curved svace, sharls in the contlnuum, and
.~ s similer abstruse matters. =
";,<[/ﬁ‘ If he'd known, thet is; but then Rick's diseppearance csussd
4 i g very littla stir. There was a minor furore in fandom after:it was
) ™ i ~reelised this wss not enother hoex, but it soon died down'snd Rick
©_# . was remembered only by a few Forteans and creditors. He was for-
: '{" gotten,.as if he hsd never been born. ithst wes left? A vacancy on
&5 [2E= — the FAPA roster, quickly filled from the weiting list. A battered
<¢2fi : Spced=-0-Print mimeo. A 1927 Underwood, with soms of the numbers
W ¢ o ~~ missing and the cepital 'I' badly worn. A collection of fenmags;
\g/ promags end booke, which were sold to his friends when his par-
. ents sadly reslised he wasn't coming back. Some materiel for
A (/7  CALIFANTASY---his friends took care of that too. A few mem-
Peaa] T ,\ories---oerishable things, quickly forgotten or dispersed
éw“iﬁi‘ﬂﬁkaumgﬁyu < f‘\ like dust in a light bresze. Nothing more.
; ‘k{ “3¢;z Fhol }ff i md 3 Wait! Did I say nothing more? Did I say he'd vanished
Yy ‘”%ﬁ%?é o STl SRR ‘)»- forever? But no, that wes not so. As far es fendom,
4" “QQ% : “’aiﬁ; BN circe 1952, waes concerned, Rick hed venished com-
oo —~, Pplotely. But time has many holes and 11ke ths




sea, what it takes it often gives back.
It gsve Rick Nelsor to the citizens of the 29th Century.
This is his story.

Rick's first contact with the world of 2845 came as an understandable shock. He
found himself on e tall hill overlooking e light-washed city, watching the rockets
rass overhead with a noise liks bumblebees, and the cers glide soundlessly along
the glowing roadways. Only a moment before, he had besn welking elong the streste
of his home town, bound for the drugstore to buy stamps and a new typewriter rib-
bon. It hed beon & fresh spring day, with a bresze blowing through the elm trecs.
Now, without discernible transition, oxcept for a slight bumping sensetion, here
he was in a place strange beyond all imagining.

It took him @ little while to reaslise what hed happcned.

Yinen he did, and hed recoverad from his initisl reaction of fright end bewilder-
ment, he set out in scerch of the autherities. The guthorities, however, found him
first. Traffic Patroller Gern Entwistle-Proust, hovering in his gravsled, found him
and after a brief interrogation delivered him to headquarters.

The Chief Traffic Monitor, the District Pstrol Supervisor, the Commissioner of
Patrols, end finally the Eveluator himself interviewed Rick. Nons of them succeed-
ed in sheking his story---he was from 1952, A good deal of public disputation then
ensued, for he was marifestly unable to cere for himself in the complicated world
of 2845. Finally, following - decision by the Supreme Evaluator himself, he was
made 8 ward of the Stete, tax-exempt and work-free.

You may well think that the story ends there, with a happy Rick joyously explor-
ing the %World of Tomorrow. But you are wrong. For nothing could be farther from
the truth,

Jhet, did you visualise Rick flying through.snsce, visiting distant stars end
planets? But alas, in the 2%th Century man krew whet Tinstein in the 20th hed only
theorized---that you cannot exceed the spoed of light. As for inter-system travel,
that wes restricted to a few mining ongineers exploiting the fast-dwindling minersel
deposits of Jupiter and Ursnus end estsblishing new beses and diggings on other
worlds. Colonizetion? But wvhen Te¢rre hed, in the 22nd Century, finally licked its
overpopulation problcm, there was no need io meke the harsh planets fit for humen
hebitation orn = lerge scsle. Tven the mining engineers didn't stey on the outer
worlds, but only stopped by to inspect the robot machinery which dug the ore, re-
fined it, and shipned it back to Zerth. True, there had been an sttempt to colon-
ize Venus in the 24th Century, but it hed collepsed when its millionaire backer lost
interest and the foundations of his vscation resort were buried below tons of sand.
As for the Moon, the astrcnomers in the observatory had been replaced by robot mach
inery es long sgo as 2533, and no ships rasn there ‘ut 1little drone vessels picking
up data for closer study than wes possible over ths video hook-up.

The world of 2845 hed its pleasures, admittedly, but Rick soon tired of those of
them he could comprehend. Besides, something wes missing. The discerning reader
will doubtless have guessed what thet something wes,

Science fiction.

without space travel, without new ware to spewd progress, things had slowed to &
standstill., Popular literature consisted of mysteries, edventure tales, love stor-
ies end the like. All hed e prusent-day bsckground. While this would have been
fantastic enough eight hundred years ago, it was now quite commonplace. Also, as
Rick discovered, it was not enough. He grew tired of scauning tepes which, despite
some bewildering new words end devices, contained basically the seme idees and
cliches he had become sc tired of back ir 1952.

No science fiction meant no fendom, and to Rick this wes the worst blow of all.
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No hordes of letter-writers, no enthusisstic amateur publishers, no meetings, con-
ventions or:feuds. In short, ro snything. .

He wegs miscrable.

I will not recount the futile devices he invented to rclieve his torment. The
letters he wrote (to himself of coursa, sincs lotter-writing wes en outmoded cust-
om), the fenzines he published (with a steff and circulstion of one), tha feuds he
etarted (with imesginary onnonents), thc sf stories ho rewrots from memory. Unluck-
ily for him, ho hsd hzd ir kis pockets only 78£ in change, & peck of Chesterfislds,
s cigerette lighter, a pencil, his wsllet, and two unmailed letters to out-of-town
fare. Yo science-fiction. No fznzines. Not even g letter from ons of his correspon-
dents. He hed to start from scratch.

Fis misery was relieved somewhet when one day he discovered in e museum en incred
ibly ancient mimeogranh mechine, a 1979 model. He pleaded with the suthorities,used
his influence #s 2 guest of ths state, e¢nd sven bribed people, for he wes kept well
suvnlied with money. He finsglly securcd nossession of the machine. Ink wes hard to
get, but he obteined e supnly from one of the city's reseerch lsboratories, who
were zble to reconstruct the substence from tho formule on s tin which hed boon part
of the museum exhibit. Psper wes even harder to got--in fsct it proved to be imposs
ible. He settlad for specislly cut end trseted sheets of the plestic meterisl which
wes ths nearest thing to it in 2%th Contury civilisetion. Finally, he sven succoeud-
sd in orocuring stencils and o typewriter.

Now he could put out & roel fenzins, snd hs did.
In fact he published 823 issues of CALIFANTASY (2%h
Century @dition), with contente entirely by him-
gelf, including fiction, erticles, artwork., snd re
views., (Since there was nothing else, Le reviewed
nast iscues of CALIFANTASY.) He finally formed s
fenclub, with eight members. The other seven were
rooots, which Rick bought snd fitted out with hel-
icopter beenies, starry-eyed looks, and brain mech-
anisms preset to tske The Long View. He wes slweys
the guest of honour, and the telk wes glways sbout
the contents of CALIFANTASY. He aven held e Con-
vention, the 'Wimnlecon' (Wimple was the neme of
the city where he was living) end auctioned of? all
823 conies of CALIFANTASY. i

This svent, sttendsd by some 50 robot-fen, wes i El Tl J\"l
the climex of Rick's 29th Century career. sfter ths E55 P ¥4 1
benquet (where the spesches were g1l recordings mede by him snd snoken by vsrious
robot BNFs end celebrities) he collepsed quietly in & corner, unsble to cerry on
the proetence any longer. 'If I didn't know better," said the City Patrol %xaminer,
"I'd svear he died of s broken hszart.'

he did.

No, gentle reader, you ere once again premeture. The story does not end there.
tor sfter Rick's death, s strenge thing hsppened.

4 roving telerenorter, locking for sn odd story, chanced on sn account of thu ien
from the Past recorded on &n aged videoresl. He dacidsd to look up this strengs re-
fugee from a bygone era, to secu how hz had fesred in the yeers since then. Wwhen he
lemrned thet Rick wss dead, ho decided to gc through his effects for s nossible
lead. &nd so h: ceme upon the letters, the mimsogreph snd, most importent, thse 823
issucs of CALIFANTASY. Hc took the latter to s University to be trensletoed, cxpect-
ing to find som: kind of ¢ disry. Hc wss grostly surprisud to discover instued that
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they were copies of sometMing celled e 'megszine'. Curious, he inspected the trm-
slations.

*0dd," he mused. "“Science fiction, it was called.”

He copied one of the items onto a resl end sent it off to a nuollsher he knev.
The nublisher wss in turn intrigued, absorbed, and enthusisstic.

He dacided to reprint it.

The rest---to the peoonle of the 29th Century at least---is history. The reel
ves sn instsnt hit. It sold thousands, millions of copies. lore were rsquested,
more sunnlied. TWvery story in esck of the 823 issues of CALIFANTASY wes inscribed
on s resl and each ons was sold out completely.

To the citizens of tha 29th Century, their sppetites jeded by conventional wsd-
vonture snd love recls, sll this wss fascinsting and emusing--queint. with theo
same strenge dusire tb?t mede the citizens of 1952 edmirs the weys end customs of
thirty yesrs before, resd the old books end edopt the oid fashions in women' s
dress, with the ssme odd attitude that hsd ceused ths revival of the Zoot Suit in
215C, the inhabitents of the Tarth of 2854 clssped scieace fiction to their bosom.

With the entique-collector's fervour they bought all the stories there were, then
cried out for more. Wuseums, libreries, old houses were rsnsacked, but in vein.
They found, as Rick hed bafore them, thet there wss no sf left. There wes only one
thing to do. New stories must be written. The leeding raeel-scribers of the day be-
zan studying the works of the \sster, snd succesded st last in producing accept-
gble substitutes. The fed spread es more scribers, more publishers, mors rezders
vere embroiled. Science fiction once more became importent.

In reverential tribute to the strenger from the past who had mede sll this poss-
ible the Rick Nelson Society, heasded by tho sx-telersporter (now the febulously
woslthy Litorary Zxecutor of the Nelson Betats) erscted s monument over the greve
of their hsro. !

From s simple plastistonc beso, e synthetic merble sheft soers skywerds. At ite
summit stends the sculvtured form of Rick Nelson, proudly srect, wearirg on his

¢ad the emblem of his kind---a helicopter beenie. Under his srm is s copy of CAL-
IFANTASY, and his free hend is resting on the crenk of e mimeogreph. His eyes ers
turned unwerds, towerds the stars.

Tngreved on the bgse, in gilded letters e foot high, is the simple inscription:

ol Kev iR be 5050
LGl e O
VRIS g4\t 2 24 3 R s 7y e AR VS p e
B GO N G by T, e = W
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Py N My previous New York Letters im SLANT were
‘”ygjtgzb _ really letters, bscause Mr.Willis actually
U coripiled bits from my opistles, and, after

. 0 < — : much contumely back and forth across the
ﬂ IE? l[a l’ [gza ocesgn, one or othar of us added a few con-
) ! junctions and offered the result ss e Let-

. ter. Unfortunstely our recent correspond-

5 ® o ence has been lsrgely devoted to prosody,

Z‘QMENGARDE F/SKC with espacial roeference to a populer cin-
quein form which derives its name from an Irish town Although the subject might be
of intorcst to our rcaders, all of whom we know to bo conrnoisseurs of verse forms,
we feel it might be fraught with too much interest for the Post Office, so regret-
fully we rofrain from quoting eny examples. But you chould hear the one about...Oh,
well. :

The rest of my letters consisted mostly of scurrilous informetion about certain
vell-known individuels in the locel sf orbit. This too I cennot quote--although I
em sure it would be of interest to esll--because my chief source wss inebristed and
impeachebla (though I believe him implicitly myself since I always put s beautiful
and childlike trust in anything of a slanderous neture) snd I do not care to risk
cither a libel suit or a black eye. But remember, many of the sf authors who write
like little golden-haired angels are not little golden~-haired angels; although, to
be fair, I must admit that a number of them arec.

At any rste, Mr Willis graciously requested that this time I bend my wit and in-
génuity to the crestion of an entirely original column, or, to use his own kind
words, "Since we're stuck, I sunpose you'll heve to do it out of your hesgd, fethsoad.”
o0 I shall do my very best end romember, dear reader (I have been re-rgeding tho
Erontes snd it has merkcd me) that if my best is but e fsebles oneg, I em only a poor,
wogk women, unskilloed in the weys of the world end sufforing horribly from sunburn
cemplicated by cat-bite.

Up until quito recently, I hed bevn reeding only ths pockst-sizoed sf magezines
which could be quickly concceled in s herdbeg or, like GALAXY, disguisod s & 1littls
poctry magazine from the South by s thumb plaeced over the spaceship.: It isn't that
I have not the courage of my convictions---well, it is thet too---but for commercisl
nurposes it is not well for me to bs seen about with large untrimmed magazines orn-
ementod with bug-syed mornstors. You will ask whether I am ready to sve my principles
Tor e mess of pottage, and the ansrer is emphaticelly yes. If you will send & cara-
fully wrapped mess of nottege to me in cere of Mr Willis, I s.all be glad to send o
good principle with very low mileage on it. {Would readers plagse check internation-
8l pottege rates before mailing. --WAW}

Anykow, I em now exploringz the depths of the untrimmed pulps, and I ses I have
misced much. Not only the stories, many of which are fine¢ ones, but the advertise-
ments, which prove even more fsscinsting. Have I been wasting my monoy on sf when
for s trifling sum I could lesrn hyprosis and berd editors and people to my evil
will? Or perhaps I could be s detective. 'Exacrience unnecessarys pesrticulars free'
---my aualifications to s t. I might cure mysslf of ths tobacco habit; the fact thet
i don't smoke should meke it even easier. Like ell us meterislistic Americans, I
toke e cress interest in filthy lucre and I understand from the back pages that thers
“s mondy to be mede in selling nylons from door to door. I could acquire s desper,
more nowerful voice, or I could...but no, this is a femily megazine. {it is? --WAW}
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STARTLING's covers heve become more and more refined, not to say hendeome, and I
would cven carry the megezine in public if only it hsd e name thet wes e little
lcss---er--startling. How ebout some nice quiet nemes for si’ megezines, such es
SNTSRTAINING AND INFORiIZATIVE SCIENCZ FICTIOMN, THT LADIES' HOME SCIENCE FICTIONETR ,
or THY NORTH AMTRICAN NEBULCUS RIVITY?

Crn the other hend, the covers of GALAXY NOVELS have grown 1ncr6351qg1y lurid.

Not only has the white stripe been omitted, but ‘on thé last two there were womer's
heads. Sex. -hat's more, I didn't get to resd FOUKSIDED TRIANGLE until wevks eftoer
it sopesred, because the newstsnd had 'vleced it next to PAPRIKA THE GYPSY TROLLCP,
and I thought it wes one of the seme, snd I never buy bocks like thet. 1 only bor-
row thom. On a recent birthday (his twenty-firgt I bdlieve) mr Gold hed & cake mude
in the sh:ps of & GALAXY cover---with e whits stripc north and west, & black back-
ground, end e epaceship, 8ll cunringly worked out in mar21pan. You sse, sf editors
not only reslly live their science ficticn, thoey aré even ready to die for it.

Before I forget, in the interim between my lest letter snd this one, I vi isited
Surope end was privileged to meot Lir Willis himself. I found him e gellent and
courteous gontlomen who nobly rofreined from hitting me over the head with his
osrinting press, but is now sorry. The London-Circls wes ‘equally delightful, end, on
returning to my hotel from the "hite Horse, I‘wes sccuised of being a Ruseien.spy in
the Londer Underground....but all this would be dull stuff to en sf raader. I loved

“urope, perticulsrly the British Isles, and had many dslightful asdventures, but if I
were to recount them they would nrobably ceuse me to burst into toars out of shser
nostelgia, and you wouldn't want thest to happen to me, would you? Besides, I write
with more slen about things I don't like.

{and ot grester length. However to-fill up the page I might es well just heck =
chunk off Ermengerde's lest not-for-publicstion letter. Thet'll tesch her. -=L A

I wus gled- to hoar from yon and to know thut you havun't given_mé up for somcone
with fencior notceoaper, slthough tho red riboon is susnicious end I wonder whathor
vc reslly should lot you into the United Stetus. “hen I got a pessport I wasn't
ssked for my fingerorints buceuse my noble cherscter showed on my facoe. Besides,
they had them enyway. My fountein pen lszked. I didn't havo to got eny visas cithor
bsceuse Amcricens ero olcome Tverywhore. Plosss step to the roar for knifing.

It's 211 right to fill out thosc forms sny wsy vou went es long es you keoup your
fingers crossed. The only person wko could fill them without & quelm is a Communist
who can, of course, lie. Other people ere not supposed to. Thus we fill our country
with perjured Com unists. You understand of course thst our Congress is Communict
because thers wss once a Communist member and everyone belonging to an orgenisstion
which slso contained & Communist is, of course, exiometically & Comrunist himself--
or so licCarthy ssys, only wa don't heve to belisve anim because eccording to his ovn
rula he is then a Communist snd, slso according to his own rule, elso e lier. I am
rot speaking of Justin Mclerthy, suthor of IF I WERY KI'G.

You can't overthrow our government in eny case becsuse it is due to overthrow
itself s month or so sfter your arrivel. Although I am & Republicen, I heve dscided
to vote for Stevenson, becaucse he is s sound men on cats. Since I heve zlso heard
he mekes with a mean limerick, I think I shall offer to trade my vots. It would bs
refreshing to have a president who can read and write anyway.

As you heve doubtlese heard, the flying saucers have been officielly recognized
by the US Govt; however, since the govornmsnt is too dignified to recognize parts
of & dinner service thoy have now becn re-christoned objects. The Governmsnt has
had to recognize them beceuse.they have beecn henging hopefully sround ‘Weshington
for three wecks and are probebly a powerful lobby from iers. The Governmsnt has
issued peevish directives stating thst they sre not either of extreterrestriel or-
igin end cen undoubtedly be explained eswasy as perfectly naturel phenomens. 1'd like
to know whet's unnatural about extrsterrestrialism.
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BY......HARRIS

That grand old pro-author Vinc Glarke was
to blame fer the whole thing. after 1'd
read the White Upus in the first HYPHEN, 1
beran to get the idea that the Orang efan-
face No.4 rather disliked me. I couidrn't
quite understand his attitude--after all,
I was the only person ta make any chmment
at all on his cover for SLaNT and it did
seem rather ungrateful for him to start
this new fashion of biting Ehe fan that heeds him,

Wnea Vine phoned to say, Come over, I've got a couple of surprises for you--
both with Irish accents", I was & little doubtful as to what kind of reception
I would gst.

I nesdn't have bothered,

1'd been on safari to Velling previously and new the route. ITwo hours later,
after crossing the Thames and skirting the trackless wastes of Plumstesd Common,

I stazgered down Wendover lWay and found the Clarke shack.

I rang the bell and stecod nuively on the doorstep trying to think of some devas-
tating greeting for Walt that would be worth = mention in thas next 'Harp', It
didn't quite work out like that.

The door was suddenly flung open ard a great shambling lout attired in a false
beard und urmed with a monstrous water pistol'’demn near drowied me. .- .on. you,
Uarris," he hollered. For one dreadful moment I thought that he had- Fortunately
my shirt was sanforized.

Behind this gibbering maniac there were other vague figures in various stages of
convulsions. After wiping the spray from my glasses 1 recognised Clarke writhing
alongside the fabulous Bulmer, editor and publisher of the legendary NIRVANA, and
assumed that the clot howling in a McCormic« tenor end interspersing his shrieks
with "Oh Bhoy! Uh Bhoy." was my best triend and co-editwvr, Vialter Himself.
inarled "Hi" at them, stepped over the squirming bodies and squelched into the
iQunge,

This is the room where Vinc keeps the best of his heard-cover stuff in an unlock-
ed bookease, £11 I reelly wanted to do was to admirz his bound set of Vargo Statten
but Vine is rather a suspicious type und I pot pushed onto the sofa which stands
desolately in the middle of the room and from which it is impossible to reach any
of the bookshelves,.

For a moment or so we just sat and lookasd at each other whilst James removed
tha falsc beard and she durk glasses. I took an iron grip on my nerves and another
look. My shudder was hardly perceptible. In fairness, I must say that Bob Shaw's
deseriptions of him were a little hursh. I didn't think he looked in the least
Neanderthal at all,-- except, of course, for that ge tly receding forehead #nd the
slackness of the lower jaw. &nd his hunds do NOT hab: tually brush the ground us he
walks; this huppens very ocezsionally indeed.,” I am positive that it wes nothing
more than boyish self-conciousness that made him assume & disguise on meeting me.

sfter clmost sveryone had applanuded Jumes ERE type Crusade Yo Clean Up Fandom
ve just sat around and talked. Conversution vas more thin a little strained. Vinc
¢cannct understand Walt's heavy biogue, Walt cannct get more than one werd in four
0f Vine's Texan drawl, I do not know my Erse from my elbow, whilst nobody, but
nobody can understand a single word of James'. ite spent an hcur cr two happily
shredding fannish reputations, Vinc and #@ult lecrnedly discussed whether vV wis
s 2.fka manque and I squabbled furiously with Jumes over nudes in SLANT, In the




niddle of 2ll this ijalt deciued to write to iiadeleine. "Dear Madeleine," he wrote,
."I am sitting on the sofa between Chuck and James. 1 am stalling between two fools."

As Vinc said, Walt would be absolutely insufferable if he could draw too.

We were getting around to real fan talk, about rain on Venus or somrething, when
we discovered that it was tea-tiIme. It was a fairly quiet meal, broken anly by Jamec
whipping out-his pistol and letting fly at the Clarke cat. The pistcl holds about z
allon when filled, and the cat was definitely a ron-swimmer. Arother eight shots
and the mice woulc have had it all their own way in Wellinge i

.After tea, we dragged the two lar:est of Vine's telescopnas out onto the luwn,
built a miniature Mt. Palomar of chairs and tatles, and balanced the three-incher:on
top. Bvery time the pile swayed, Clarke closed his eyes and the sweat ran down his
face to form a little puddle in the grass. ¥ihilst he was searching Lune in an atte:pt
to spot Ego, the two Irish bhoys tried to focus the other 'scope on the bedrvom of a
brunette spposite. Vinc took time out to explain that it had an astronomical, no: an
anatomical, eyepiece. James rushed to fetch a small Nelson-type 'scope Vinc keeps in
his bedroom, but by the time he ot back the brunette had turned the light out.

And then, just as things were cetting exciting, had to get moving. I grabbed
the stacks of fanzines & books that-I was bDorrowing, shook hands all round, made
hurried arrangements to sse them all next Whitsun, and did & Dagwood to the pate.

"Goodbye, Chuck", said that soft brogue. I half-turned and...yov've gucssed it.
That pallid clot had just re-filled his goddam pistol especially for my benefit.
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It is summer. Out of & cleer blue sky the
Sun glares relentlessly dowr o1 the whits
concrete pavements of the London suburb of
6lling. The white ccncrete pavements just
lie there and glsre rigat back. Butterflics
fl:t lazily, bess buzz drowsily, and fans
fan furiously. Through the slit -of the hal-
open letterbox of No.l6 a tall broadshoul-
dered young man watches the shambling app-
roach of the Harris Thing slong Wwendover
dqay. .

As it stovs et the gete and begins tinkering with the latch the hidden wstcher
checks quickly to see that beard and derk glasses ara securely in .place. Garden
gates are the same gll over the world. The ten minutes or so it takes to solve -
the combination give the observer s chance to get a good look at the loathsome
being at close range. : ' '

He sees grey flannels and, inevitebly, e resther shoddy imitation Herris tweed
sportscoats end hornrimmed glasses. There is slso a vague iﬁpression of & face of
sorts, which is tanned a decp rich brown. The effect of extraordinary good health
is spoiled, he thinks, by the tan ending abruptly just under the chin, giving wey
to ¢ horribly dirty end greenish white skin, like the colour of e zombie on one
of its bad nights. (Actuslly it wes Herris's shirt collar. The observer had on
sunglesses and astigmatisms) Thick pendulous lips drawn back in e pervetual snsrl
and rows of uneven brown and yellow teeth complete the resther unwholesome pictur .

The gate onens, end Herris comss lumboring uo the path.

As the footsteps halt et the door tne tall broadshouldered hendsome voung man
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grins the inside hsndle firmly and weits, tense. Fis other hand holds the gun ,
fully charged. Tkis is it. VFis moment of destiny is at hand. He flings open thedoa

The Herris Thing stands there petrified, with ono claw-like huand outstretched
towards the spot where the bellpush should have becn, und the surprise on its feco
chenging rapidly to utter terror es it revslises the implications of the besrd and
the gun. But before its reflcxes can tske over the other hess gone into action.,

He hes been waiting for over s yesr for this. Hs knows exactly what to doj; so
coldly ruthlecely end silently he doss it. Two lightning bursts on tho glasses---
the rcsultent spray of droolets on oach lens elters drastically their refractive
nroperties, thus completoely blinding the brute---then thres fast, sccursts shots
into cach nostril. This, besidus intorfering with their functioning ss organs of
breathing, tends to heve s demorelising effect on tho rocipicnt. This is shock
tectics. There is no time to think. It does the one thing its edversary had hoped
for. It opens its mouth to scresm.

It doesn't scream, quite. To one who has repeatedly drowned a fest-flying blue-
bottle at ten paces this is¢ a very eamsy target. Jjust like firing into a barrel.
vound waves trying to get out maet weter succeeding in getting ins the result is
2 most intriguing gurgling noise. The Thing steggers beck shaking its hesd, des-
neretely trying to avoid those deadly accurate shots: but in vein. The tall, brosd-
shouldered hendsoms intelligent young man follows it rcmorselessly, pumping zll the
time. He is losing control now, grimacing snd spitting end shouting things: but per-
heps he can be forgiven--he hes weited 80 long for this. His lightning speed and
sccuracy remein unimpaired., “Teke thet---squish--for the Biro pen cover crack, end
thet---goquish---for that Lily crack, snd thet---squish----for the bit in SFN, and
that---squieh---for the gerret niece, end thet---squish---for the Biro pen cover
crock......." Ho baboles, he chortles, he lsughs hysterically. Revenge is so sweost.

It js on its kneds now, mouth open, choking and strengling in g hopelese attemot
to breathe air when there is nothing avsilable but staeccato hard=driven jeots of
water. Out there in that plessant sunlit garden, miles from-any lake or sea, the
unspeekubly foul end monstrous life-form is slowly being drowned to death. It gur-
glss wetly for pity. It bubbles for mercy. In vein. It dribbles "Ubble gop glug”®"
---but the fan with the gun won't forget it ed be friends. He stsnds ovor it and
squirts ravidly down thst obscenely gaping gullet, smiling coldly., In a sudden fit
of sadism he directs & few rounds Gown inside the front of the open-nscked shirt;
then he goes back to his task of filling the lungs of this air-breather with wster.
;ith utterly ruthless efficiency he squirts, end watches it slowly drown. This is
what he has lived for., Fulfilment.

sut no. It is rot to ve. He has been snuck up upon. Fennish hends seize, cver-
nower, disarm him. The sodden mass is helped to its feet and poured into the sitt-
ing room snd revived. One of the others present wishes to speak to it and hes ord-
ered thet the gunfan be restrained.

Eq&p_year, meybe.....

BDITORIAL NOTE: Shocked readers must reslise that when James first showed me his
vater pistol 1 thought this was too tarrible s weapon ever to be used. Even when he
spoke of bringing it from Paris already loaded I thought he was merely giving Bot e
onening for his famous pun about “arris being “"wringing in the Seine.” I was Wrong ,
turribly terribly wrongs end now I publish the sbove starkly horrible account to
rouse outlic ovinion to put an end to this terrible feud before it is too latoce...
before next yeer's Armegeddon. I hear that Chuck has elroedy bought s fGovt. surplus
fir¢ pumo. Worse, the other deyv while I was wesding the garden path with my blowlam
James bugen telking reflectively sbout flame-throwers! This armaments race must be
stcoved. The matter must bs teken before the United Netions---or sven the Nstiongl
fantzsy F=n Federation!! - Al
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BOB SHA W

Red and gold spoon with blued steel pike tri-
angle. #

Having led off my column with a fish-hook to

hold your attention, I now plungc into the grim busi- |-

ness of having a good time while Willis is in the
States. It doesn't seem fair that he should be gall-
jvanting about while I'm slaving over a hot desk,
getting ‘red hands and ulsters. Well, I'm not going
to kick up a row about it, but I hope everybody not-
iced the way I boycotted the Chicon this yesar.

This is the first actual writing that I have done
since I arrived hcre.-- bocing a stranger in London
I have naturally spent most of my time telling trav-
ellers how to reach wrious places. I spent my
first few nights in Vince Clarke's house, and those
few nights nearly spent me. Actually, Vince's place
isn't much different from any other house - it has
four roof's and a wall overhead. However, I feel
bound to say that the little work I have done is due
to the powerful, almost soporific influenec of.Vince.

i
“HRON - |
LJELLOIDS:

SPACESNIP |

""ihere arc ye?' Yer at the
bottom of Barney McGoogle's
meadows. "

COMES  THE REVELATION. . & .

By the power invested in me by Walter A. Willis,
Ape z of the Belfast Triangle, and the base James
White, and by the powers of my own office as holder
of the Triangle's Elongated Point, I hereby announce
Belfast as being from this date the centre of British
Fandom. Ghlory to Ghu.

After many months of secret endeavour, Proxyboo Ltd.
labouring in an entirely strange field (the nen-fan
cosmos), managed to crcate a set of circumstances
which made my arrival in London scem quite unplunned.
For eight weeks I have been collceting, analysing ard

" correlating evidence apd now have definite proof of

a theory held by the éﬁ}; for many years.
"THERE ARE NO FANS AT THE WHITE HORSE!

Heinlein's 'They' and Sturgeon's "sccone shifters"
themselves could not have dene a better job of dis.

.guisc. Oh, they're clever, there is no doubt about

that.

You go in, All around you see prozines, fanzines,
smiling fannish faces and the air is suffused with
fannish good cheers "Buy him a crink," scmebody
shouts, you are hustled up to the bar, you are shown
copics of aSF, Galixy, and Nirvuna. An entity in the
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guigse of a bar man presses drinks on you, you wiggle out from below the glass and
drink, you kecep on drinkingee...

Several hours later you emerge with glazed eyesy & fixed smile and a voice inside
you (hypnotically impressed) whio whispers over and over "What a bunch of people!
Real fans!" You believe it .

It's the drink that does it, of course, and it was there that they slipped up in
my case. The stuff they gave me was Guinness, lo s of it .- but I have made the pil-
grimage to Dhublin and there in the Mececa of all imbibers ¢ f Black Champagne have
partaken of GHUINNESS, .

After two weeks my stomach was acclimatized, which was a good job for mo, because
I was unable to think of any way to appear to be drinking the stuff without actually
swallowing it. I had toyed with ‘thc idea of concealing & small barrel in my mouth
but I couldn't completely cover it with my lips. It would have been useless going
with A hogshead sticking out of my mouth unless I could have disguised myself as an
apple.

However, on the third night my mind retained its usual crystal-like clarity. I
was appalled at what I saw.

Nothing but filthy hucksters and vile pros ! .

They offered to sell me fanzines, prozines, anthologies, indexes, SFN, handbooks.
If I bought anything somebody else would bind it for me, and somebody else would
design a bookplate, and somebcdy clse would meke u dustjacket.

e gnaniens
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ohion d e ) DY OF =
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!
LI A Y7 [OC LKA
NOVILE S
S EMTRANCE

Fighting down my repugnence, I maneged to act as
When I got back I reported to WAW. We werc deligited at the way I had pierced the
camouflage. But later, some small points began to bother us.

1. Obviously there was a tremendous organisation behind this scheme, and yet
nobody had covered the possibility of my immunity to Guinness.

2. In spite of all the filthy huckster act:ivity, nobody had ever sold me anything.
Nor had I ever seen money or copies of the vile pr.'s books! Hastily I reported my
suspicions to WaW, only to find that he had been cleverly tricked into going to
America.

To my mind, this was the final faot that hinted ari even greater fact than the mere
financial finangling of hucksters and pros.

ARE THERE ANY PEOPLE AT THE WHITE HORSE ?

Perhaps they are all pseudobods! Who has cver seen the inside of the White Horse
during the rest of the week? Why do the 'fans' often come thru' the door bone dry,
in spite of the fact that it is raining outside? And above all - who is Bickerstaff?

Who knows what nameless unspeakable horrors drip and writhe in the darkness of
the WH saloon after closing time ?

They would have been discovered long ago, you say? Followers of Charles Fort
know only ton well the bliind obstinacy with which the man-in-the street refuses to
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{Cont. from P,19)

believe the obvious. Isn't it quite possible chat even on.the coldest, deaughtiest day
the casual passer-by would think nothing of hearing a voice issue from the darkness of

the WH on a Thursday evening, saying, " Turn on the fans......" ?
A PLEA IN YOUR EAR It has long been 2 source of wonder to me that in a field of
interest such as s-f and fandom the possibilities of the cartoon huve been so

sadly neglected. Surely within the scope of u literature- -cum- philosophy that dreams
up moPe things thuah arc in hoived and earth, we can produce a better attempt at ill-
ustrated humour. than this:-

One BEM is pointing to a2 second BEM amid Lunar landscape and saying to a
third, "Poor chap - he's an Earthitic."

Actually, this sort of thing does make me laugh. It makes me laugh to think that
unybody would cxpect me to laugh at that.

Here is an offer to those of you who long to have your share of egoboo. YHure is a
wuy you can increase your ucreage of fanzine credits. If you have an idea for a good
joks, send it to me % HYPHEN, und we'll credit you with the jokes' conception, whioh
is, after all, the most importunt part. If you can't draw or haven't the time, it
doesn't matter. The idea 1is'what we want. If you do send a drawing, you will be
credited with that too. Send in that one good joke - these Isles are big enough for us
all to roll in. . o~ :

Just to show that I'm not bluffing about credits; ‘the first joke in this column was
suggested by that leader of the few remaining True Fans - Chuck Harris. The second was
conceived by MWW and the third-by mysclf. The fact that the third is the best is just
chance. Any one of us could have done it-- it was just a coincidence that the one with
the most talent hit on it. g

A really good effort will go on the cover;‘so send them in, even if it does mean
denuding the lavatory wall.

Iret, in case you didn't recognis: it, was a pun. BOB SHAW
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