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HYPHEN is edited by '.elt Wwillis, 170 Upper Newtownards Rd, Belfast, NI
end Chuck Herris, 'Carolin', Lake Ave., Rainhsm, Essex, England. Lsthss
mey be sent to either sddress--the sky between them is thick with mail
plenes. Art Editor Bob Shew. Associate James lihite. The sub rate is two
issues for 1/6 or 25£, but SLANT subscribers get two for one /. Those
who don't aporeciaste their good fortune are urged to return this pearl
 of grest vrice for restorstion of full credit end so that we can cest it
befors somecne else. Our feelings won't be hurt..or at least well be ave.

EDITFORIAL

“ ’ g ’ \/VOH W‘m €)oo g ot oo 52
This is treditionally the place where the fansd espclogises for the lateness of
the issue, his failure to enswer letters, and generslly for heving beuen born.

3ut this time please teke my face as red--I went to mention thess intcresting
goings on in British sf, First wo hed Peter Hamilton not only surprieing every-
one with en excellent second issuc cf NEBULA, but revealing that the meg is go=-
ing bimonthly this year with stcrises by Temple and Russell, snd a sister mag to
follow. (111 of which may discourage the wistful rumour we heard streight from
the White Herse's mouth that the mag was folding.) Then there wes the vestly
improved AUTHENTIC, in which Cempbell broke the lew that Britein must lag mcntls
behind the US in publication of s story sold in both markets. With the NOVA pubs
this makes fcur high cless British promegs. And now comes the BRE GALAXY, the
importance of which is not just that it's the best sf ever available in Britain,
but thet it's so available.It seems to have had a wider distribution than eny

sf mag in the history of British publishing. Everyone who read the BRE ASF will
now resd the BRE GALAXY as well--or insteed. What must be worrying British pro-
ode is whether he will then bother to lock out for the pocrly-circulated native
mags, already hendicapped by their low word rates. Carnell managed to turn out e
meg rsted cven by Americens es just below their top threas,by his Londeon Circle
contects end by getting es much as he cculd from young suthors befcre they found
cut sbout dollar lolly, but tc keep four British megs going against the ccmpetit-
ion of s 1/6 GALAXY is going to teke even better editing. One rsy of hope is that
pll over the country the BREGAL must be meking hundrueis of new sf reeders. Not so
much with that unfortuneto choice of 8 first iscsue--but weit fer the letur covers:
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available.lt

The fen ren until his mouth was filled with thick selt salivs, ran until he
felt that to run-on wes to die. 3ut he knew only too well that to stop was
surely to die, :

Somewhere in the dsrkness behind him & rifle cracked, but ths sngry slug
ceme nowhere nesr him, Nonctheless, a feuling of dread settlcd on the fan---
they were really determined to get him if thoy were using one of the easrth's
few remsining firesrms. _

Penting heavily he sped through the narrow alleys that separeted the squsre
one-storey buildings of New London. He slowed down to pass s lighted doorway,
streining his ears for the sound of enomies.......

Cregk-click-swish-cregk-click-swish.

Good Ghu, thought the fen astounded, a duplicetor! Somebody insids the yoel-
low limmed doorwey was using a duper! He stood for & moment undeccided. There
vas something wrong somewhere—-nobody had followcd fean pursuits so openly
since the great massacre in '63. Again the rifle cracked, end this time the
fen heard the vicious whine of & speeding slug. He staggoerod through ths door.

Ctrong erms ceught him as he fell and s few seconds later with gentle firm-
ness g cup of hot tes was spplied to his lips. He drank desoly, noting as his
vision cleered thet somebody had closed the door end drewn e curtsin over it.

There were thres men and two women in the smallish room, in the centre of
which stood a table cerrying e duplicator snd untidy hesps of paper.

"Are...sre you fans®" he gssped, fecling the strength return to his body.

"Yes, of course we ere," answered one of the men. "ihat on esrth hes happ-
ened to you?" '

"The World Stebility Corps caught mé spelling 'quandary' without the second
'a'. I did it without thinkirng." he edded. Tto lean msn who had first sooken-
looked puzzled. '
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"But why would they hunt you for that ?"

"Have you noever heard of QUANDRY?" ssked the fan, fighting down a surge of
nure panic. Too late he noticed the orints depicting tremcars thet were hung
here and there on the wsll. There was g subtle change in the expressions of
the five listensrs. The fan stood up to move to the door.

"Got him," somebody whispered. "He's not & trolley-car fsn. I think he's &
science fiction fani"

As they closed in orn him the fan madec e desperaste attumpt to rresk away, but
the hard chase had sapvoed his strongth end they held him with esse. 4 crushing
blow landed on his skull. As the mists of oblivion closed around him tho fan
Just had time to see that he hsd becn struck with e chromium-plsted trolley head.

Tven before the fan opened his eyes he knew ho vwas in the sruns.

The bestisl screaming of the desth-hungry crowd, the smell of bloed end ssnd,
end the dospairing cries of thoso unlucky cnough to lose their battle were
things he would like to have forgotten, but nevor hsd. Too often he had had to
watch his friends-—.fans that hsd beun discoverud—..torn to pisces in brutel
organised combet.

When the third world wer hsd finelly come it hed beun the last straw as far
as the man in the street wes concurned. In spits of the fect thet scientific
defences had reduced the toll to one fifth of the world's populstion, scisnce
wes tuboo. To invent had hecome & crime punishuble by desth. The world turned
its back on science and its pot of gold that lay st the end of & rainbow col-
oured by atomic fires end human blood. The human race wes only too gled to sink
down into semi-ssvagery......all except the fans.

They too hud no desire to be blown to tiny nieces but, being fens, they wore
unable to conceive of a world that was not working its wey, however precarious-
ly, towards the stars. So they rellied end begon to campaign ageinst the burn-
ing of the bocks, not to say the scientists.

They fanned hsrder than ever, inspired by the fact that, for the first time,
fandom really had a purpose. So intenss did their efforts hecome that the agg-
rieved populace rallied in return. Their ection was much more decisive than
that of the fans.

In 1963 thsy killed every fan on whom they could lsy their hands.

A few fans remsined, however. These fens cerried on thuir ectivitios in sec-
ret, but evory now snd egein onc was csught—just es Bdear had beon.

He lay very still for s moment knowing full well thst his dsys of secret
mimeo-crenking were over. Then he set up. He wes aslone in a bars concreto cell
exc ot for a hugse guard in heasvy armour who stood neer the door. Through the
rough opening he could see e section of the arens floor. He didn't get time to
look at it closely for, es soon as he hed porceived thst Tdger wss sweke, the
gusrd caught his arm and propelled him cut into the open.

A desfening roar went up from the crowded tiers of spectastors. Dazed end still
weak and sick Tdgsr wes pushed out to the centre of the sunlit circle of yellow
sand. His lips moved in silent prayer ss he was made to knesl beforo the box
conteining the chiefs of the World Stability Corops.

"Ghu help me, and may the spirits of Ackermsn and Tucker, "'illis end Hoffman,
Sleter and Clerke lend strength to my slip-shesting arm." With the time-honoured
words on his lips the fan turned to faco his opvonent, whose entry had boen &n-
nounced by yet another roer from the crowd.

He knew from his first glance thet his defeast was certain, for his opponant
wes oasily six foot throe s compered to Zdgar's five six. Furthormore tho gimnt
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ves srmod end clsd in the bright ermour of the Free American Peace Army. The
letters FAPA emblazoned on his chest sevmed to strike a responsive chord in
Bdgar's mind, but this was no time for futile brein searching. With blind cour-
age he tightened his grip on the short sword that had beon thrust into his hand
end advanced on the giant. ‘

7ith contemotuous ease the other brushed aside his feuble sword thrust end in
e second had Bdger disarmed and helpless on the ground. As the giant knelt on
his chest with his sword reised, he tensed for the final agony that would be his
exit from fandom.

"When I bring this sword down give a scream," a soft vcice seid. Tdger openod
his eyes, numb with surprise., He caw with wenderment that atop the other's golden
helmet a small prcpeller shivered and soun.

"My name is Jemes White....yes, the James White. I have come to rescue you,
the last fan in %nglend, and transport you to New Fendom."

"But the fans are all dead," stemmered %dgar.

"Nonsense. Willis snd Hoffman and the others fen on yet---every fen you thought
was killed in this srena is with them."

Edger fainted, snd the crowd gave a noisy, shuddering sigh of ecstasy as the
golden sword glittered on its dcwnsweep.

A few seconds later the last fen in ®nglend, bathed in red mimeo ink, wes on
his way to New Fenmdom, hidden deep in the Okefenokse Swamp,
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by \/mcc Clar ke

Cne of the fow printeble ccmments re '-° to drift my wey cccurred in a new fmz
FAN PRECS, whorein the fathoer of actifen Michael Slater charscterised us es'fro-
e ‘hether this is a subtle simile for 'scum' is not clear, but I fcr cne re-
sunt. this bubble reputation; no mere serious and ecnstructive fen then I can be
found between these four walls, and to prove it let me tsll you of the strsnucus
e¢fforts we sre msking towards ths success of the '53 London Convention.

It'e well establiched from conreports in QUANDRY, OCOPSLA, SCL, etc., thst the
major businees of conventions is transscted et serious and constructive gethur-
ings in various rocms, whers delegastes treat the subjucts discussed with such
enthusiasm that neither food nor sleep is sllowed to interrupt oroceasdings, tho'
they do moisten their parched throsts occassionslly. US fans will leasrn with hor-
ror that 1it*1s or nothing cf this character ensues in 3ritein; fens ers herded
into halls, addressed en mgsse by vurious gpeskers on subjects such as 'scient-
ific fiction' (whetever thst is) snd are promotly dismissod at 1C.3C or 11 p.m.
Yes. pom,

It sounds, if I mey be obscene, fantastic, Wihat to de2 Firzd by despetches from
the Chicon, wo active members oi' the London Circle ere discussing how to set up
one of thess so-quaintly-nsmed 'smoke-filled rooms' in '53. Unfortunately, wa
have struck a sneg. It will be immediately sppsrent to your 140-plus 1lGs that
the prime requisite is e room, and thst, frankly, is es far as we've got et the
time of writing. Orly millionsires hold all-right parties st the best hotsls, (in
fact, a 'convention' in Britain is & political cnnference), and nons of the Cir-
cle living near the centrs of the city hes sufficient room/insursnce coverage
for the event.

fugrestions put forward so far by the serious &nd constructive group discussing
the difficulty renge from renting & houseboat on the river to that of ono membor,
who, 5p0§kind in the denths of insoiration &nd interlineation, 59}93::

i monder how much it would cost to hire e brothel?"

Thoro the uubJect “rosts st presont. ¢ Suggestions would bs wulcomad.

A few nights ego, with the cares of severel worlds keeping me sweke ( e rosult of
trying to write nro-fiction), I wee padding sround the bedroom st 2 s.m. trying
to find (a) & knife with which to commit self-ending, or (b) = book to stun tho
cerebollum into unconsciousness. I elso hed s s

greet yesrning to Got Away From It All. This
was unferturate as, although ths bedroom
conteined shout £70 hooks snd 600 mags
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the non-sf is keot. downsteirs, but tn cut a short story shorter, I evuntunl.y
discovered sn onus by Francis Brett Young celled "ir and irs Pennlngton" keuping
a vilz of zings off the floor. (Linoleun Ri RN Py Tan -

sticke to the covers efter a few yosrs.)

In snite of a foreword that quoted one
of Jeans' weightier remarks on thuv Univ-
erse ("'...stars..hundreds and thousands..
milliors and millions..snace..univerec..")
the book ssemed to bs a8 domestic drama
with no mention of gestslt or rain-on-
-Venus, and I Plunged Into It With Zest.
~ith Zest wielding s machete we were
cutting through the turgid prose at fair
specd when on psge 14:-

"In the distence, far down the Stour
valley, he could ses the trees that om-
bosomed the stucco bsttlemonts of Kewnc
Hill, the mensinn which l*egnus, his Narth
Bromwich stockbroker, had latsly bought
from old Welter Willis the ironmaster..."

Azagsnsaarrrgh!

They found me in the morning with glezed syebells and a fixed expressinn of
utter terror on my countensnce, and if it hadn't been for a puscer-by rendsring
first-eid (= young fellow named Henry Frankenstein) I doubt whother I'd bs writ-
ing this column now. Thus in the most vrosesic places do we find depths of un-
nsmasble horror otc. etc. From now on I put myself to sleup by counting Kuttner
oscudoryms, like other people.

According to the laws.of sverage, there should be quite a fow geniuses in the
world to offset tho mass of politicisns, economists, stc. Whet heppuns to them?
Do they .die young, or is there somo secret Shangri-La where they are aseombled
until Der Tag, nnly venturing out occasionslly in flying ssucers? And morsover,
where are the intelligent kide, the 0dd Johns, Fsmpdenshire Yonders, Cembsrwell
liirecles, Tonder Children....sro they reslly 'in hiding'?

The reflections are nrompted by a nows revort concerning one Jeremy Spenser,
He finishes a stage seeson cbnrtly..legit. thestre., "I'm not worrying asbout the
futuro" he is quoted es saying. "I have onu or two jobs coming slong in TV end
films...I've written several short stories...one is to be published next month
««.1'm only sorry they haven't chosen orne of my maturer works...I wrote 'The
Bluffing Lover' when I.was ten,

Spenser cen well sfford to look back unon these younger works with sn indulg-
ent smile. OSpenser is now all of fourteen years old.

Cupporters of SOr's, the Ssve Our Trixie $ociety, who cesn now be numbered on
.the fingers of one foot, will be gled to hear of the lestest effort to erase
Trixie's engrams. We found a paragraph in the NEZS OF TH?T WORLD in whieh Mr
Brian Vesey-Fitzgerald, writing on 'Handling A Cet' said:-- "I have ncuver yet
found a cat thet did not adore having ite back legs lifted very gently just off
the ground by means of the tsil; very gently, mind. Many cets just go delirious
with delight when you do this." _

This is porfectly true. Finding Trixie sherpening its claws on the NIEVANA
duplicator (the silly thing was getting in en swful tangle with the silk scruon)
we grasped its tsil firmly but gently end 1ifted its hind legs. Trixie went
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absolutely mad with joy. Running geily across the ceiling it disappeared out of

the top half of the w1ndow, obviously to tell all its psls about this super ox-

perience. It hesn't come back yet, but if we have to sdvertise for it I know its
size from the hole in the window.

I received a sample STARLANES recently, a fairly well produced zine edited by
Crma MicCormick and Nan Gerding. STARLANES features nothing but fantesy pootry, e
laudeble object in its wsy, but carried a woc bit too far hore, for g8ll the lsott-"-
ers are in rhyme as well. I ask you...how cen I scknowlodge the thing? I got as
far as "Doar Orma, Thenks for the s smple STARLANES....." end then retired for
five or six hours to think of & rhyms for STARLAMES...with no success. "Semple"
is 8 herd word to rhyms too. "I'd rethcer heve your semplu then e torturing arm-
pull” hardly expresses profound thenks. If orms end Nan would consider chenging
their names to 'Merlene', "Duzr Marlones, Thenks for the semple STARLANES" would
send one off to a smooth and tuncful start thst Swinburne might envy. As it is,
"=" has the pr1v1lege of publishing the following epic, based on a rhythm found
by Chuck Harris in an o0ld CHANTICLESR and dedicated to that staunch True Fan Bob
Shew who recently came into contact with the London Circle.

lildst the chattering and the clettoering of the London 4
Circle nattering, /
Came en alccholic anthem loud and clesr, . ;

And as silence overtook 'em, verbal violence really
shook 'em,
Blespheuy that blasted every blase eer:-

"Tho scienca fiction faction is e field of frantlc action,

Frouw Tan-scller to fan-atic is its spen,

Take 2 lywver, tape or stencil, photolith or pen or pencil,

On a way of 1life thet's fit for any men!

"Our selective fan collective.is the object of 1nvect1ve,;

From frigid fclk sloof from fenrish fun, :

The result of culside insult is the ultimate adult cult,

The nuclaus of nuts that Gets Things Done.

"eke from stupor! Cet a duper: %e'll turn out s ‘zine
that's super!

Full of pragnant prose the prozines wouldn't print,

Pictures patchy, poor or »retty, iewd and rude or mise
and witty,

And letters epgobcosting without stint.

"Articles on suthors' antics, dianetics and semantics,
Selections from collections-in the clique,

Fennish lore from days of yore, aspt allusions by the score,
And a not-so-solemn column by the FLEACS l ‘
"Why read fantdsy at random? Teke a lead from actifandom, EL 1

Its csustic critics csrry clear conviction,
You czn take their view as true, cos if you ere active. too,
You won't have time to read the flipping fictionseeees."

°Fandom's Leading Expert and Critic ---vide NEV WORLDS
...8_



Hitler invaded Polend on September 1, 1%39...

The stomic bomb fell on Hiroshime on Au,ust 5, 1545...

walter Willis arrived in Chicsgo on August 26, 1¢52...

I wes not present at the first two catesstrophes. But I sew the third. And in
the intercsts of fair pley, for the benefit of future generstions (if eny) I'm
forwzrding this eccount by 8 bloodshot eye-witnuss.

Cthere can no doubt furnish s full (or censored, if nesds be) mccount of Wil-
lis's actuel brush with the immigration eutherities in New York, end his post-
Chicsgo edventures in Los Angeles (See Frencis Leney's monogreaph: LIT'S SZPAR-
ATE THT AN FROM THT BOYS) end his return to oblivion, or Belfest.

But Willis in Chicagon...lst's wender down lismory Lene, you snd I, and mind you,
be cereful, ths streetcleesners heven't been eround hers for a long time....

I errived at the Yorrison in tha eerly sfternoon. The iiorrison, for tho bene-
fitfit of our Znglish cousins, it e l:zrgs pub surrounded by 42 storeys of rocms.
After cheacking in at the pub, I fell in with liesesrs Kyle snd Cresnberg, two
gnomes from the »nress cf the seme name, end Tvelyn Gold, the gal portion of GAL-
AXY. Thoy wore on & similer orrend...checking the pub to ses if Willis had err-

ived.

Tho basrtoender hadn't secn him. €o wo spent saveral hours visiting sll the neigh-
boring nubs...with the semu result. Cbviously, Willis had not yot come to town.

Dirrer wss noured, snd s{tsr murching down & blostsr, somubody suggosted check-
ing on the whereabouts of i.sx Keesler. It wes thu cool scisntific logic of the
ascsembled pros which brought this inevitable deisy-chein of thought. The geme was
sfoot. The plan of action, =25 we sketched out on ths beck of an o0ld chzmbermeid
w3 hed lying sround, resulted in the following corclusions:

(). ""hers Kasesler is, csn Sholby Vick be fer bohind?
(b). Shelby Vick must be closs to Bob Tucker.
(c). Bob Tucker certsinly is neer to Les Hoffmen.

(d). Look under the bed, end thers is Willis.

.ell, to mske 2 long story clesner, that's precisely the wsy it worked out. In-
side of ton minutes wu were hsuling ths rscumbent form of Welter Willis out from
under the bed, whare hs hed been reading a cooy of I GO DiGLIR,

My first impression of him consisted of e bobbing glimpse of curly, sunbleached
haeir (ve had just besn introduced, end he wes kissing my hsnd). his fasce, wresth-
ed in ecstatic fervour, bore e striking resemblence to thet of Fritz Leiber---sl-
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though I didn't strike it very herd; just enouzh to mekc hiim stop thet incessant
hend-kissing.

The entire group, asusmented by s fen nemed Bestrico Maheffoey, sscended the 1ift
to my room on the 32nd floor for tho ritusl csremony of Pre-Convention...dronning
the first bag of weter ovt tho window. Willit scsmed a bit bzttered by his recent
charabanc trip, but he kopt gurgling (his lipe tichtly pressod eround the neck of
the bottle) thet his first imorsssions of fandom, liks hie trousers, were rioning.
In an effort to play the geniel kost, I produces a sacond bottle for the use of
othor members of the group, and we spravied eround and drifted into ore of thloss
pleesant discussions which mekse Conventions so msmorable---that is to swy, worniade
derogatory roemsrke about everyonse we could think of who wss not proseant.

For thks first time Willis displayed hic remarkable wit, and if corwon decency
did not precludas it, I'd love to irciude somo of his funrier and more obscens com-
ments about Harris, White, thew, Clsrke end some of the other "-——m moime i il M,
es he nut it,

11 ol these drolleries, mind you, were delivered with s perfectly straignt fce,
end whils he wes spparontly sbsorbed in asnother fulltime occupstion. (He wes knit-
ting & s cater--the one Lee Hoffman wes weering st the time.)

45t hsli-oest nins or theresbouts...sorewhere betwoosn the scothch and ths bour-
bon, as I rucell...ths room oorosito mine wes occupiad by Goorge Q. Smith, &lilfle
known nro. twith is a rather shsbby svpacimen of huckster; loud, opinionatsd, given
to exhititioniem (in en effert to imoress onlookers, he will even go so far ss to
drink out of & glass) and I was = bit of a mind to conceel our pracence from him.
But Smith, vh2tover his other defects, is a ksun physicist and etudsnt of eloct-
ronicss anc his shsrn ezrs detcocted tho tinkle of ice.

In thros seconds fist (thoet's hie charscteristic positiocn) ke wes nounding on
the docr end within thres minutes he hid moved ths gethsring scross tho hotel to
his suite,

I must say that my feers werc unjuctifiad, illis took the introduction very
well end beheved just ss he wsc exmectad to behave---Tewned, stsmmered, esked Smih
for his sutogrsph, told him how much ho liked ths GRIY LENSMAN seriss snd his Av-
eroigne stories in YWeird Teles. Ths rest of tha cvening wes pleassnt but unevent-
ful: Smith ked en e®srly moirning apnointment snd loft for it just in time.

As I recsell, Willis eventuerlly went down to slesp in the lobby, es wes his nigh-
ly custem. (The tsr closed et Z.30sm.)

I don't know wiiz* h=apoened to Walt on Fridey. I don't oven inow vhat hepnencd
to Fridey. He might heva besn in the hands of Tucker and Compeny---{ene worse arr-
iving, snd he oprobably was collacting sutograsphs. Certainly ls got e grest wmeny of
the latter---ty 'ondey night his body wss complotsly covered with sigrptures. lkany
nocpre commentsed fevorably on his distinguished snpsarence; he lockad like 3recd-
bury ‘s ITLLUSTRATSD uiAN; unlsss you bothersd to read betwuen tho lines. How this
varticuler gog occurred to him I'll never know, but it's typical of thse man. .ho
else vould be sbls to boast of sitting on "John W. Cempbell, Jir." for thres days?
{It wos & difficult eutogranh to geot--5&S don't allow Ceupbell to write much theso
days--but I got it in the end, --WaY.}

Oh yss...Fridsy cvening we all hed fish-snd-ships at the locel hostile-ry, =znd
then just olein chipe in Smitn's room. Chips end cerds, that is.

Saturdey ths Couvoulion startsd, snd frow thst noint on things sre vague ir my
mind. I krow Willis wus intreduced, Willie wes on s panel, Willis wes witty end
profound by turns. L1l thoss regortc vwere fsithTully delivered to ms in the bar,

Somevhere in through thess deve 1 d=shid scross the stireet with kisck Reynolds
and Tvelyn Gold to gat e malted milk. Therce set Willis, Holfmsn end Kessler (who
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by this time were so insuffer=bly insenareble that they wers generslly known as
the Unkoly Trinity) and it is to my cradit that I persusded Lelt to drink s mel-
ted milk by convincing him thet it waes o ‘glesss of stout vith an unusually foamy
heed on it.

sut during the Convention tessions oroner
(or imorover, as the cese may ba) willis vas :
comnletely surrourded by mssced fandom; bran-
dishing his fountein-pen liku a shillelagh
end tossing off impromotu mots ss fest es he
could surrentitiously re=d them off his cuff.

My next cont=ct with AU was Sund=y night
at the banquet. Both of us occuoied the sve-
akers' table =2rd it wes my duty, in my in-
cavecity ss toestmaster. to introduce him.

He delivered = nositive gem of a snesch on
TXPLCRATICNE OF t£2AC%, accompanied by elides
shoving Bonestell illustrstions. The whole
thing wes mascterly and came as s comnlote
surorise to 81l of us. It was onc of ths
highlights of a Convention which wes elresdy
well-1lit. '

He canped the climex later in the evening - .
by ettending the lissquerade Bsll with his skin tinted & sensstionsl shsde of
green---the inadvertent result, I learnad later, of swgllowing sn entire ounce
of the liquor being served in the Georgis fans' room.

I saw Willis & number of times Monday---es e matter of fsct, it wes impossitle
to miss him, since every time one passed through the loboy he wes lying there.
‘.ondsy night the €en Francisco grouo threw e verty and it spsttorad all ovar
averybody. willis had becn pronvsd up near ons of the punthouss windows and I
wes finslly sble, at long lsst, to get in s few cherished moments of private
conversation.

This is one of my most cherished memories...this midnight interlude with the
true Willis. toft-spoken, gentle, almost dreamy...he ssomad 8 bit asbstractsd,
trus, but so eincsre. I'll slways remember the wey he held my hand and cslled
ms "Madeleine." (Cf course, some churlish fens claim ho was mersly so insbri-
sted ho didn't know whet he was doing. This I refuse to bslieve. I hannen to
know thet ha was in full possussion of his feculties, =nd sonsibly held my hand
ir order to keep from felling out of ths window.)

Tuesdsy I bade farewell to him, in the lobby. The stretcher psused long en-
ough for me to gaze down =t him and say goodbye. It wes a touching farewell---
he touched me for five bucks---and then ( 1%¥7 elways remember the dets) on
Ceptember 2nd. 1952, Willis was off.

It'e my guess that he still is....

\
is tho barge-nole 1 touched sloch
‘e wes 50 grateful. -=. 4



There are e few minor inacquraecies in the
foregoing aecount whieh I would like to
_corract. In the firet place I had no trouo-
le st a8ll with the Immigretion Authoritiss,
In fact 88 soon as I told them I wes going
to meet Robert Bloch they were more than

.
Jn\‘ SR

\Hl._

R symoethetic. I was presented on the spot
¥ ;J{E?f*ﬂi ;  with the Congressionel Mudal of Honour and
AR fa ,;;)/‘&’ N\ oot @8cortod to the bue stetion by massed bends
5 4‘4i%1 pleying slow music. Thousands of people
<4 ik stood weeping as the bus moved of{. The

7(67:5‘1“‘ """ -éﬁ‘”"‘ driver wes deeply moved, and the bus itsdlf
broke down several times.

On errivel at Chicego I found the Con-
vention Committee broken-hearted. Tven the
Convention H:=1ll wes in tiers. It saemad
that evcen after egll thoeir trouble Bloch
had found out whaora the Convantion was
being huld. I should perhaps explain to
English fans that the reason why the Am-
erican Convention is held in a different
town every year is thst they are trying
to evadu Bloch, 3ut despite all thuir ef-
forts to shske him off he seems to be al-
ways able to nose out where the Convention
is being held. Every year he turns up and behaves so outrageously that they are
seldom able to hold & convention there asgain. But this time they hed for once
managoed  to couble back on their trecks end after » mere ten years or so were
holding another convention in Chicago. They had great hopes of foiling Bloch
this time, for who could have expected that they would have been able to hold
another convention there so soon? Apparently the intervening acqueintanceship
with such comparatively pleasant citizens as Al Capone had lulled the people
of Chicago into & false sense of security. ‘verything secmed set for a beaut-
ifully Blochless convention. )

But the Committee could not leave well enough glone. To make absolutely sure
that Bloch wouldn't be there they had printed for him alone e speciasl set of
convention literature giving the venue of the Convontion as Tuktoyuktuk, North
est Territory,end sent him a free railroad ticket to the nearest trading post
with » nromise of free igloo accommodetion and an underteking thst thers would
be free ice in his room. A brillisnt scheme, admittedly, but they had overlooked
one essential point Bloch cannot read!

This may come as a surprise to some of my readers, but a moments thought will
show them that if Bloch could read he would have to have reed all his own stor-
ies, Obviously this is beyond human endurence. Actuaslly Bloch dictetes his
stories to rolays of robot stoenogrephers snd himself wesrs earvlugs so thet he
doesn't know what he's saying.

Arriving et thoe railroad station, Bloch looked around for someone to read
his ticket for him and tell him where it was for. Properly, he was so esshamed
of his ignorsnce that he looked cowed and sheupish. So cowed esnd sheepish, in
fact, thet before he could exolein his roal idontity he was loasded onto & cattle
truck and consigned to the Chicango stockyards. He was just being driven to the
slaughter-house with the others when he was noticed by a sharpeyed and consci-
entious Pure Food Inspector.
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While the authorities wore meking up their minds whet to do with him. Bloch
was assisted by some of his pen-friends to escave and found himsslf in the
streets of Chicago. He bad lesrned nothirg from his nerrow escaps from being
cenned and, sttrected by the smell of liguor, snesked into the Morrison Hotel.
The Convention Committes recovera: menfully from tho shnck. They realised it
wes too late to move the convention tn enother hotel end determinod tn meke the
best of a bad job. They started by introducing him to me in the hops that my
refincd end cultured versonality would have some enrobling effect on thc man.,

I admit to kissing his hsnd et first, but thet was only because of my fervent
edmiration for the grest Tdgar Allan Poe. Bloch had been axhitited to me ss
"one of the collaborators on TH® LIGHTHOUSE in the curront FANTASTIC" end , know-
ing that Poo had been dead for over s century, -I wss misled- by Bloch's appears
ence into thirnking this was he., When it was explained to me that Pos was still
spinning around quietly in his greve and that the figure befors me wes maraly
the result of the sort of life Bloch lesds, I immedistely pushed his hand sway
from my mouth. Not, however, before I had lost three of the gold fillings in
my back teuth.

The party that evening kept moving from room to room, but no metter how sil-
ently we would tintoe out Bloch would hesr and follow us, crawling out from
under the bed where ho had besn immersaed in the works of Pne and looking up
the hard-words in Chamber's Dictionary. In despair we called in the well-
known electronics exnert George 0, Smith to construct s Bloch Proximity Fuse,
end the next time Bloch apneared the whole party went off. Unfortunately Bloch
followed us to the restaurant we tad gone off to, and started drewing on his
fund of wisecracks. By the end of the meal, howevar, he hed filled up all the
blank space in his copy nf Joe Miller's Cegbook and began looking for somothing
else to scribble on. He stole s nostcard from the restesurent and hulf-filled
it with @ witty inscription...or rather fillud the whole postcard with an in-
scription...addressed to Marty Greenberg. On the way back to tha hotel he meiled
it—in a garbage cen. A natural enouyh error in his condition, and one for
which the people who were carrying him were partly to blame. Thoy should have
moved away from the garbage can imrcdiately they had made sure it was imposs-
ible to force Bloch through the slot.

At the reception desk in the hotel where we 8ll stopped to wring Bloch out
into 8 cuspidor, he noticed a stack of postcards which the clerk had not hed
time to hide. Learning that they were free, he scized 2 handful of them and
began insribing them with scurrilous meseages to ladeleins, exhorting everyone
else to do likewise. Having completed a dozen- himself he looked around for
somewhere to mail them. There being no garbage can avuilable ho gave them to
Max Keasler,

The party then returned to George 0. Smith's room, where drinking continued.
I was rather disgusted at all this intemperance and did my best t» set an ox-
ample to the othurs by confining myself to & sort of Americen lemonade I head
discovered celled 'Bourbon.' But it wes of no aveil. Thue imbibing of intoxic-
ents continued, and soon the entire party began to get blurred and fuzzy round
the edges. I docided to leuve them on this account, especially as everyone
else was going to bed.

Durirg the first part of the Convention Bloch seemed to bs doing his best to
redeem himself by tidying up tho Conventicr Hull---removing cigearette butts,
hglf-enpty glasses etc---snd generally aid an ercellent job of clezuing the
cerpet. In fact st times it looked ss if he was doing Lis beet to replace it,
but peoplvu graduelly learned to =mvoid walking on him efter he had bitten them
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a fow timan, Pha givie leanned oven moomen, 3

The Conventioh Committee wore very pleased st this improvement in Bloch's
behaviour, which they ascribed to my manly and cloen-living example. o ware
thus ell the more hurt and disepvointed when on the svening of the banquet
Bloch poisoned Will F. Jenkins end usurped his place ss toastmester. The ban-
quet wes, of course, completely ruined. Bloch ssized the onportunity to spoil
the entire solemn ceremony with facetious remarks and to meku it sn occasion
for unseemly hilarity. Not only did he meke & laughing-stock of himself, but
he contrived to make us proper guests of honour gound dull and inept. And in
my own case he added insult to injury by publiely alleging that I was not
Welter Willis at all, but an imposter with a Brooklyn accent. This was not
the only time he spread this foul slander. Vhile I wass staying with Forry
Ackerman in Los Angeles he wrote a grave lasttoer to Phil Rasch waerning him that
there was en imposter in town passing himself off as me, a Bowery layabout whom
I had hired to take my place. He solemnly edvised Rasch to expose him. Rasch
telephoned Forry Ackormen st once with this ssrious news, and Forry had the
greatest difficulty convincing him of my bora fides.

Not content with his undignified display et tho banquet, 3loch turned up at
the fancy dress ball end slmost succeede: in walking awsy with the first prize
for the most horrifying disguise, bufors it wes discovered he wes not wearing
eny make-up et all. Frustrated in this unscrupulous rues, he forced his way
onto the stage the following afternoon and mads & finel dreedful exhibition of
himself---tossing a box of tecks onto the stape, throwing crockery at our dis-
tinguished guest Willy Ley, and hurling insults at everyone. The fact thst
the tacks were largely responsible for the spirited verformance of the dancors
in the ballet which followed is no credit to Bloch. Nor is it any oxcuse that
the seat he presented to Chairman Judy liay was the only &me in his room.

Some people have tried to excuse this 4 it
unseemly exhibition on the grounds that b
it was esmusing end clever. That may be
so, though I am bound to say it is not
the sort of thing that we serious con-
structive fans expect of the profess-
ionsl authors whom we are accustomed
to look un to with such respect and ve-~
neration. In any cese I think it well
to reveal at this point an. item of in-
formation in my posscession which will
guench any sperk of sympnathy that msy
remgin for Bloch. I will revesl thest this spcech of Bloch's, which has bseen so
widely reported, was not written by him at ell, but was stolen from another
spesker. Bloch weyleid his vietim in the bar, drugged him with a rare poison
imported from the South, and stole not enly his manuscrint but all his props
---including the whiskey bottle, the brass tacks, the scissors, the saucer,
end the toilet seat. The rosult of this was that 3loch wes able to deliver =
speush which hess since attained tho high honour of being reprintsd in Harlan
Ellison's SFBULLTTIN, whilc his unfortunstc victim, e Lir John V. Campbell, had
to fall back on some hastily scribblod remarks about THE PLACE OF SCIENCE
FICTION IN THE CULTURAL PATTERN.

One final word. However low sn opinion one mazy have of e person or writer
one must remember thet they could, after ell, be worse. Trat is why I would
like to deny the rumour that Bloch is Micky Spillens. Serious charges likethis
should not be mede on sBuperficiel evideonce end I hope those who started this
rumour will be properly sshamed of themselves to hser thst, so shocked wes hs
st the widespreed credence given to this rumour, Mr Spillene has ceased writ-
ing and hes withdrawn from public life,




- Most of you have troubles. Some ere big,
sorious, others ere small and merely in-

. convenient. But no mattor which cetegory
thoy fall inte, you've got to get them off
your chest.

Tell me, I'm here to help you.

And you don't huave to spare my blushes.
I've besn eround, -I don't shock easy, and,
this is important, I won't leugh. So don't
let false pride or en exsggerated scense of
your own ignorance kesp you silent while
gome silly little worry gnews nesdléssly
at your guts, souring your every waking

& e @ moment and saponing the pracious vitelity

that should be mails with fenstuff. Toll me. Whother you sre an

0ld hend who hes inadvertently-posted .e rethoer controversisl lotter . in en an-

. velooe addressed to the person you were being controversisl sbout instsad of
the envelove it was meent to go in, and are, in consequence, in urgent nesd of
edvice on ways to increese your life-axnectancy, or whether you src ons of thoss
incipient soerious comstructive tynes who hes written a letier of fulsoma praise
to your fayvourite szuthor, anly to hsve the rasulktent glow of self-sstisfaction
ouenched by the belsted reslisstion that you spslt his name wrong, it doesn't
matter in the slightest. My vast fund of knowledge is -t your disposal.,
~ The Groun here has long held: the opinion that there wes a  cortsin vitsl eome-
thing--. apart from legibility—_miscing from the nages of the current Tenzines,
and thet vitel something wes, of course, ths Advice Buresu. It is missing no
longer. Also, it wes generally agreed that I wes the ono best fitted to conduct
this devartment, needing es. it does that peculiar blend of werm humanity, dis~
cretion, end e gentle, loving severity, which are so rarely found in the proper
proportion among normal fen. And, und@rstend this, I sm not looking for scendsl

~or gossip to fill monthly columns in & chsin of megazines, se your dirty little
secruts are ssfe with me. I will not use the information which comes to me from
any fan for purposes of blackmeil nor as emmunition in a feud--—apart from one
obvious excsption which neud not worry any porm:1l fan.

" There are however just a few rules which must- be observed when writing in.
First, no blsspheuy. tecond,y no free plugs. And third, no extraneous or non-
fannish queries: it should be unnecessery to remind you thet S==4.sees6leessas
gender has.no place in the life of a dedicated fen. Now that we understsnd eech
othor let's get on with it. '

The letters deslt with here wore not ell addressod to me, but they do fall
within the scope of .this ‘densrtmint, so I'm answering them. The first query is
from MW of Londan, who:tells (at grest lungtn) haw a serious constructive sugg-
estion of his to0 nis favourite euthor was Jaughed out of the pub, and wants to
know whuffo? WolL, MW, I egrev with you about CGRAVEL OF GANYMSDE, but your sugg-
estion to "ACC" thut it could have been even better if he'd had the creator of
Carter of Barsoom collsborste with him to speed up the action & bit is, unfort-
unately, impracticaeble. They live too far eway from one snother. The next is
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with.it

from enother young fan who wants to know why, when he apnroached a favourite
author in the White Horse to have a mag sutogrephed, the msn stending beside
the favourite suthor suddenly...(I'd better quote this)..."growled devp in his
throat end went red end 1ittle bubbles ceme from his mouth and he lifted s hesvy
teble high in the sir and let it fall agein and I was telking to the euthor and
didn't notice where it was coming down..." MNow. KP, it is quite possible that
while you were buttering up vour suthor you wmight just have mentioned another
suthor's name for ournose of odious comparison? You don't know who's beside you
sometimes in that place. But cheer up. I wish I hzd a nice nurse to dictate my
lotters to.

Now comes a batch of routine stuff. feventoen fane ask "How cen ] get Big-Pon-
ded?" Some others ask "What's it rewslly like in Psris?" (Thirty of thoem. Tsk
tsk). And there's one "How cen I get into NE WORLDS?" from s fan in VWelling.
These have besn sent the usual vrinted lceflets—__the replies couldn't possibly
interest you.

Hewoever, that last fan, onc AVC, slso reises the first of our technicsl quer-
ies. He has dcveloped a substitute for slip-shesting involving mounting the
duplicstor on a broom so that the printed sheets slide¢ slowly slong the hendle
to drop on the floor a few feet away. He kesps moving the broom around so thet
each sheet drops on a different place on the csrpet. However he finds that he
aguickly runs out of carpet and wants to know should he movs to & bigger housu.
No, AVC, you are on tho wrong track. It would do you no good to change your
resiience btacause your argument would still be based on the wrong premises.
This is the type of prcklom that can only be solved by the slien thought pro-
cesses of a warped mind. 1 should explain that the warped mind in question was
recently on.an expedition to Americe and, ss members of the fan underground
will recollect, there wes s conspiracy during his sbsence bstween me snd coun-
try fan George Charters not only to overthrow him but to move the centre of
British fandom to Bangor, County Down. This double couo (known, strengely en-
ough, as Cperation CounCoup) was foiled by the Tyrant's return, but I think he
suspocts. At any rate he has been trying ever since to meke mo superfluous by
evolving o method of sutomatic slipshceting. The other night I arrived at Qb-
lique House to find him experimsnting with an annaratus corsisting of seversl
strips of metal, a cocoa tin with a holy in the bottom, arnd hslf & pound of
rice. The cocos tin is filled with rice and mounted over the receiving tray,
which now consists of & cardboard box, in such a way that cvery revolution of
the dunlicator shzkes several grains of rice onto the fraeshly-mimeoed shest.

He has found that six graeins of rice dropped onto a quarto shest from a hosight
of 18" distribute thomseolves evenly enough to prevent offset onto the next page.
Vhen the run is finished he merely tszkes the pile of shests by ths corners and
shakes the rice into the box to be usced egein. ((Note. Rice has bean found too
light to be shaken out satisfsctorily--I em now considering eirgun slugs. -WAW))

The rext technical problem is from a neofsn who is having trouble with his
duplicator. His loetter seems to be written in red ink...no, it's blood———l've
just noticod it's signod by a clot. 'CRH' of Rainhem says: "This ------- ( (eh-
-ah, remember Rule 1)) duper of mine just won't work...I don't know what to do...
I think 1'11 shoot myself." It slways gives me a certain amount of pleasure
when people answer their own questions. Saves me the trouble.

A hestily-scrawled note has just been handed to me. It seys, "You do run on,
don't you. Shut up. (Signed) WAW." Oh well, I suppose he can't afford my word
retes..ees
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THE OUTSIDTR (nce uvon a time, when Vince Clerke still had hair, and Pogo

wes just a stick, I wes e Happy Fen. I folt et home. 1 corres-
ponded with myriads of nnnentities, snd, being & firm believer in the inher-
ent destiny of Chuck Harris, I was quito convinced that I was en ewbryo Bred-
bury. I wes a specialist too. He wrote Mars stories; I wrote werewolf stnries,
I could quote thres chapters of 'The Gnlden Bough', end I knew just ebout
everything An silver bullets, ocsken stakes through the heert, snd what would
happen to lycenthropes nn Bbllzznaj—whare there just heppens to be & full
moon every twenty minutes,

Hell, I wes an expert. I was ready for the Big Time. It's true that I made
deprecating nnises when my best friend end co-editor said, "You're s much
better writer than I sm, Chkuck", but thst was dua to my innete sense of mnd-
esty. Hadn't the Bhoy Himszlf tnld mo I wes his bost discovery since Clive
Jackson? Hadn't ha gnthused sbout my "bresthless exuberant style?"

This wes the scrt of serious constructive criticism that I needed. At this
time, Jeswes White's attempts at litoracy ked besn confined tn the deathless
phrase, "This is not theo opinion of tho type-settor, Ji." Boh wes a BRE ox-
pert, Vince wes s mimen cranker, snd oven the legandery Bulmer had no other
interests then NIRVANA. It wes wonderful. We all burbled along hespoily just
waiting for the pro-ads t»n discover me.

And then, it heppened. By & tremendous fluke, Ken and Vince sold sn....er,
Juvenile. Before I could even mske with the congratulstions, James wes caught
in flagrente delicious with a NN WORLDS cheque, Walt begen writing things
for Peter Huamilton end money 4ra1w1y for money}, snd Bob Shew sterted sending
Bill Hamling little 2000 word novselettelcets.

It's different now. Instued of telking sbout s-x snd similsr fennish subjscts,
we talk sbout word retes or "good old Ted." I fesl strengely alone——rather
like the eps that decided t» stay in the tree whilst the rest of the tribo
ren around belov rubbing sticks together and inventing the wheel. £ An apt
enalogy. W} It seems thet eny minuts now Fandom will consist of mu and Ken
Potter-—and 1 hear thet he's thinking of doing reviews for AUmH“NTIC.

Please,ses..scouldn't anybody use a werewolf story?

I WAS A VICTIM OF PROXYBOO LTD. Before it happened, I never believed in the
' 'Proxyboo' myth. I thought it was just ancther
fennish gag and that Jemes "White was just an ordinary onponent,

Aftor reeding "Tho Last Time I Sew Harris™ I sworo a mighty oath of rsvengs
———as well as tho usunl mincr oncs like” 'Fugghead' end flickering blank and
esterisked dash. I thought about it cerefully and decided thst the most desir-
gble 'one-upmenshin' ploy wculd be the tried and tested insulting pun gambit.
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If T could only tag him with one vitriolic phrase that fendom would teke up es
a heusehold word, it would have far more effect then a dozen page-long articles.
it would have to be short, sharp and very very clever indesd. This was well

within my capabilities. 1 set down celmly end begsn to sssembls the dete to
form the skeleton of the pun that would leugh White out of fandom. I didn't
heve much to work on. I knew thet he wes e not-so-gey Lothario with s penchent
for unsullied Irish colleens, end that he worked aumongst the reach-me-downs in
"The Fifty Shilling Teilors."

It wes hard going. I spent hours filling great sheets of foolscap with matoer-
isl that Willis or Hope would have given cash money for. I inventod 947 differ-
eént puns on the word 'White'. I scrapped every lest one of them. I followsd them
with 632 about keen, bespectacled BIS types and sincere ACColytes., I burned them.
I wrote 38 different limericks about the sex 1life of cut-price tailors. I sent
them to Ermengerde. I began to despair——as well es run out of acid and foolscap.

I bought a new reem asnd a new carboy and sterted afresh. It beceme ean obsessim
with me. I gave up eating,drinking end wenching (well, almost) and even began to
dream sbout puns instead of Bes Mahaffey., I was pretty desperate. I was slmost
at the point of Giving Up when, glancing idly et the Gigentic Reductions in the
window of the Reinhem brench of the 50 Bobsters it ceme in & flash.

It wes & pun to <nd =11 puns. A flawless scintilleting gem sperkling with the
very essence of wit, Fer, far beotter than tha countless vulgar Harrisques I'd
previously discarded, it was slangy end yet pointed, it was catchy as well as
easy to remember. With a mere five words I Jesred at his insensate philendering
es well ss his lowly occupstion.

I stood there in the High Street and muttered it to mysolf. Bvory single word

seemed to be & tone-poem in itself. I felt like
Tinstein or L.Ron Hubbard. This wss my brain-
/X, child. Alone I'd crested it.

"A wolf in cheasp clothing."

And every nuenca of it would sound the desth
knell of White in Fsndom.

I wes ell set. All I had left to do wes to
lay the groundwork. The whole effect would be
spoilt if the hoi polloi and R.J.Banks were
ignorent of James' satyriesis or of the Fifty
Shilling Tailors. I mentioned the facts in my
NIRVANA column and followed up with letters to
QUANDRY and SFN.

I laid my plans cerefully end decided thet I
would use my verbal H-bomb in the Whitsun ety

And then, somehow or other, Proxyboo got to
hear of it. (Vince Clarke was thse only person
I'd confided in, but I meke no hasty accuset-
ions, It's just possible that the Crangsfen
reelly are tolepathic.) The wilole massive org-
anisation swung ponderously into activity.
Willis wes recalled from Americe, Bob Shaw left
London to return to Belfast, SLANT was post-
poned, end their entire forces directed egainst

—
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"OF COURSE YOU CET A this ettack on the bsse of the Belfast Triangle.
The usual procedure was useless——this couldn't
SOOK  OF \MISTRUCTIONS be stolen for nremsture detonastion in 'The Herp',
WATH AT L™ like countless othsr Harris gambits, The next
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two Harps concistad of alrecdy stoucilled conreports. There was one wild fleer
ing hope that they wculd be sble to use it in the January SFN, but I'd blocked
that by getting Clerks to sppouint me as suh-editor,

In despeir they celled in their cornsulling semanticist, Gecrge Charters.
After 36 snlid hours of analysis he came-up with two alternetive solutions.
The foundutions of the pun hud to ba hroken. Either Jemes had to be castrsted
or the cneupness implied by ths Fifty Shiiling Tailors' neme hed to be nullified.

The rest is history. White wes adamant. ', e
An unknown shercholder called en emerg- DAMN THAT KeASLER — HE
ency general meeting of the Taeilors'Guild HASN'T CHANGED A BIT!"
and within three days the whole of the it LY
Fifty Shilling Tailors' organisation
throughout the country was renamed as
"The I'ine Service and Thrift Co." The
Herris pley wes destroyed and Proxyboo
sank back intn hibernation until the
tennis courts opened.

LUCK O' THZ IRISH 1I've alweys thought
of myself as a Rat-
ionsl being. I've never invested in
lucky charms or zodiscel emblems. I
didn't even believe that a rabbit's
foot was lucky....unless of course it
came from & bhlack dre or & white buck
thet had been trapped in a graveyard
at midnight. ' DY '

But just lately, I haven't besn sn certain. I've been thinking of the pec-
uliasr contrast between what hapvens tn me and what happens to Willis, On his
rubbish dump he picks up printing presses; on my rubbish dump all I find are
extremely dead dogs and bicycles even older thgn Bob Shaw's. One of his Am-
erican friends sends him s print shop; this week, one of mine ceme through with
lest April's AMAZING STORIES (snd minus Rog Phillins' column at that). He
spends two shillings on edvertising for a typer, and as e result gets a Vari-
typor (I doubt if there are more than a dozen in the whole of the UK) worth
gbout €80 for & lousy ten quid. I spend thet much on & secondhund duper end
still can't meke the goddem thing work. (Willis of course picks up & perfaoct
duper =t en suction for £3:10.) Ho discovers noophytes like Bob Shaw; Rein-
hem's other feaen is Harry Lincoln who collects first editions of Vergn Stet-
ton. He gets = trip to the Stetes....I even have tn pry my own fare to the
White Horse (no gratitude in these London Circle types).

As an enti-forteen I'd dismissed all this as coincidonce, but, as I just
sagid, 1ately I haven't besn so sure about it. The last crushing blow is too
much, Listen.

This yeer London hss besn trensformoed intn a fennish Mocca. Not only have I
promised to sttend the Conventinon in person, but we have all other sorts of
tourist bgit like Coronations laid on. We were confidently expecting Rverybody
to attend.

And then, this week, we had a quietly jubilant letter from Belfest (that's
something of en event toe lately). Ir it he tells us that Bea liahaffoy—
yealh, the bBes Nahaffey is coming to Burope this summer. I don't have to tall
you wnoare she's sieying.

If anyone hes a secundhand Joan tho Jed for saele, I'd like to heer from
them. Then, maybe, James White will smell-vond me.
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BOB SHAW ams (BoSh)

THS ADVENT OF THT SEWIFAVSAG On thoe evening of the founding of the sbove
body (The South-%ast Joolwich Imaginative Fic-
tion and Vargo ttatten Aporeciation Group) T cycled back from work at top
speed. This isn't as fast s it sounds becsuse the climete of Grsenwich didn't
seem to sgree with my bicycle. It secmed differont somehow—-I think it was
the wey Vince Clarke pcked arcund it for s whnle day thet started the changs.

Vince put oil over the cerafully nurtured cost of rust that took me years to
grow. As enybody with eny mechenical experience (beyond fiddling with ancient
duplicetors) knows, oil only spreeds rust. Mind you, I like rust on & bicycle,
but it must be in its proper placs—along the frams and hendlebars.

Spreading essily over the oiled parts the rust had penctrated into the bsll-
beerings. Gven at the bost of times I heve never been sble tn freewheel nn my
machine. My bike is saf'e. When you stop pedalling—--you stop moving. But after
Vince's efforts it was difficult even to pedal, becsuse I could no longer push
with both feet simultaneously.

(Before going on I would like to say that I bear no ill will over the mstter.
It wss ohvious on the first day Vince sew my bike that ho would have to do some-
thing or go maddor. As it was ho went red. He kept staring et the rear lsmp
which, due to sloppy workmanship on my pert, poirted verticelly upwards. He wss
aghaest when I told him I hed thrown the front mudguerd away when the securing
strings broke. The only thing thet reslly unnoys me still is thet he memdsd the
puncture, just when it wes going away by itself.

I have a theory that if one simply ignores a puncture it disapvears. I once
drove one away by pumping up the tyre every time it went soft. After = few weeks
of that treastment the puncture just sort of dried up.

This technique was spoiled by Vince knuckling in to thst one. 1 did tackle
the problem of mending them without using & patch, but I couldn't find the
right solution.)

The resson I was hurrying was that Ron and Daphno Buckmsster had declared
open house for fans. I got back to my digs, read my mail, and set out for Wool-
wich only stopnirng at e fruit shop to have my saddle beg filled with apples and
to mgke sure I hed remembered thc fsnzine on which Ron had sketched the route
to his place.

Just as I finished the last epnle I rcachod the sombre structures that the
Army terms Woolwich Msrried Cuartecs. I nssced West Block with my brakes jemmed
on (jam holds brakes very weil) but to my dismay I discovered that the numbers
of the various spartmenis wore the most cleverly positioned I had ever come
across., I just couidn't find them. A lot of thought must havo gone irnto putting
up those numbers,

My hypotheticel observer would have been intrigucd to seu e lonely figure
wendoring up end down in the gathering dusk, pouring hopefully into brightly
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l1it rooms, only to sag with disaprointment and stumble off into the gioom.

Finally, just as I was about to give up hove, I sew that one of ths windows

bore the legend, inscribed with one finger in condensed moisture:-
I HAD O#E GHUYCH BUT THT RGGYLA/T OVESF THEAE.

I tripped lightly up the steps, tripped heavily over the doormast, and ontor-
ed. I will gloss over the alcoholic details of the evening beyond & briof mon-
tion of soms of the personalities present.

Ve hed femous author Ken Bulmer, smong
whose published works are SPACE TREA-
SON end CYBRRNETIC CONTROLLZR. And
Vince Clarke, among whose published
works are CYBZRNETIC CONTROLLER and
SPACE TREASON.

One thing that really stands out in
my memory is that we brought to light
the theory concerning:

WILD AND TAWE HOLTS

Teme holes are familiar things. These
inoffensive and harmless cregtures

are in constant use throughout fandom, ‘ .
indeed this very magazine could never s ix,.,\vha,
hsve been sssembled without the holes DRSSO | Y 5 ® >

wraopped round the staple prongs. Of T

course these pygmy holes, the larger

ones being used for such things as getting letters into envelopes and holding
the glass in James White's spectsacles.,

I must confess that it wesn't until Ron Buckmaster pointed it out that I
realised that all holes are not so obliging. There are some that dedicats
themselves to obstructing fannish activity in any shape or form, These arc
the Wild Holes.

They snesk into stencils and lodge themselves in the centre of every letter
'e'. Sometimes one of them goes berserk and spreasds over several inches of
etencil es it is being put on., The ones that fens use ir their front doors
oftun contract when magazines are being pushed through, thus ensuring that
they arrive minus the cover.

It is oven possible that the puncturs I cured was a Wild Hole that got into
my inner tube and, because I steadfastly refused to removs the tyre, died in
ceptivity.,

How did these obnoxious things get into fandom? I esked myself that quest-
ion too. So far I have not been able to find out how it was done. Not defin-
itely, thet is., However I suspect, suspect mind you, thet Shelby Vick smugg-
led trem in in his socks.

4

HSPACESHIP |
1 soLAR |

From my bedroom window you cen see the Northern Ireland House of Parliament
perched up on e hill dominating & wide tract of the County Down. I was just
sitting gezing blenkly at it wondering with one hslf of my mind which window
marked the Willis office. 'With the other half I was franticelly searching for
8 suitable tail-piece for my column.

After many minutes of mental turwoil I' finelly found what I was lcoking for
—=it wes theo small window with the funny brush hanging outside. That left
the other half of my mind sesthing with anger snd resentment becsuse it was
still wrostling with its problem. Just ss I wes on the verge of bacoming a
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"...50 I says tc ibis:dﬁéelebSkinQ\
fuy that came into the shop, '01d
1834 Astoundings—50¢ the hardful," i

eV A VA A A A YA DA AR A AR 5 i

I supnose it must be alldright. In
paper comes tomorrow there will be g
sank on its wey across the Irish Ses,

T test

“ 6plit personclity there cems & knock et
# the door, followed by e femilisr plop on

the hall flocor.

I sped down the steirs liks e stoep
rocket to sec whet hed coms. It wes the
lotust sheef of stuff from Operetion Fen-
but what is this? The neat envel-
ope hes beon cerelessly ripped open. Still
in the present tense I bend and pick up

i the desecrated psckege-——but whet is this?

The whole thing is dripping with wster. It
is as wat es if the postmsn hed cerried it

§ to the door in e bucket of weter. My eyes
\" widen until they ers slmost open. Could

the postmen have..eee.s.no, it cen't be.
Thers must be smother reeson. The shock
is ton much for me-—] drop back into the

. past tense.

I carried the soggy bundle into the
living rocm and dried it at the fire. Vhen
I reed it later it seemed, apsrt from a
certain warping of the paper, to be s
perfectly ncrmal OF mailing.
ave a half-formed fear that when the

headline anrouncing that the mailboat
end a sub heading giving survivors'

sccounts of how a small white object was sesn cutting e huge bow wave towards

Belfast.

All of a sudden it's havvened again,
A heed stuffed with cotton and nerves
mede of rafie,
A look round the bockshelves gives me
e nein,
I wonder if sf does drive you insene®
This 1s another atteck of the GAFIA.
The postmen knocks twice and the
letters floet i
Fenwit thet sparklos likec diemonds or

sephie,

“The point of thet interlineetion sludes,
And whnt cen thoy sse in those distort-
ed nudes?
This is another attack of the GAFIA.

L'2rw01

Prince, in the promags the ccrn's get=

ny ting chaffier,

Plots are more puerile, ideas growing
daffier,

%ven 9 deaths-head cen waer o big grin,| You collect zines for yocars, at the

Ghu: Give me = tonic without 2ny gin!
This ie encther etteck of the GAFIA.

A fenzine that's full of the lstust in

fouds,
The one thst I'd stert would be worse

than the Mef

finish whataffis?
.........l.l..'.....'l.l.llﬂ..GAFIA.

—AL.JVincent Clarke
ir, *(bou too?)
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.~ I don't seem te Le sble to get the hang cf
this letter column business., Feople just
der't seem to write the proper kind ef
f letter, somelow, and it brings cut the ed-
itorial beegt in me. For instance 1 used
to go through ell the lotters 1'd got
since the last iscuo, .copy out the inter-
¢sting bits on saparatp sheuts cof paper,
combine then into shorter snappier lotters,
shufflc. thom about into’;somu sort of con-
tinuity, copy thum sll out agein with an
attumot at e commentery llnklng them to-
buthur, and thsn revise agaln on the sten-
cil. It took me deys to do’ thls, snd by the
time I'd finishud 1 hsd a lottor column not
helf ns good es kiex Kesslur ‘manages with
his typewriter tied buhind his bsck. (His

frvourite typing position.) So this time
 to hél¥ with pcrfuct1uanm.“Ferard mens ,
.mnrelentless, and lot the chits fall where
LY 2 St they may. e

The first one's from Peiil Znever, “nglend's.Rip Fan yinkle. He was active in
British .fandom round esbout 1934 end then.wért hors du combat until lest yosr,
when he ymerged es fresh es a daisy. The old war horss dossn't seoem to hava
changed 8:bit in the last 2Q,ycéfs: cven his sppuaranco edds nuw evidence in
supoort of: the theory thet True Fans ere immortsl. Hers he comnents on Bob's
eccount of’ the hiie’Horsa and his igrorance of thy femous Bickerstaff.

SRy '

While glancing in vein through your pusillanimous publication for soms
mention of the more srudite country fon I cemc acrose an strocious articlus
by one signing himself 'Bob Shaw', I am not surprised at this obvious use
of s pseudonym---no one with even s glimmering of senity would put his right
name to such sn sonalling sssemblage of errent embiguities---but I feel it
would be & disservice to fsndom in genersl and those fen in particuler who
heve beun so unwaery or ill-advised as to subscribe to your purulent pneriod-
icel, if 1 failed to comment on your corny contributor's inexcuseble ignor-
ence of the identity of Bickersteff.

Not to know who Bikerstaff is is tentamount to being unewere of the num-
ber of besns required to meke five, though in the cese of this 'Shew' person
the two are, no doubt, synonomous. Bveryons at the Whitu Horse knows Bickor-
staff. The doings of Bickerstaff, his goings and his comings, ere THE sub-
ject of conversation. Do ws not rupeastedly hesr his nsme mentioned &s the
suthor of 'that story celled wotsit, all msbout & thingummy, in wotchermacel-
lit magazine'? Is hs not the gontlemsn dus to buy a round whornevor no one
else is willing? It is Bickerstaeff who botches the interior illos, who puts
the psoriesis adverts slongside ths festurs story title, who sxes all the
most interesting shorts from the BRUs,

For yesrs Bickerstsff hss bacn rovsponsible for thu reguler non-appssrance
of our fevourite zinwes, Bickerstaif bests us to that priceless mint copy of
@ No.l Amaszing offered in s8l)l the obscurist second-hend bookshops--and beats
us only by the shortest of hesds. 3eing himself s fen he is, naturelly, short-
headed. Bickerstaff waylsys the pcstmen snd extracts the urgent letter our
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correnvondsut essuras us he posted. Bickerstaff is the petron saint of
strikeovers end obliterine, Bickerstaff is omniscient snd omniprescont.

Fer your wrctched writer to bs unawaro of thess facts of Bickerstaff's
life, coupled with his ropeatud gssertions thet membors of tho London
Circle wera continuelly buying him buer, leeds to only onc possibls con-
clusion. '

Ho hes been frequonting ths wrong hostelry,

Now we come to the matter of the Gover Illustration. This obviously
Meens Something. By dint of considerabls resesrch end comparison with
certain Lonconnics, I have succeeded in idsntifying most of the protagon-
ists in the murky scene. The gentleuen holding the hosepipe is of ccurse
James lihite. Strange how, even in & cruda certoon such as this, the fine
guolity and sterling cherecter cf thnis emincit Belfast srtist shine out!
Beside him the rest of the cherscters, though recogniseblce, appesr dwerfod
end meliznent. It mzsy be that tho would-be cartocnist kee here folt some
stronger power then his own dircecting the pen, so thet truth brueks through
even his clumsy efforts.

Bohind the grest Whits, wey bchind, stends A.V.Clerke, reedy es ever to
eoply pressure snd pour o0il on the burning weters. In the immediate fore-
ground sterds Fred Robinson, his flag held Streight Up. I beg your perdon,
» blurred patch of mimeo misled me, Robinson kneels--knesls on a cember,
too, by the looks of jt.

To the right of the deis Tubb exercises his unususl talent for selling
the most useless of junk. 4Come come, Psul, I think Ted's stories ere
pretty good.3 I see that tightening purses have csused him to reduce his
prices with remarkeble rapidity, though snyone who buys THAT rocket for
fivepencs is being cheated. It SLANTs.

The self-portrait of Shaw pleying with his Mecceno is e ravelation.

As for the affeir of the water pistols I em shocked sir, unutierably
shocked, at the outcome of this business. Do I understend thst soms inter-
fering busybodivs actuelly DARED to ley violent hands on Mr White? Do you
meen to sit there and admit thet some subhumsn cretins still exist whe
would restrain thet noble artist in the just expression of his sentiments?
If I cculd be cortein of the identity of thuse foul ruvffiens, ged, sir, I'd
heve them ocut. Heve 'em out, I tell you. Brrrrrrrrr-rrr-r. :

Your disgustel Roeder,
A Country Fan
It wes Vince Clerke end myseclf, sir, who restrsined Yr whkite, end I em not e
subhumen crstin, I have stetements by some of the foremost figures in the sub-
humen cretin world to prove it. Do you suggest thei I chould have stood idly by
in thet scene of awful carnege, with the weter flowing 1ike blocd, snd watched
my co-editor drcwned with & weter pistol 7 Wculd Boucher have sllcwed thet to
happen to McComes? I think not sir. I venture to say thet in similar circum-
stences he would have sprung to his eid and wrenched the weter pistol out of
Heinlein's hend.
Deer Sir or Madmen,

Hyphen returned in cese another would like it. The
effort titiveted my testacles and gave much smuscment, the largest chcr-
tles being caused by the 1527 Underwocd with the capital 'I' bedly worn
end the Shew design for e letrine in tho Werld of Null Gravity, The use
of a megnotic field to fasten down urine impregnated with colloidel iron
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is & truly megnificent stf ides that someday will have to be exploited by
dirty capitalists.
Why Travel to Venus All Wet?
Pin The Piddle with a Shaw Closet,
(Regd. ot U.S. Pot Office).

Was disconcerted by the callow wight who implies that what is spoken over
there is Erse., 'Tain't. Had the same notion mysslf until I went there and
found thet when'the Irish don't speek %nglish (ususlly better than the Eng-
lish) they spesk Irish. They told me, with much pession, that irse is the
name given by Scots to the Geelic jargon spoken in Glesgow by its largely
Irish pop, which gabble is not idcnticel with either Scottish Gaslic or Irich.

And positively no Irishman ever says begob or begorra. They don't know
what the words mesn, and say they were invented by English music-hall comed-
iens trying to act Irish. Ales, 'tis true, only too true. A few dyed-in-the-
nylon Irishisms I did pick up were (a) their fondness fer doubling an end
phrase, such as, "It doesn't matter et all at all," end (b) hebit of tscking
on s so--- phrese such as, "It's s boeutiful merning, sc it is," or "Thuy're
a geng of Protestant bestards in Belfas%, so they are," end (c) their liking
for the word 'new' with results such as "Weit now", "Good Evening now," etc.
And finelly some choice expletives such es "Be the howly Christ!" otc. I was
alsc given to understand thet the chief differencs betwesn the roal Irish
and thcse in Belfast is that the former were conceived in hcly wudlock. Is
this true???????? {No. You should hear what they sey sbout you English.?

How did you like the US hooley? --end the treasured moment when Bobloch
voted Bes liahaffey end Evelyn Gold the editcrs to whom he would most like
tc submit. I was tho mstrel body three rows behind you, in dark glasses,
with the neme of Obediash Pip, end a breasst-pocket full of dime seegars, Am

locking forward with interest to your grossly distorted report on the
shenanigeans.

Eric Frank Russell

A typically serious-minded and dispessionate 25vp. ‘report on the Chicon appeared
in QUANDRY 27 & 26. Inocidentally, I don't know if this is wcrth menti ng here
or not, but I'm going to publish a sort of memorial volume contasining an ex-
pended reprint of the conreport and e lot of other stuff about the US trip as a
scrt of souvenir for the people who helped to bring me cver. If anyone else
wents a copy I could run off a fow extra for say 2/6 or 35¢ cach. It'll be
anything up to 100 peges. Ancther big publishing venture scheduled here is a
full-length allegorical novel by Beb Shaw and me called THT ENCHANTED DUPLICATCR.
Next a few extracts from letters. Editorial comments {thus}.

ROBERT BLOCH Dear Mr Herris: Thenk you so much for Hyphen. It does a grest
deal to restore my feith in British fandcm. I wss beginning to
think thet there was nothing in the Isles but Willis...every offering from
scross the pond for years sesms to be completely Wsltered down; filled with
strccicus puns and accounts of the White Horse as sesn from his end. Your ef fert
is doubly welcome, in view of the fact that I've rocontly been subjscted to
Willis himself (in "person", if you care to stretch a pcint.) And as you know,
e few moments with %illis is enough tc instil cubts in even the strongest mind,
As I lcstened to the man cheerfully babbling awey about events on the other
side I occasionally intervened with a few questions. You cen imegine the answers
I got---or rather, the answer. "hat sbout Harris?" ("Never heerd of him.")
"What kind of & guy is Vince Clarke?" (Den't know the chap.") "Have you sasn
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Shaw lately?" ("Bernard?") As a matter of fact, I had to twist his wrist to get
him to admit there wes an actusl Madeleine. And even then he wouldn't heves bro-
ken down except for the fact thet there was s glass in his hand.

BLOCH AGAIN Dear Sir: We Americens stand on punctilio. (lock it up, Buster!)

We adhere to certain strict conventicns of salutation. Added to
which, the netursl gravity of my demeancur orecludss the vulgarism of acdressing
enyone by his first neme without en exchangu of cerae. (I generally exchange
cerds unde¢r the table, first diverting thu ettention of the other playsrs by
loudly yolling, "Thc forgot tc snto?)

«.sBolicve ms, it wculd pleese mo no ond if I cculd gut avor to thu lend of
Joen the Wed. But unless Sholby Vick aterts a GET RID OF BLOCH FUND it doosn't
soum tc by on tho cerds. (Of ccursv, I cen oxchango thom sgein.) But oh tc bo
in Englend ncw lehaffey's thore! You will like Bes. Sha's a proper smasher,
very blcody posh, She'll square the Londcn Circle in short order. ’

++«Perhaps ths truth would be e gocd thing to disseminate. I'm sure that
betweon Clarke end Willis you may have a somowhat distortad picture of American
Convontions. So hore is the sober truth of the mattor, seun through tho derk,
glassily. Heoping you ars tho samo,

Robert Bloch.
This is a clean wcrd.

¢ There should of course heve been en asterisk efter 'disseminate' and before
‘this'. As it stamdstho statement is ridiculcue. /£ Boa Mehaf{fey, tha mcst
beautiful editcr in the business---even counting Ted Carncll in his bew tio
and rolled-up umbrolla---is landing at-Shennon Airport on the 14th Msy end”
will be et the Lcncen.d

5ID GALE C(Clive Jatkson's epistle doesn't mako muech sonsuc, in fact it rominds
mu of the typographical leyout of the Tail in ALICE IN WONDESRLAND.
Most of Vincoe's erticle wes ontiroly irccmprehonsible---1'd be obliged for an
Tnglish (or Ycrkshire) translation of it. Ken Beale's story was quite good. I
see White still harasses Harris to the reeder's asmusement. On this cecasion
I prefer Harris's side cf the feud--KFSlater spells thie 'fusd' by the way--
Whits's version being rather repititicus. {KFS spells this 'ropotiticus' by
the way.} ...0f the fcur cartoons, theafirst wes tho beet---I didn't twig it
until long sfter. Nc.4 at the ond of tre zine was again incomprehensible, what's
thet in aid of? 4{Whc's being incomorehensible ncw---there were only three car-
tocns. If you mean the stemp, it wes in sid of the postage rovenuc./f Let's
knew heow ycu meke cut with the second in ths Sclar Queen Senitary Series.
Clive Jackscn's letter was a parcdy of the typogravhicel tricks used to port-
ray telepathic thocught processes in Bester's TH? DEMOLISHED MAN, nctable serial
in GALAXY. Pity the BRE didn't stert in time for ycu to ruad this--it was gcod.9

HAL SHAPIRO Beale's MEMORIAL was gccd. Toc bad it had to come from Beale. Now
I cen't say nesty things abcut him in Hyohen...The wcrding on the
address stickers was marvellous. By Roscce's frcnt teeth! I never noticed it
before., That cancellaticn mark; man, it's a wcrk of art. Such beasuty. Such sym-
bolism. Such stark reslity. There, in the filthy squsre is a reproduction of
the famcus symbol of the Belfast Triumvirate. And over the stamp, which itself
bears some exquisite artwork, are the mecst attractive wavy linses I have evur
scun. Willis vou have certainly cutdond yourself, and this co-cparstion with
the Tnglish postal authoritises will coertainly win ycu Rescou's Ribben, All in
9ll this issus was very gocd. Kevp up the goed werk and, cnu of thess deys, you
mey bucems & very well knewn fan. (Aw shueks. Or as Ving Clerko seys, 'blarncy'.)
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HANEARD, Houso ¢f Comnons Debgtes, 26th Jsnusry 1953.
%RoPTRKINS asked the Minister of Suvnly whether he will move to eppoint a select
comrittee to sdvise as to the steps necessary to ensure that this country does
not leg behind in the duvelopment of interplanetery travel,
¥R.5ANDYS: No Sir. Uith sll due respect te*this honoursble house, I do not be-
lieve that & Saslact Comrittce could throw much light on the subject of intor-
plenetary travel. :

LRoPIRKINS: Is my right hon., friend eswere thet the Astronomer Royal receantly
steted that from the scientific snd engineering points of view intsrplenctary
trevel must be considered a oracticsl possibility? In view of the cminence of
this gentlemen end of thu groet developmunt work teking plecu in America, will
lie consider epnointing » smell committes cf sciontists to sdviso tho Govornment
to unsurs thst wa do not leg behind?

'YR.SANDYS: I think thet these informing studies muet et pruosant be left to pri-
vate iritistive. Tven in thie ege of the wolfare stetc interplenetary travel is
2 service for which the Government do not yet accent responsibility.

"NR.GIRYS HURHES: Are we to assume thet there is nobody stupid enough on the
other, plenets to wish to come horo?

LISUT CCLONTL LIPTON: Pending a deocision on the practicsbility of interplensetary
travel, will the ri.hon.gentlomsn co-oporets with the iinister of Trensport to
faciliteto travel betwoen differunt noints in tho West Wnd of London?
MR.I.C.THOMAS: Weuld tho Minister sgres that it weuld bu edvissblo from ell
pcints of view for the Powers cn this nlenct to settlo their difforoncos bofarc
entoring into rolationships with cthor planots?

MRoPERKINS @skcd tho Minister of Supnly to what oxtent d.volopmont werk is
buing undorteken tcwards dsvsloping int.rplanotary trevel.

MRoSANDYS: None Sir. The preblems of this werld are st praoasont mors then suff-
iciont to cccupy the Covernment's scientific roscurcos.

MR,GI3SON: No imagination!

Ackncwledgemonts to Hel Shepiro fer tho certcon idus cn p.l19. ## Quotos cvor-
loef ers frem Reles, White, Herris, Willis, Shaw, inever, Hoffman, Clarke (AV),
Morse, Hunter, Chsrters, Clarke (AC), Camobell (HJj), Jeuves, Shorrock, Thorne,
Chandler, Temple, Brunner, and others. //SLANT columnist 'Grmengerde Fiske' has
been appointed Assistent Zditor of GALAXY. A#The Junior Fenstics plen to make
en ewerd to the best fmz of the yeer (presumsbly the celendsr year 1952) st the
Coronvention. Vetes should be in before 30th April tc Dave Wocd, 4 Coverdels Rd,
Lencastoer. All fm oligible wherevor published, but perscnally I think we necd
look ne further than the Liverpecl Group's magnificent Christmas issue of SPACE
DIVIRSICNS. £/ Oldtime BNF end mimeo gonius Harry Turnor lcoking fer 'satire,
sarcesm and slenging' for now fmz BLAST. /F ' ith mimoo ink et sbcut 21 s tube,
cthor imnverished fancds might 1iks to know thet this issuc wee produced with a
fow oz of orinting ink (Ault end Wiborg's Jebbing Black) st 2/9 a 1b.

Normen Wensborough had e psid vd in the lsst OF meiling cfforing to transport
10C British fsns tc the Phileen for weekly paymonts emcunting tc scme £25, Since
the cheavest fare to the Stetes ond back by beet is £100 (plane £140) I figurad
tris wes either a heoax or a swindle snd esked for doteils. tiznsborough says;'My
ides was this. Cherter s 20 pascengor planv snd meke 5 trins. For focd and ace-
ommodaticn I theought I'd get s specisel train and use that fcr the mesls snd
sleeping. Perhaps I wes s trifle cptimistic but I will try to meke the offer
werk. The plans in question weuld cest £2900, I hepod perheps I cculd get a littls
suoport from fans in the US...and heve written to Ray Pelmer.” Tho Wiltshiro
fen mey heve =n unsuspactud gunius for organiseticn, but I weuld liko to kncw
where ho figures he cen charter e plene fer s fortnight (at lesst) for only £2900

gven gssuming he can_raise t?e extra £40CC plus a few cther petty exnenses like
the_cost of spaciagl % t days. d hes he real sgd Ka he plana
would have to mgkg geg ggigs,cgote¥ivgz--i§ntweg€y grggga%lgntgc }lgghts}
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