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Svmengorde Bioke's

NEW YORK LETTER

Since walter hadn't requested me to write my New York Letter for some time, I cssumed
cither that he felt I had violated some rule in the Journ:listic code by spending two
months on the staff of a rival magazine (an imericsn publication by the ncme of Gil-
#XY) or--nd I prefer not to think zbout this for more than a second at & time-—that
I hod been dropped by popular acclaim. However, upon hearing that I hawe been going
eround telling everybody thet he smokes sulfadiazine, lalter hastily wrote me that
nothing vould me more evocative of faint pleasure for him than to receive a iew York
Letter from me. ‘nd so, with equal handsomeness, I vill retract the base crmard I

cve besn spreading., It is not true thut walter willis smokes sulfadiazine; he sniffs
sulfsmerezine.

Everybody is undoubtedly rather agog to know why I left G..LAXY. Contraxy to popular
rumour, Horace Gold did not throw typewriters at me (he has only one such mochine md
it is vary dear to him). The real reason was that lirs Gold hzppens, throuzh one of
those ocoincidences that ocecur so frequently in real life and so seldom in literature,
to be nmmed Ermengarde also.

The phone would ring.

I vould snswer it.

"Emengarde?"

"Yezh," I would rcply in the quiet cultured accents suitable to the dignity of an
editorial office, "this is her."

"Emengarde, what's wrong with you?" the telephone would wail. "You sound perfectly
awful! why don't you lie down and call a throat specinlist at once?"

This kept going on for weeks until my ego was so depressed that every time one of
the gldfish snarled at me I would burst into tears. So I quit; there weos nothing
else I could do. I understand I have been replaced by Sem llerwin and a mammoset.*

Of course there was a bright side to this pleonastic compellation. ihenever Mr Gold
would cnll "Ermengarde!" each one of us would affect to think it wes the other he
meant, Thus, neither one of us answered, md he %’\gﬁo do vhatever he wanted done him-
self. This was very good for his character and hé/undmbtedly have risen to be editor
of GuluXY; if it hadn't been for the unfortunate fact that he alrealy nheld that pos-
ition.

* I have no exciting news of the science fiction world to relate, becouse, oving to my
having changed my address, the Hydra Club amnouncements arrive a dgy after thc meet-
ings h-we taken place. Of course I muld give the secretary my new number tut that
would be the coward's way out. Furthermore, I hwre been lying low ever since, as an
ardent devotee of science fiction, I undertook some scientific experiments nyself-—
on the colour of my hair, There are so many days when I cm g0 out only &t night,
hearily veiled (so, even if people see the hair, they won't krow it's I underneath
it). I wouldn't mention such a personal matter in the public prints except theat every-
body is so confoundedly polite ond pretends that he or she doesn't notice thot my
hair has now tumed bright green, when I am bursting to tell people about how I mixed
the chemicals with my own little white (now also green) hmds ard wasn't it clever of
me to get even the roots emerald so nobody can tell it ism't natural. I don*t cloin
credit for the fact that it now shoots sparks—-that wasza purely fortuitous result,

*Mr Gold has pointed out that my departure had such a salutary effect upon GJLuiY
that its circulation immediately shot up to top place among sciaice fiction nmagaz-
ines. He does mot realise that this occurred because, although I am no longer with
the publication, T have left a part of myself behind me--to wit, a finger, vhich got
caught in a desk drawer, ' L7 dohs Wi )
I This is HYPHEN #5, Noverber 1953, edited and published by Walter Willis, 170 Upper Newtown— |
tards Rd., Belfast, N.Ireland. Su{)scription two issues for 1/6 cr 25¢ or one US prorag or sf !
|pocketbook. Exchanges welcomed, An X after your name on the wrapper indicates the derise of !
{ your subscription. (Could somebody please renew with a copy of STAR SCIENCE FICTION?)
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ie arrived!

I'm sorcy that I can't remember which dgy he arrived, for I was dovm in the bar [~
end the Philadelphia convention had not yet started, so there was no officicl pro- | j
gran to guide me, Once the giant clambake really got rolling I had no d&ifi~ulty in
determining the days. The berflies had worked out an ingenious system for cesping :
up vith the Convention without once setting foot in the hall., Seventh Fandam murnem
vould bring in almost hourly reports and our Intelligence Opcratives would decode |
and evaluate the dispatches; by consulting the program and making duc cllowances 3]
for bumbling chairmen, longwinded speakers and parliamentary smnarls, the Operatives 'H
were able not only to discover which day it was tut often able to asceritain e
approximate time of day.

For example: a breathless rmurmer would dash through the door with his face flush~
ed in victory, to loudly shout: "Wow! 4 Bergey BEM for only twenty budisi Real
George!™ Ls the bouncer gjected the lad we would huddle over the progrem booklet
ana evaluate the news. in auction wes scheduled for Saturday, September 5ti, from
eight until nine in the evening. Someone wuld recall that zbout four hours ago a
great mob of fans had descended on the bar in order e avoid a spu.m by illy Ley.
So we would decide that it was now Saturaay evening, after ght o'clocl. The syst-
em never failed us, and ve were spared the necessity of rumaing from hall to bar tc
avoid the speeches. We just stayed thcere.
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But hg errived some time prior to the official opening,
Pat mcheffcy (the equally beauntiful sister of Bea) and I were sitting in the bar
sipping Streptococei Chasers when it happened, without waming shc suddenly hiss-

ed in my ear, "Ssssssttt!" \Viping my sodaen cordrum with the end of somebdody's
necktie; I turned to her,

"Good stuff, isn't it?" ing hoisteu my glass.

But she was staring across the room, her lovely brown eyes large and round with
avc. ller deinty jaw hung a trifle azape. '"Jecze,’ she said in a whisper that carr-
icd the length of the room, 'pipc the beaver!™

I followed her glance and perceived kir Campbell, with beard. There wes a choking
sound behind me as someone else discovered him,

Pat asked, "Is he a fazaaan?"

"No," I said stoutly, springing to the defence of a much maligned feacom. ‘Can't
be. Probably one of those air Force chaps.' (It should be explained here that two | |
other conventions were sharing the hotel with us, a reunion of wartime parairocperg
and a Negro civic organisation.) "Watch him now," I advised the girl. "is socn as .
he downs that drink he will leap to his feet and shout 'Geronimot!'® 1

But the unpredictable Mr Campbell made a liar of me. He did rise tc his feet and |
the group at his table slowly did likevwdise, uncomprehending. Mr Campvell stiffly |
extended his hend; arm and drink to assume a rigid stance. "To the Queen!* 2ae !
shouted. 4t once the noise in the bar dropped to a respectful silence ns ceveryone
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tumed to watch the foreigner., The group at his table, now aware of what wis cx-
pected of than, stretched forth their glasses and replied, "To the Queeni" Ilr,
Compbell muttered in his beard, "Victoria, of course," and threw the fiery liquid
down his throat,

Pat tugged at my sleeve. "Vho is Victoria?" '

"I'm not sure," I told her. "Some important personage in lustralia, I bell@ve, At
least, they have a state or province or something by that name there,” But I added
reflectively, "Of course, I may be thinking of Bormeo." Pat was impresscd.

4 person hasn't really lived until he has witnessed Bert Campbell toasting Vie-
toria, the beard wagging waggishly. ind that was my introduction to the great man,
I was destined to sec him perhaps half a dozen times in the course of the weckend
and each meecting was one frought with significence. Once he sold me & dirty fan-
zine, Well do I recall his sparkling sales technique, his promise of infinite rich-
es as he conducted the transaction. It was in the privacy of his room and <here
were no more than eight or temn others present at the time.

"Tucker!" he ejaculated, staring at me, "So you're Tucker, My Boy, I have some-
thing for you," And from under the bed he pulled a stack of fanzines, slipping off
the top one and coyly hiding the title with his hand. "Give me a dollax,"

I was astounded, "Whatinthe hellfor?"

He winked mischieveously, wageled the fabulous beaver; and moved his hond slight-
ly. I looked down and saw the word SEX glaring from the cover. thipping ouvt a dol-
lar I pressed it into his hand and qpickly stuffed the hot fanzine under my shirt.
Later I tore off the cover and openly carried the joumal about the hotel preuises.

Upon another occasion, during a dangerous and unprecedented moment, & giall
group of us deserted the bar to visit a neighbouring hotel where a big wheel from
New York was holding oourt and the liquor was free. Mr. Campbell was among the
group and so I appointed myself his guardian, lmowing he was unfamiliar with Amer-
ican traffic. As we paused beside the curb I held up an admonishing finger. "Mind
the lorry!" Mr, Campbell glared at me with a pained expression, which vas most dis
concerting, I wondered if I had comitted some breach of protocol and hastened to
repair the damage. "The traffic moves on the right here," I explained, "but this
is a one-way street so it moves on both the right and left." He only stared rudely
at me; but he was dangerously near the curb, "It's coming from behind you," 1 said
nervously. "Lock yonder." He did not look, he contimied to inspect me. I rmust con-
fess I then lost my temper. "Oh to hell with the goddam lorry," I snepped at him.
"Just stand in front of that truck and watch what happens!"

actually, we iiere spared the bloody sight of iir Campbell decoratins ihe Phile
delphia street with his all., The truck driver sew Mr Campbell first cid tumed o
stere. He spat in his hand, smacked o fist into the spittle end cried, *Secver!"
shich is an old Americen custom. vhile I was explaining this old Americen custon
to Mr Campbell, the truck driver ran thmuch a red light and hit a passin; street:
car., We wandered into a nearby resteurant for dinmer.

The droll fellow kept the diners in stitches.

first we vent thiough the '"Victoria" routine once more and damned if helf the
restourant clientele didn't rise with him, I saw by the expressions orn thair faces
that they didn't mow Victoria either. The pirnist, eager to welcame & foraimer
to these shores, broke into the soft strains of "Mother Machree." Mixr Campbell
tumed to glare at him, which he interprsted as enoouragement and went on with a
Ter rousing bars of "Galway Bay.'" hicanwhile our waiter stood humbly by, taking our
orders and striving desperately to understand Mr Campbell without seeming to be
ruae. Semsing his predicament, I offered my services as translator and stated Mr
Campbell's wants in English, The waiter was obviously grateful and geve me an ext
ra pat of butter., As it was , the mezl ended with several pieces of silverizre,
some hardrolls, a napkin and a spiig of putslay in Mr Campbell's voluminous pock-



ets. Therc vas no room left for an unc-ten picce of steak so Pat smichafiey otligingly!”

put it in her vurse for later.

lherc were ut three more contacts with the beaver,
One doesn't count because he was out cold on the floor of his room. ihec rest of us

trooped back end forth over his prostrate body, helping ourselves to the contents of:

his suitcnse end burean drawers, but remanbering to close the door as wc lelt, e
aidn't want him to catch cold in the draft of the corridor. We later discounted his
ongry charge that somecone had picked his pockets,

4 second occasion was his politicking just before the wte vwas taten to choose

next year's convention site. wr Cempbell ren up md down the long rows of chrira, |

handing out favours, bandying wit vith Seventn Fandom members, thumping strangers on
the bads ~nd stepning on toes. Despite all this, he managed te gormer sixdy votes
for London.

Iy lest and most mcorable contact vith the gentlernen was an excursion four of us
nade to see a burlcsque show: Dave Kyle, Lerry dhaw, Cqmpbell and mysclf, How it
warmed the cockles of my heart to sco the gimzle fellow enjoy himsclf! Ze wvorld howl
with wnrestrained laughter as the concairng pulled thir sexy jokes, shout «nd stamp
and whistle in high glec as the stripocrs "toor it off", and otherwise cerry on as a
red-blooded Americen boy might do. ieve Krle wes likeuise touched by his coger reac-
tion end bought for hin a little serled awvelope containing girlie picturcs., After-
werds, kr Campbell stopped me a moment on the sidewnlk in front of the theatre, "Tell

me, " he said eamestly, "what the devil was that nll about? I couldn't seem to folloy

the plot."

Oh yes---there is one more bit to add. Coming home from thec theater we possed a
vindow display of a casket mamufacturcr. There in the window wes the most beoutiful,
the most cxpensive coffin this side of a Hollyviood cemetery,

"Ah yes," Mr Campbell said, gazing at the display. "America."

One hasn't recally lived until one has watched Mr Campbell enjoy 2 burlesque show
and an expensive coffin in the same evening,
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THE FILLY ANDTHE FIBHT DOWNS
BERT CAMPBELL

Lear iiiss 'fucker,

I've just read your libellous account of my visit to the Philzdelphia
Convention and I can tell you quite plainly that my solicitors will hear from you
pretty damned quick. How could you lie about me so? ifter it was my ten dollars that
got you out of the pen vhen you chasecd that stripper through the curtains! (.'_hanlc
Ghod I had twenty, or I'd have had to stay there clone.)

To begin with, your description of my entrance is inaccurate and lacking in many
particulars. vwhen I walked into the bar of the hotel, Pat iahaffey was in no conditbn
to speak to anyone, let alone you---to vhom she wouldn't sveak to save her life, un-
less that were the only reason. She was staring at me and was oblivious to all else
around her--except perhaps to the roll of drums that accompanied my entrence, and
which you, in mean spite and jealousy, neglected to mention. Pat stared because ghe'd
never seen anything like this before, so she told me afterwards. She couldn't velieve
it was true. She still doesn't, I think.

Ana then you didn't mention the purple helmet with orange ostrich feathers I was

vearing. I must say I thought it was rather fetching, and several of the fans eved me! .
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in a way that was faintly disturbing. You eyed me, too. uvifference witi you wis that
vhen I noved, your eyes stayed where they were. BLloch told me you'ld beer iite “hat for
six nours. They couldn't do a thing with you-—-and come to think of it, you &ic¢ look a
oit like hair that had just been washed. In gin.

So I sat dovm at your table, and what happened? You offered me TEA! Ik (lod Forry
Ackermen was there to let me hsve a sip of his rum and beer or I'a have tzken de next
plane hone.

ind you lie, barefacedly (something I could never do) shen you say I stooc up and
shouted "To the Queen!" Dash it all, old chap, that's not the way it's donc, .hink badd
and you may remember that I said “Gentlemen, The Gueen!" You see, for a momeni I forg:
1 wes in America. lust have been the sweet and gentle behaviour of Randy Garrett that
caused me to forget, eh? 1

aa Victoria, for your information, is a railroad terminus in London. lien of nercep-
tion toast it because it's the first step in geiuting out of this dammed couvntry, Any--
wey; 1 was born there, so what? wanna fight me over it, like you did Isasc Laimov when
he saic that TaE LONG LOUL SILENCE coula never be mistaken for an autobiograray? He
lickea you, didn't he? Yah!

I kmow you can't count above ten unless you take your shoes off, but there ws no
need to say that there were only ten: people in my room when I sold you thct piece of
classic litersture. You know damed well there were two hundred and ten, because you
stopned each one of them at the door snd made tian pay 2 nickel berfore ycutc let than
in. Remenber? I made 'em pay a nickel before T let them out, ana you end I split the
aivvy,

wasn't that a wonderful party, Bob? wasn't it, ch? Remember vhen Evelyn Gold took
off-----ch, no, you wouldn't remember that; you were trying to pull lizarc: of¥ the wall
at the time. Anyway, Evelyn took off Winston Churchill--and a wenderful imit-tion it
was, At least, I suppose it was an imitation.

another dirty lie is when you say I was out cold on the floor, It was you vho vas
out, Bul you weren't culd. Oh, brother how the steam rose from youi iné yov. weren't on
the floor either. You were leaning at a precarious angle so that you could see through
the slats of the venetian blinds and watch the girls undress across the way. You just
went to sleep like that and we left you until the sun came up. Then you opened your
eyes and went into a coma.

Your account of our visit to the big wheel's place is more or less correci. .hat you
didn't mention was how you poured a can of beer on the carpet and then gp% me to sit
in it by placing Pat lMahaffey lusciously nearby. Nor did you say how much “m you all
had as we walked back to the hotel---pointing out my wet pants to every passer-by and
yelling "Ee's an Englishman; can't hold his liquor!" Queer sense of humour you fcllows
have, You langhed at that, yet when I put musterd in your coffee at dinrer, you actu-
ally cried, runny lot, yanks.

4t this dinner the waiter certainly was confused, as you s&y. But his cilerme was
not due to my accent but because I asked him for bread and he kept brineing me cdke,

I thirk he'd got his classice mixed or thought I was = Frenchman. anyway, I con't thik
1 looked sterved. and you got it wrong cbout me pinching the stuff. True, ine silver-
ware, the rolls ana the napkin were in my pocket, but the sprig of parsley wes in my
beard-—-mplaced there by a fan who kept boboing up =nc dovn all the %“ime so's I couldnt
recognise him. 4nd Pat didn't put the steck in her purse for later. She put it there
for me. She loves me, so what the hell?

So! You rifled my things while I wes slecgping off the effects of somebody or other's
speech (you know who, huh?)., I knew somebody stole my sword! Right from the mimute I
saw that it was missing from my suit of ammour, I knew some airty fon had cleimed it
as a souwvenir. and it was you! You vho don't stand inch high to a miliimeter; you who
keeps telling everybody there are only three best-known personalities ir s, vhel ev-
erybody knows there are four; you who wrung my blood out of the carpet aand Crenz it
after I1'd cut myself on my razor. YOU stole my sword! Lot of gocd it'll do zou: it's



as blunt as the things the hotel manager said to you vwhen he saw vhat you did in the
elevator.

The ourlesque show. seeei-yeei! That was good, huh, Bob? wasn't it, huh? The way you
got up there on that stage and started to drop your clobber nearly killed me, /nd th
dagger that girl drew out of her panties nearly killed you, aian't it? Lemgh, I nearly
died. Still, you shoulan't have done to her vhat you did. She only does it for a liv-
ing; she doean't get any fun out of it like you do. Boy, wes your face red ihere her
fingernails ripped the skin off. Dave kyle, sitting next to me, was shodked into sil-
ence, He didn't know you had sny vlood. I tola him it wasn't yours. It wos mivie; suck-
ed up out of the carpet when I cut myself on my razor. I'm gonna kecp on telling peop-
le hov you sucked thst blood, Everyone I meet, I'm gonna tell 'em cbout the woy Bob
Tucker gets his protein, I'm gorma mAze you look SilaLL.

But I think you overstepped the bounds of god trste—even imericen gooa tagte, for
which you don't have to step too high---vhen you made onec of the girls sit on Larry
Shaw's lap and feed him bourbon whilc you sold him a story for IF that you hadn't eren
written yet. wouldn't have been so bad if it hadn't been the same story I sold the
szme way to Joff Cogg of LETEHOR STORILS.

thatdye mean, there ain't mo such men or mag? Somebody been kidiing mc? tho vas that
feller, said he was Cogg? Just thought, maybe it wes rllison--said he was Ghecd. Could
be,

und thet coffin. Bob, you should have told them you weren't kidding cbout that. .nd
you should hzve told them vhat it was like. You should have mantioned that it was in
gleaming golden bronze, covered with carvings; that it was lined with lush red velvet,
padaed and pinned; that it had a fat cylindrical pillow, covered with red velvet and
vith a long tassel hanging from one end; that the 1id was on elaborete golden hinges
end was lined vith upholstered velvet in the same way., You should have wld then that
it cost #3000,

ind maybe you should have told them what you tld me as we stood in Philadelphia's
neon light and stared at this decadent example of smerican plenty. You said #.11 I'm
wsziting for is a2 neon cross———with the ¢yes of Jesus flashing.” I'll remember that,
sobs You put it in a nutshell.

Still, let's not be sad. Let's be gay, as we were vhen we w:lked back to the hotel
end found the fellow asleep on your bed. Remember? He voke up and said "Hove they
started the Con yet?" You tola him it was all over. Then we looked at you. lor three
dgys and nights, you hadn't noticed this fellow in your bed. Ve looked at you hard,
and began o doubt some of the stories you'd been telling us sabout those thrce nights.
we knew there must be » me other reason for the hollow d eeks, the drocpiny gyelids,
the s~gging jow, the bent kmees. Wow wve knew thet you hadn't, as you tolc us, been sit
ting up 211 night writing stories.

This could g on for ever, couldn't it, Eob. It wss a wonderful time I had there,
«nd I'm thanking you now for the part you played in making the magic for me, Not just
you, but all the meny pecple like you. ind I found quite & few. You gawe me a2 stock
of memories that will las% a long time. Mot all of them are pleasant, but most of them
ere, I only wish I could be with you every year. I only hope that I'll bc tith you
again-—-soon. You're a grand bunch of guys.

TH~ FaNCYCLOPOEDIL:
THE IMiORTAL STORM
4NA NOWeoaoeooo ~:‘|

Coming shortly
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8308 SHAW

Convention day dawned bright and fair over the Castlercagh Hills and the Soupoon
welcoming committee rose early in preparation for the events that were to teke
place during the day. The fine weather was a good omen but deep in their hearts the
Con committee were, new that the time had come, doubtful as to whether they could
handle the complexities of the massive undertaking. After all this was the first
actual convention to be held in Belfast, and although it was thought that the ati-
endance figures might be decreased by the simultaneous running of the Coroncon, it
was going to be a huge task to see that all went well.

However, having broke fast, the welcaming Committee sped swiftly in the cirection
of the main entrance to the city to await the arrival of the fans who vould be arm-
iving from all parts of Jancaster Avemue. The whole operation was put over zmoothly
anl in rceccrd time the visiting fan contingent had been directed to the waiting
conreyznces and were whisked away to the Convention Hall.

£ rough idea of the general happy mood of the affair can be had from this smateh
of convercsailon between Handsame Bob Shaw and Guaranteed Gemuine Ga rge Cheriers,
who had arrived travel-stained and weary from Bangor.

B, Well,; George, it's not much farther now.

G. Good.

Bs Why? I'm not gning too fast for you amI?

Ge No, it's nct irafh, I'm just afraid of a policemen sesing us, and my coat is

getting all rusty frem rubbing aga’nst your hendlebars.

B, Goorge, it's hard enowzn tryinz %o pedal for two without you fidgeting so

much. Every time you wiggle you change gear.

Having arrived at Oblique House, the chosen site, the welcoming Commitiec helped-
the visitors to get sorted out and they all trooped into the banqueting hall in a
happy, laughing bunch,

Once the introductory sessions were over the Chaimman, a Mr 3.shaw, imviiec tae
visiting pro editors to meke a few remarks. G.Charters (who headed this pael by
virtue of having Had His Name In Hard Covers) rose and delivered e few well chosen
words. Here is an extract from his speech.

"eeeeeand we are all very much indebted to Mr willis for letting us use this fing
hall for our main sessions," he said; absently flik ing away same small lumps of
coal which had adhered to the seat of his trousers. "Also, I am overjoyed to see
that the Coroncon has not attracted too many fans awsy from our own Soupcon-----bi-
lingually so called because of course it was intended to be a emall corvention.”

This speech was very well received by the mdience, who applanded to o man. The
next iten was a debate hetween the pro authors and fans. The subject chosen was
‘des Contemporary Tibetan pulp writing had a decisive influence on the portrayal
of Ximball Finnison?" The pro authors, represented by Bob Shaw among whose better
knovn works are extracts from the Fangmanship Lecturecs in STARYLING and o letier
to ANSWERS in 1949. The fans were rcpresented by none other than Geo _.cCoy Chart-

ers, wsll knovn in fandom for the teec-hee type letters he writes to Vince 'Peter’
(short for petrified) Clarke,



A AEPAINTS

g - B 3Rk - )

the following is a letter Eric Frank Russell has bzen sending to several of his
friends in the sf fiela.

“I could use your advice if you'd carc to give it, Right now I'n involved
in a fight with my agent ~nd certain publishers., Caisec of the tmudle is
‘my refusal to permit anthologised stories to be reenthologised e secornd,
third or maybe Hurth time. So for I've tzken up the attitude ‘et one
onthologising is enough, excepi of © urse for foreign revrints.

&y reason for thiss the belief that it's unfoir o fms thet they should
ney hird-earned cash for ollections holding the sare csteries ns tigy've
got in earlier books. ihen, for example, a new enihoiogy canes out vith a
dozen yams four oi which hawe been -nthologised previcusly, snd the fan
has to buy those four 2 second time to get the wanted elght, I think it's
2 gwindle,

The arguments against me arc that earlier anthologies zre out of decie,
even the onecs still selling. The fons don't care if they hav e to buy owice,
The fans don't matter enyway. The guy vho turns dovm easy money is & fool,
etc ete,

I'm not infallible and I could be wrong., liaybe the readers don't zive a
hoot. On the other hand, I might be right. Possibly the readers ovject to
repetition. There's only one way to find out amd that's to ask ther. So I'm
esking you,

I'd appreciate it if you'1l drop me a brief letter saying how you feel
about it vhen you have to pay 3.00 for a book and find it centains meiorial
you already hare in some other Z,OO book. bon't you mind? Or do ycu feel
sore?

Upon what you say depends vhether or mot I maintain my ban. To datc a2
couple of yams have slipped into repetition before I could prevesmi it.
I'm permitting no more pending result of this, my personal poll of the
rexdership.

Please don't expect extensive correspondence vith me-—~I just cm't cope
ith 211 coming in right now., But for your consaidered opinion I sheall De
gemuinely grateful.

Cordi 211y yours,
¥ric Frank Hussell

In = later letter to me EFR mantions that he has refused reprinting of sbout four
stories after four others had slipped through before he muld stop them. ~Also that
he hag turned down a ,’D’l,OOO pocketbook contract for material already anthologised.
"I know of no reason vhy the stf gme should not be played straight,®

In these days of Browne and Spillame it secms to me that fens will be woih pleased
and surprised to find that one uwotzd mutlior at least has their interssts at heart
enough to forgo financial gaia raiizr thmn be a2 porty to something he considers un-
fair., 1 thought some of you might like to-return the camliment by lettiing ZFR know
Just what you do think about this business. If you'd iike to:scnd your opinions to
me (preferavly an a separate picce of paper frum yumr extravegant praise of this
magazine) I'1l pass them on to him. We can let him knov cither that we agree with
end appreciate his stand or that we think it's z case of ceveat emptor, sc that he
can abandon his quixotic position and cash in vith the others. «hat we shoulén't do
is leave him in doubt,



"My advice to you," he said, "you cringing .
r \ r\ N (i\ neofan without the courage of any Seventh fan['7
J J lj Ljh}, -ed, is to sit down at that new typer-of ]
yours, drink a class of whiskey, beat on your
L DRIC breast a few times, and write the first 2000
(:i"ik‘(? k’ N\H R ltﬁ words that come into your head about the -

|

I

|

.

things you dislike most in sf and fandom.." Lz

This is typical Willis cunning. He knows perfectly well that my Dad runs the ' |

local Temperance Guild, arnd he deliberately omits to mention which breast. i uu_-_i i

should beat..... still, if that's the way 'Harps' get written, I'm quite willing ||

to have a go. I shall beat both breasts, but if I finish up as.an Alcoholic. {
Fononymous, remember it was Willis who made a fannish martyr out of me. - i

T don't really know that I can write 2000 words about my Black List.-Apart
from the Rev. Calvin Thomas Beck, Tl Wood, Eva Firestone, Derek Pickles, Brian ’
Burgess, John TItusscll Fearn, Howard Browne, Ray Palmer, Ken Bedle, Kay Tarrant, |
Dr. E.E. Smith Fh.D., Bert Campbell, Dave Cohen, Howard Frobisher, Alan Henderson-
G.M. Carr, Mrs. Nellie Sollieback, Richard Shaver, Micheal Spillane, Philip. Duerr,’
(who owes me half a crown), Mr and Mrs Rog Phillips, Mr. Ziff, Mr..Davis, V1v1an!u1
van Demm, Bill Venable, E.E.Evans, The Medway Mob, The Manchester Group,- Capt. Eﬁ
Slater, (when hec's writing fanzine reviews), John Gunn, and the whole of Seventh |
Fandom en bloc, masse and in toto, ---- apart from these I think I like almost. . |
everybody else except Willis and James "hite. _ ¥

Naturally, with even a small list llke tlis I can't spend much tlme on each E‘
personality. Besides, the laws about libel and slander are far stricter-in the (@
U.K. than they are in the States. WS b i |

RAP is one of my betest noires, and it's a sort of fannish cubtom to cru01fy”‘
him before getting down to the hoi-polloi. The Shaver Mystery is the usual reasons |
—-and I see no point in getting all original and thinking up something.elsc. - At|
a distance he seems quite a nice guy, but every time you pick up his zine, -there
he is yakking away about deros again. Sometimes I even think that he actually |
believes in them. The last time I read OTHER WORLDS he was carrying on about -
how 'he c¢ven goes to the Caves' in search of plots. He 'listens for Voices.'
From RAP's usual style, I would have thought the boudoir was more of his.stamp~
ing ground.

The logical thing to do here would be dismember Lemuria and chk Shaver.The
hell with it, --- I'd much rather write about somebody who's going to read my
stuff ofterwards. There's always a chance of goading them into Vriting 4 Letter
To The Editor. , o

I think Beck is on the subscription list. If not, perhaps we can-send him
an uncomplimentary copy. Once upon a time he used to try to impress us by--.
calling himself The Rev Calvin Thomas Beck, but either he's been unfrocked and. | '
cast out into the wilderness, or else he's got all democratic enough to drop the
hondle. He writes a mediocre column for ASFO. His news is usually history, his
forecasts are all..... well, incorrect. ALt present he's trying to peddle his
brand of Xtianity to fandom, andorganlse an anti-Catholic crusade. < 1

Next. . »

F.C.Davis once offered some valuable advice to Eva Plrestone. In the letter
column of "Incinerations"he said, "Eva, don't be so goddam sincere."-Unfortunat«
ely, she ignored him. : 5 s .

Burgess..... is, I think, part of my fate. He is also a serious. construct- I
ive fan, and wears a cloth cap to show that he belongs to the proleteriat. He .

. reads Good Books and political autobiographies in the intervals between pr021ne54l
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e Repvant fnogine

LND NOUING BD HE IAUIH  In ‘dorizone ' :leasy  .Ta~
by doyel . Lrummona er, in his caomamts on 1.1:.'J

(from 'wuckspeakz‘ Fo.3, last issue, sayc, VI waakyus
rAPA lng, 59) like to kmow precisaly

what functiorns in life ;

Royal E. Drumscnd fills. The descriptions of his ner- |

sonal life, habits, ond activities sc.ttered in this i
issue are baffling, "

Coooorn, ir Y“larner, vhat you saidi

1 ISSUED AS A SUPPLEMEST To !
(= PhYPHEN #3 oY WALT wlLLIS,
(%170 UPPER NEWTOYNARES RD. |-
l-'.SELFAST, NORTHERN IRELANT e

ot e for me, tiere's nothing quite so pleasent ag talk- !
B e ing or vriting about myself. iy interest in this cubd =i
Ject is deep, fascinated md inexhmistible, end no ectivity is gquite so = :

that of courmnicating to others the myriad entrancing facets of my personality. The |1
'I' key on ny typer has had to be replaced *hree times, =0 orter is it used. Surpx'ini?g z
singly, the audiences that cen be versueded to stand still for sud: (iscourse are |
few and for between, and moct of the time I am reducad to tallting to wyself, lr

50 you can ima@ine ry glee when I read these vords of leriy's, There, Gelivered |7
into my hands, wes a large group of intelligmnt peonle vwho gladly read cvery vword I vgj
write in the feint hope of finding samcthing worth wnile, 4nd one of iem nas zctu~ et
ally asked for it. Hot digzity! ol

I didn't even finish the neiling, but darved down the bascment steir, whipned the 10
cover from my typewriter, ana tepped out thrce wouble-speced pages of 114t vhimsicdy !
el description of myself, faily, surroundings, hobbies, and philosophies, Two weekdo |
later, after mulling the article over, I zdded two mors pages--single speceu this |
time~-illum-nating certein aspects of ny existence thek required more ennhesis -
was ot first realised. Tien I put it ewey in the 'iust Publish' file. fh |

Time pa-sed, the F.Pi deadline drew nigh---I set at my recd-edged teble, nencil in |
h=nd, for just on: lest perusal before stencilling. Lelete a word here, 2dd o corma jH!
there, one lagt lock at Roget, fix that split infinitive~----cviryone lxows how it o
goes vhen a picce of vriting is very important. Vell, it tumed out to be pretiy L
good, if I Go say so myself, pretty dam opod.

Une last time I went through it, metaphorically tuming myself into = couvle of
othar guys vhe wanted to know what this fcllow Drummond vies reclly like. I amiled
quietly at a pertieulcrly apt phrase, laughed outricht at a penetrating witticiam,
noducd sazely as a telling voint was mede. sudaenly o werning bell sounded in nmy
mind, iy eves swent back over the sentence just rcads

"I an the only man in thc world who has cver been bitten by a weer.V

Rather sweeping statement, isn't it. No semanticist I, but evin to me there is
something a little too grandiose about that scntence. 1t is peruetly txue that I
was once bitten by a decr, tut am I the cinly man who hes suffered so? In wie viiole
world? Ever?

Uh-uh., i

I tried amemding it, thucly: g;

"I am probably the only man in the werld vio has been bitten by a deer, %

Nope, still too all-inclusive, Concicering @ e habits o. known deer, e sizteanents |
is fairly safe, but suppose tomorrow somconc were to discover a spceies of carmivor-
ous deer vhich preys on z lost tribe st the headuaters of the smagzon, Wy, 1'¢ be e
the langiing stocdk of FAPAT Zven deregarding that poseibility, what if the state- Or
ment were challenged on the bacis of credibility; what data had I to support it? fi
None whatsoever. i

well, I thought, how cbout limitiny ihe iicld to Seattle, Perhaps that could be i
verified. So the next day I spent a couple of hours combing the 1ibreiy-——resalt :
negative. Success! No record awiywacre of a deer biting 2 man in Seattle. Zowever, myl
elation vas shortlived. 4 horrid suspicion sent me back to scarch for recoris of dog’ .




bites., iveryone knows thiat people are occasionslly bitcen by dogs. Yet e mr utter I :
en aapseEings |,

Gisgust I found thet no one secmed to be wofiicintly interested in
to keep trede of ther. Certainly, deer bites would on 1y bors people @l scondalekoid
ously indifferent nature. People could get thans:lves dwwoured by desr svery Gay, att s
high noon in the busiest street in town, -nd these nezligat peonle, vhowmer they
wight be;, would ignore it completely. Obviously, they could not be depelded on to

SO
(045

|
{

prove my point. N P ;
Eome again, I gazed dejectedly at the offending words. It seemed as 3 e

though ell mention of the incident would have to be omitted from the ' "Ti i

article. But (I said excitedly to myself) it is a fact, a highly in- { i

teresting fact, in my life, It is an integral factor in the sequence \'\J-«-’j
of avents that have mede me vhat I am today. Even now, long after it oo
hzppened, I remanber the ocourrence vividly, and not a year gpes by "Why do yon al- |
but that I em reminded of it. The discerning people vho read this e T ey andlgeii 4l
gketch will not be satisficd with a mere deseription of my present B LEE, PR, _-}':'rq.-e
vill want to lmow tvhat has formed me thus, It would be unfair to lezve them ignorant
of this vitelly importent incident. L
So I pondered. Then, quick like a batchicon, the solution wrote itself in vwiords of }cb- !
fire on the surface of my mind. Triumphantly the pecil mimicked it,
"I am the only m=n of my ege presenily living at 2312 44th ive.3VW, Seattle i.ash-
ington vho has been bitten by & decr.’

!: i
i
I

That's 211. Just wented to let the resders kaow how scrupulously every word that |
eppears in this sterling publicotion is weishod for dinototion, com.otation, and
spelling. Not for me the slipshod, hastily Lobricated, wordy bits of airy nothing-
ness that are found in, for exmmplc, the London Times, Mcaty, solid, factucl, abscl- »-3!
ute accuracy---those are some of my watchwords. (1 got a million of them,) You Cen '
Pat Your Confidence In Gen-- er, Dudkspeak. ’

The article? well, I have decided it needs =2 little more thought, 2 trifle more Ilo
careful consideration. where there's one misstotement thers may be more, you know. ',I:,
"I once new a fan wno hated stories by Dr Keller so much Thnt vien he sav one in arf |
igsue he woculdn't read the story in front of it nor the one after!” —FuJ k.

Li«NVD I I}

an

o

iQ

e 1w ATt Widner told us this Zbout a year ago; you cen beliove it oT., |
VILER'S IOV , : it O
; LU not."She suddenly stood up and went to the door mmd fluwag it

{from 3peer's Sus-

TNT.

teining Program open, Drooling ecid, she said, 'uwhen you don't utterly disgust :
= 9 N 2 1 aro ! e a
Sprinz, 1942) me you bore me to tears. Herc's your hat and there's the door, g |

T

end if I never see you again that will be exzctly twenty-szven
minutes too soon.' /v that I stopped dead on the sill, 'Jet back, beautiful; did |
(= you just happen to say twaiy-seven |
minutes, or did you get it out of =
story?' 'No,' ane said, 'I-~are you read..
aing Second Stage Lensmen toc? 1've
reod overything Sumith hes witta,!
'Lady,' I szid, 'I've not only read
Suithy I met him at & Cenvantion last
year, and I've oot a line on the myst-
ciy of the srisians,' i.ell, for good-
niss cako,' she said, shoving me vack
to thz sufa, 'tell me zbout it. Huve
yoeu uet oy of the othher authors too?

- - s
WELE, Gremoa, T O "

o

1
i

WE_fore the unimaginable power of chosdsd !
full-driven ganerators, the cuter

T NIVG OO == s
toy NLPG UM == secfeng

”
e M S LTI\ N S %" gereens flared and went dewn lilze the
PR AT L e B e s e 1 % dodtrine of substance before Iedce, |
, =y o ) I g CL o ¢ -
"YOU'RE JUST MALADJUSTED.® Berkclev ana Homs," DT



"My advice to you," he said, "you cringing [
B \ £ neofan without the courage of. any Seventh fan[—ﬂ
J _J ‘J J -ed, is to sit down at that new typer-of ]

yours, drink a slass of whiskey, beat on your
~ breast a few times, and write the first 2000 |

(:f‘1LJ( K f‘iA\FE \t} words that come into your head about. the - .

things you dislike most in sf and fandom.."

This is typical Willis cunning. He knows perfectly well that my Dad runs.the
local Temperancce Guild, and he deliberately omits to mention which breast I w....l
should beat..... still, if that's the way 'Harps' get written, I'm quite willing
to have a go. I shall beat both breasts, but if I finish up as.an Alcoholic.
Fenonymous, remember it was Willis who made a fannish martyr out of me. :

T don't really know that I can write 2000 words about my Black List.-Apart
from the Rev. Calvin Thomas Beck, Fl Wood, Eva Firestone, Derek Pickles, Brian
Burgess, John Russell Fearn, Howard Browne, Ray Palmer, Ken Bedle, Kay Tarrant,.
Dr. E.E. Smith FPh.D., Bert Campbell, Dave Cohen, Howard Frobisher, Alan Henderson.
G.M. Carr, Mrs. Nellie Sollieback, Richard Shaver, Micheal Spillane,- Fhilip- Duerr,.
(who owes me half a crown), Mr and Mrs Rog Phillips, Mr.. Ziff, Mr..Davis, Vivian w
van Damm, Bill Venable, E.E.Evans, The Medway Mob, The Manchester Group, - Capt.
Slater, (when he's writing fanzine reviews), John Gunn, and the whole of Seventh
Pandom en bloc, masse and in toto, ---- apart from these I think 1 like almost.:
everybody else except Willis and James White. SR

Naturally, with even a small list like this I can't bpend much tlme on each
personality. Besides, the laws about libel and slander are far stricter. in-the
U.K. than they are in the States.

: RAP is one of my betest noires, and it's a sort of fannlsh cubtom to cru01fy**
him before getting down to the hoi-polloi. The Shaver Mystery is the usual reasono
‘—and I see no point in getting all original and thinking up something.else.. Atl
a distance he seems quite a nice guy, but every time you pick up his zine,.therb'
“he is yakking away about deros again. Sometimes I even think that he actually
" believes in them. The last time I read OTHER WORLDS he was carrying on about -
how 'he cven goes to the Caves' in search of plots. He 'listens for Voices.'
From RAP's usual style, I would have thought the boudoir was more of his.stamp-.
ing grourd.

The logical thing to do here would be dismember Lemuria and chk Shaver.The
hell with it, --- I'd much rather write about somebody who's going to read my
stuff afterwards. There 's always a chance of goading them into ertlng A Letter
To The Editor.

I think Beck is on the subscription list. If not, perhaps we can. send hlm
an uncomplimentary copy. Once upon a time he used to try to impress us by--
calling himself The Rev Calvin Thomas Beck, but either he's been unfrocked. and.
cast out into the wilderness, or else he's got all democratic enough to.drop- the
hondle. He writes a mediocre column for ASFO. His news is usually history, his
forecasts are all..... well, incorrect. At present he's trying to peddle his
brand of Xtianity to fandom, andorganise an anti-Catholic crusade. .-

Next. K e

F.C.Davis once offered some valuable adv1ce to Eva Plrestone. In the letter
column of "Incinerations"he said, "Eva, don't be so goddam 31ncere,ﬂ-Unfortunat~
ely, she ignored him. 2 =

Burgess..... is, I think, part of my fate. He is also a serious 00nstruct— ]
ive fan, and wears a cloth cap to show that he belongs to the proleteriat. He
. reads Good Books and political autobiographies in the intervals between prozlnes4]
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and he sold me a SLANT:1 & the Boncon. Burgess is even lower than-a professional
bookseller. Trusting fool that I am, I believed him when he said. it was a Mint
Copy. I paid him 9d4,--- the full cover price---and didn't bother to examine.the
magazine. After all the excitement had died down, and Bea had fled to I'rance, I
looked through the mag before filing it away in my collection. There, halfway
down Page 5, was the biggest, dirtiest, damn thumbprint I've yet seen.. BURGESS,
YOU TOLD ME THAT WAS A MINT COPY. ...

That's not the only reason you're on the list though. You remember when we
held the first BRE type smokefilled room in 146, (and nyaaaaaaah to the.Northern
Rustics who boast that their room was smokier or earlier than ours),? It was a -
nice sociable little crowd, and everyone was on their best behaviour because Bea,
Rita Krohne, and Jesse Floyd were there, and we all wanted to give them a.good
impression of Anglofandom. Burgess, why couldn't you make whoopee quietly with
that thimblefull of sherry and water that you were sipping? Haven't you any-
decent fundamental instincts? Whatever possessed you to start talking about
science-fiction of all things, when everyone else was happily telling dirty Jjokes
or quietly discussing sex. el "

Vivian Van Damm is rcally only a fringe fan. He is producer- at the Windmill
Theatre near Piccadilly Circus. This is a nonstop revue and burlesque- house -
whose motto is, "VWe Never Closed". This refers to the way they kept open right
through the blitz, when c¢very other theatre in London closed down. One of these
days the Hays Office of the theatrical world is going to push Vivian's motto -
right dovn his throat.

The piece de resistance of the current show is a scene with a fantasy blas,
in which a beautiful nude virgin, (or so it says in the programme), is sacrificed
to Ghueor some other pagan ghod. Naturally, as a Fan, I was interested in.all
this. It's the sort of newsy item I could use in a column somewhere. I'm not a
regular patron of girlie-shows, --- especially when the admission ticket costs
QI =S thought this would be really regular fanning in just the same way
as stencil cutting is, so I went. ]

Tt's a very small place. There are only about 200 seats downstalrs, and the
whole lot are all at the same price. The clientele is exclusively male, ond
completely uninterested in conjurors, trick-cyclists or anything else-except the
dancing~girls. DIveryone secms to suffer from astigmatism, and the management
have barred telescopes and binoculars. Consequently, all of the customers-are
determined that they will sit in the first two rows or die in the attempt.. The
‘performances are continuous from noon to midnight, and are punctuated-a glorious
informal game of Musical Chairs. Climbing over the sczats is strictly forbidden
by another house-rule. The usual procedure¢ is to take any seat, no matter how:
far back it is, just as long as it's on the aisle. Then, when somebody ahead -
of you leaves his seat, you quit yours and rush to take his. If you're a-slow-
poke, and somebody beats you to it, you find that somebody even farther -back has
taken your original seat, and you get stuck in the centre, and have to start all
over again. 4lso, the other customers and even the resident comedian,-are.liable
to make crude remarks about your state of health. =

(You may ask what all this has to do with SF. That would be a wery i
pertinent question, and one that I would rather not answer. I can oaly-suggest.
that if you are really more interested in science fiction than in girlie shows,
you ask Willis for your ninepence back, and take Operation Fantast or some other
high-class fanzine in future. )

I got to the third row in 20 minutes, polished my glasses. and settled down
to watch the show. It was all unfannish stuff, -- just dancing, and living
statues, but I stayed awake because I didnt want to miss the sacrifice thing.



It was a swindle.

This blorde girl wns spread-engled on the alter in front of a volcano whilst
a2 geng of wenches wearing G-strings and great big smiles danced a Polymesian
fertility rite. The High Priest was in the centre of them doing a sort of sword
dance with an Army surplus machete. /After acbout five minutes of this stuff, the
orchestra hotted it up, and the Priest bloke started waving his chopper over the
blorde. This was really something, --- she looked as scared as a Bergey cover
girl, and you could seec that any minute now he was going to chop her open right
down the middle. He began spinning around as if he was the late H.G.Wells :°
finding out about Astron Del Martia, and throwing the blade in the air. He
always managed to catch it just before it wen’ in the girl's tummy, but it was
pretty exciting. The orchestra cut out except for a long low rumble on the drums
--all the other girls fell down, the priect grabbed hold of the machete and very
slowly raised it above his head. He gets righ’l up on his toes and then, just as
the dissection should get started, Vivian ven Dapma brings dovm the curtain. I
tell you, I was never so disappointed in all my lire. Tarn you too Van Damm.

Lots of the other people on my list aren't worth talifing about. It just
isn't worth re-hashing Spillane or complaining about the way Doc Smith's heriones
remain so irritatingly chaste throughout the whole eight volumes. But briefly,
Mrs. Sollieback seemed patronising, G.M. Carr likes McCarthy. Frobisher is
mercenary, and Ken Slater called "Hyohen" a frothy fanzine. John Gunn had the
nerve to publish an Anglofandom directory that didn't even mention me. Dave
Cohen associctes with Vargo Statten, and Phillip Duerr never paid me for & prozin
-¢ that I let him heve on tick. Scventh Fandom look ridiculously self-conscious
in their first long trousers, and Bill Venable plagiariscs from Stephen Leacock.
(Don't worry Bill, =-- I disliked the original ""hat I know about thc Cow" too. )

Willis is an egoboo maniac with delusions cbout putting "Hyphen" on a month
-1y schedule. He spends most of his time nattering about how unenthusiastic I am
and if you dare criticise him, he accuses you of race prejudice. Is it my fault
he's a dirty Orangeman? Occasionally he seems almost tolerable, but I have
always fourd that the most attractive thing about him is Madeleine. In fact,
Tucker, Keasler, Vind, and I, are starting a Madeleine Willis Fan Club. I'm
afraid membership will be restricted, -- Bloch will definitely be barred. After
all, ---- Gentlemen prefer blondes. Walter Alexander is the exception that
proves the rule.

I think that must be around 2000 words, -- the unmentionables will probably
kecp until next issue. If they don't,..... well, I can always review fanzines.

Before I finish though, I want to make one thing perfectly clear. I don't
want you to come fawning around me, and buying me becrs, just because your name
isn't on the list. That is just an incomplete list. Perhaps you're one:of the
fuggheaded noncntities whose names escape me for the moment. Possibly I shall
publish a supplement sometime...... providing I can find a publisher.

Anyone like to secede with me to found Eighth Fandom?

LIV ERT LSRR

future My Work will appe=r under the Byline of Chuch Harvis., I am
not responsible for the efforts of ithe New.York Harris or of the Medwsy Horris or any
of the other Harris's vho scen o be srrinzing up uwnderfoot. I definitely do not draw
Gisgrems of reaction motors or publish a hecbtoed fanzine. Please go not cven mention
these people to me, they are Vandels, Philistines, and blots on the family escutcheon.
Insist on the genuine article (neme of me.)

Signed,

Ma D .
To My Public. i
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Chuch (the old originel) Harris
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AEADERS LETTERS
RIC FRug; | know a place infinitely mor« siristae then that Port,ba.llin.t:r"a.f.-z dirrp. You st
RUSSELL, take a look at it sometine—and ther yau wn't belicwe it. Vidkerv's Hot,e} in
Bantry. Front door is crspiratop Bl and obviously once closed belr nd patriots
doomec to be shot in Duhlin Castle. Entrance hall locks like a misem dating from 1340, witl.
wax fruit, dust-ridden tapestries, fly-blowm lithos of gents in hillvoodk hats, some mads
crosssyed with sirategically placed hlustottle shits, faded llrushes in antiquated jars, a
aurpet. at least 3 century old, and pther items tco mumerous to mantion. Over all a fusty smel
tike that of Tut's Tomt and a brooding silence as of Sowething ved ting.s.waitingseaprepured ©
wait, for & thousand years...until at long last the wanted hlood-type comes unvarily in and
connefb—ti-thh!!!]

Upstairs, the dining-roam resembles a rortuary that was converted into a tellroom about 1330
and ever since has striven to revert tack, Hers there is ONE, only ONZ, nobody else seen or
heard, ‘He waits upon all regamdless of mrzber, hunger or ur+ncy. He has the hiild of a bean-
pole, hollow cheeks pitty colourd, smam lifaless eyze, and he glides across the faded car-
pat with little dust-tracks following his heals. He brinss soup which is wam blanamange in
which he has a skeletal thumbe  There is Utter Silenes vhile he, one of the ‘Undrad, waits upn
the Soon To Be Dead. '

No fooling, toy, Erica at 19 can eat like a herse and she went into Vidkery's hungry. She
care out thz sam” way rather than gnaw the corpses in a mausolam. She Just couldn't stanach
it. Had to walk around Bantry to get sone fresh air and thm aat bisaiits after 1'd paild the
Undead 18/- for nix. Ghosts % the coking in that joint and teds make themsalves by ordsr of
= lonsdead witch, There is motody there it that One.

EFk also mentions that the story he told us about iz the cafeteria ic Liverpool i< in the
October S,F,.PLUS.

PAUL BEVER FHarris, an er-pen-friend of mine, assured me thut he was editing the next HYPH-
i, Obvicusly then, this pale greer palimpsest is a fergerv, sinee I s2e pract-.
ically no mention of his name except a faw saurrilous referenoss in the more libidinous parts
of the text. However, for something in which Harris has had mo hand (except a dirty nig thumt!
print disquised as a cartoon on p.11), Hyphen #4 does not discredit the Rairham raputation.-
Taking, with unfannish logic, first things first, there is the front covers I huw long sus'
pectad Ving of harbouring some great secret grief. It now reveals itself—he has Artistic
Leanings. Indeed, thz portrait ambodied in his design has quits lifalike propertizs; Tt re-
minds me strongly of a young woman I met at the Coronoon, a ifiss fshaffey. Americur, of coursy
mt quitz a nice girl really.
Yea. Bea told me that, whenmever Englishmen wanted to be specially complirentary they always
told her she wasn't like an Arericaw at all, It just provee she should have done as Bloch sug~

gested—wenr a tight skirt split up t.e aide, che- gur incrss.rtly, and pnnctuate her conver-
sation with Whot dog" and “OL you kidl®

FRED FORNMOn  HIPHEY couldn't have arrived at a better time. I've just been to the dentist,

I took it along with me and read James! piece {Tuat!s not a very nice way to
talk about Mise Muhaffey, Fred.} de resistance {even so) in the weiting room. The other pat-
-ients mist have thought me mad as I sat and ctuckled continuously. It was a change fran look-
ing at picture papers of flying bomb raids on Lordon and similar up to date and cheerful

items. {Dentists please write for ‘special subscription terms for HYPhii, the ragazine your
patiemte can get their teeth into,:)

reat cover ving, only it's the cover I hawe for CABER #2. Greut title 'Beacon', only
it's the title of my correport too. {Too bai, ¥red. You have our deepeat syrpathy. Beh heh.)
Say, how many typers have you( Just because James has tumed vile pro there's o need to

Just two, an elite portable and this Varityper, The essential differemce betweer e Varity.er



and an orlizary typer is trat it has zeither _laten roller or type bars. All the letters are |

on a little yuarter-circular plate wrick fits outo a wheel calied the 'auvil!. The feed roller
hold the pajer in froa* oF this and whern you press a key a :arrer cores Srow LeLind az” clouts
it agains® the typeplate, whieck 2y scre fLapp; ciance has by then noved round to the corrsct
position, The rain advan%age of the ccntraption is that you can chanje your typeface to this
Ol -Lvd oF this or any one of a hurdred otilers availabie to any rmillionaire. ietter syacing
and lire spacing are also variable to a cecrtair exten',

TeD CARNELL ~ Dear Slug-ugly: A magnificent effort. What was it all about? Who is this fellow
khite who lolds a torah for Manaffey, and seems to have held
more than that playing tag up and down the mountains?

I alweys think that it is a great pity you get tired so easily and go to bed before ever fin}

ishing an article. Can't ever remember seeing a complete one. by you. How many unfinished M5
have you to your ecredit now?

Dig that crazy mixed—up oro—ed, Ever since I sajd he looked like Groucho Marx he's gore all
sarionic on ua. Wucre i the banor lamghing T23 that Frapk ¥Ydward Arnoli told us all about?
I aiweys finiak =; av4iclea. tucugh wolic the readers dor!t,

I had a lstler Trom eirt Canmoadl [ which ha s flat broke and almost dastitute in NY, 11w
ing on the charity of Lave Kyle, eating bread ard cheess once daily and walking round NYC,
(tut thoroushly enjoying life.) The wind was so low in Philly that he owed his hotel bill and
had to be halpad out by a whip round by some of the boys...I imaginz his story will be onz of
the most outstanding in the annals of fandom when (and if) he ever ¢ets back. Last report I
had h= had put off sailing three times. He was due to sail on Oct.2lst, hut as he was in Van-
couver on the 18th even that was problamatical. Hz found his way to Los Angeles, where Acker—
man dewoted mich of his valuable time to showing him around. - Trereafter he worked his wey up
the West Coast, landing in Vancouver wrere he has bren  earning money doing radio talks. I ga
ther that he borrowed money right left and centre in NY, and hes stayed on in Canada until hed

earnad sufficient to ravay his debts.-

Verroa McCain in RE/IEW says; "I have encountered few people with worse mancers than an oth-
enzxsg %i?;m@le British fan now in this country." 3Bert, have you been calling them 'bloody
colonials

TERRY JuEVES Many thanks for the evcellent issue of HYPHEN. Since it appears to be custom-
ary to slate your multitudinous publications (lotsa fanzines)herewith is/are

my to cents. The paper makes me sea green, and the staples stuck in my fingers. Oh yes, and IP

didn't find the marked ones mntil I had undone the others, oonsequently .l now have a looseleaf
foldsr of HYPHEN.

Gorgratulations to James on flogaing a yarn to ASF. Stranjely enoush, I thoroughly enjoved
it. I hate to admit this, tut it was a good yarn. That's enough praise for onz day, let us get
back to our mittons. Bea liahaffey seems to figure (?) in the public taste. Me, I'm entirely
unbiased. ‘I don't care whether I have her on toast, or for a nightcap. YUM YUM. The title was
a damn gudun. More praise damit; hold on while I find summat to gripe about. Oh yes, the name
of the mag." kvery time I tell a ferme fan that I simply lurve to go through a new 'Hyphen' she
ups and slaps me down.Appzrently it sounds like 'hymen.' %hy not chenge the name to something
dignified like 'New Doors'? FHmm, then saying something about getting stuck into 'New Doors?
would eam & slap..s..Therz is an idea her2 somewhera—why not publish a series of fanzine
oneshots celled 'Necking!, 'Pstting!, 'XXX/ing', and so on.'Then I aould waltz up to a luscious
popsy at e con and say "Do you like Necking?" If she turned frigid, I could hastily producs
your product. - If she said wes, !I could prodice mine. Period (I hope not).
ARHIE MERCIR It always makes me feel uncomfortible when poople begin soliciting money for

suprosadly deszrving causes. iif :1herden my heart against them I feel lik: 2

louse, and if I fork out I feel like a sudeer.-I find the two descriptions about equally ob-
Jectionable—but in the former case you can at least have the satisfaction of keeping the mo-
ney, s0 it's strictly preferanle. Therefore I'm 1ot oing to give you two huncred pourds. o,
nor one hundred. Mot so much as one peltry guinea will I give your Transatlantic Fund. Here's
a pound.

Of course, I know perfectly well I could afford two if I wanted to. It'd be sinple to raise
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it—Jjust pewn the other shoe.
As an idea, the Furd certainly has my approval. Liaison between the two branches of fandom
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appars to be intrinsically a ood Thing, and in principiz 1'% all for it. So rou can ook tie
pouncd dovm to a princiole or something. saturally, I've pot o constrmctive norinetion to maka
But it ocairs to me tratv the following point might b= w=ll =phasisad; odd locse charactars
like myself, with no local or other axe to grind, would do well te plump for somebody wio's
known to be capanle of writing interestingly and entertainingly about his experience. In any
case, the person who benefits most fram the trip will be the Chosen Ore, tut if he (or fer
that ratter, she) is chosen with that end in view, thz rost of us can at least get sometizing
backe/ Your arguments in fawour of the frunchise Seing extend=d to anericans appear to b2 un—
answerable,

So much for thate The balance of the '-! rardly needs coment. It kept me away from reading
for an evening, and I didn't count the svming as wastad. At times I ~ven found mrself hurst-
in¢ into peals of langhter, which .Idon't ofton do when I should, ~ven if the storv's supposed
to be funny. :It would hardly be politic to say whose style of humour, yours or James White's,
I prefarred, tut I do. (%uh?)

DERIK PICLES  Thanks for H4, which .Iwaded through. ‘ho made cracks about maximw worlage on
fanzine pades? Of course the astoundins news was reserved until the inside
back cover—thet a sterling gentlamen who recosniszes talent has nominated me, amonz the first
siv of what will eventually roster tre whole fun pooulation of these islands. If the worst
comes to the best (or vice versz) I sizll be honourad, nay delighted (as the politiciar says)
to ¢o—and as a little help tovard= whomer does eventu:lly ¢ I enclos? 4 copy of 'larzan &
The Foreign Lisgiorn! (1st BRE, bound, 7/6) for action, sale or raffls.
PETYR CAMPBELL  So once adain Hypben hits us in the latierpov—ouchd ‘e front cover is quite
an artistic job, though Sea is much betier locking than that. James White
made quit= a joo of the Bracon report, didn't he; and all without mentioning the actual con-
vention. 10D is good stuff, espacially Ray ielson's cartoons—let's ses rore cf these if you
cen g2t them. What's his nam= short for—Ieybid?
The Trensutlantic Mind is Zoing to need all the Willissgecity to hondla it, but your prep-
osad rules mzke a good start. I can't suggsst any additions or chandes to the plan.

The 'Beacon! was supposed to be the Irisk da.

PETE TAYIOR That report on Bea's tour was & rill trest, please to congratulations mv convey
to james white (whom Gm crush) and tell him to evpect a dozen packets of lans

cleaners by mule-pad: next Boozdayr or so. I enclose a short sub which I'11 renew only if wou
feel a slight corscience for omitting to acknowledse my dreary presence in our sooper—colossal
#pic 'Food's Wny Potterfalla only managad to opsh his chatterorgan before Fred started the
mularky which finished us of in complete confusion.  Suraly '"twes Shirlay and i1who actu:lly
managed to convey an impression of z play veing stagad; though I must acmit the andience wers
too kind with their polite laffter, it all canc =t the wrong acments.

kxaise my heathy (where the 'ell?) curiositv that bofits a wouns fan, tut do you raally
think that we youns-fen don't othar to mix with you-wll sixth—fandomers? Heck, it takes us
zll our time to get into conversation with vou olderfin , usually because you simply isnore

us most times. Not yart mersonally, Walt, bib some others.
Not really—I put the remark in mainly to sec wiat the reactior would de.

KEY FOTTER  Old i‘an; I don't suggest that you ere a doddering old fool—that should hardly

be racessary—tut perhaps your mamory is not all it might be. I bring ryself to
g}u’c};te'f ron Hyphen; "These younser fans keep verv much together and don't mix with us old has-
iFs.!

Halter Willise We spent a good 70% of the Convention flainting curselves bafore Gth Fandom.
Deve and I spent, the antire afternoon trving to slip your confederate cap teneath our jecketsy
I even condescended to usk your opinion on my theory that stars are the fziries' daisydiains
and (:B) you grinned showpishlye IT liaison did-mo* teke place ketwrer the Young Blood, and
th= aneamic (sic) (how do you spell znemic anyway—ws spell it XOHV 2nd pronounce it silent-

13) (these bloody nroviacials!) it wus vpur fanlte
. Aren't you corfusirg 'mixing! witu InDian; it!'? You adedt jou came rot there to praise us, °
but to scize our beref. Obviously you tuink we're old hit az® gprefer acts of war to cultered




‘fannish disconrse, ranis off our rzs~beaziesl r

Perhaps we have only ourselves to blame, when one looks desper into the problem. For wou hadi
not then quite declined, and we were young and allow. we zdmit it, we were beneatl your notidq

it now we have grown out of all that. “e have reulised that although we are in fandor, and
conterpporaries of tre 7th, we cannot re mumoerad amonist tre cormon herd. We are not of thre ‘oi
polloi. e are the party. Due sclely to our intellect, Lavid Wocd, Harry Harlan and [ stund out
aronsstall the others. Lue sclely te my personal prejudices, and opinior tiat she is Britain's
answer to Bea iaraffey AD rarilyn ronrce, ard thre fact that she actually reads good sf,showing
certain intellect, lrsne Gore is also a remoer of cur happy troup. She is a new fan, you have
not heard of her. rcu will, you willl

Tcu have cermitted anctoer sin. ilot onlv did you fail *o spell aut the nare SIAN @IV in
full capitals, ut you merely passed cwer the fact that his records wore being heard in tie Cm
rall as if it were a rere detail. SIAN Kil'TON is not a rere detail. siever will he be a mere de-
tail. 72 is a great man, in fact it is one of the qualifications for Party nempership to appre

ciate his misic. You mickt 2t least give ne credit for ksmowing it was Stan kenton records, and
Lot sorcthins wrong ith the judlic adirsse system,

I don't remermber ever having a sub hut betird my name is 4 cross. Well not exactly a cross,
ratrer a little squigele. Perhaps a subtle dig at the Unknown Political Prisonar, perhazs a pur
of some kind, parhaps one of your witty little cartons. bors likely a counterfeit doodls. Any-

! b i e a
wvay I don't want the damn thing. Scintillatingly, 1
I slould explain that tte peraoa who wrotec out your address fooliskLy reasored that two cojies
of SIANT, four of LYPRYN, omne oF the BUs SEAx APPRECIATION MAGAZIN, and two of QUAXRuUKY wer-
alrost adequate recormperae for two of Pinly ané put an X e?%sr your nuzre to indicate as muci.
1 vowevar striuck it out, kanowiny we covld erpect freor you a enarmic: ead helofnl letter of eom
r.eot on the magazine,

DRVE I eevso] recognise Seventh Fandom as a dafinite force and influsnce in fannish history

a1 t I'm darmed if I'll let myself get carried wway with the idea.- It's my firm
opinion ttat Sevent!l Fandom will never equal the lewel of the not-so-old davs, amd any fanzine
that could ever hope to come up to the stindard of WANDRY could be puplished by ro onz2 olse
tut Lee Hoffran. The transition is a drastic one, but that dossn't meke it a better onz,rot by
a damsite. Ellison's magazine will probably come to the top of the heap, but not in the same
ranner & did. It lacks tre touch that all the gocd mimeosraphv and material in the world
couldn't metcr. SFBis good as what it is, but it can't replace (ZNDRY,

Anotrer thing about Jeventh Fendom that strikes me as being a definite defect is the youth-
fulness of it es a qroup. With the lone excption of Dean Gremnal, I don't think there's a fan
ir. it tmat can legally drink a glass of teer. Youth is a fins th ng, but what Seventh Fundom
nezds is more people with youtl behind then and & tendency te raminisce. Seventh Fandom is full
of people just finding out about life and atout themselves, and uttering concepts trat are new
to them, but unfortunataly old hat to ths Pyear old. I haven't got anythins against people wig
discover themselves snd think it's pretty wonderful ard form a Zereral philosophy of 1ifs.
Fell, I do that mysalf. It's just that when you heve o prodominince of it in fandom, it's es
becd es completaly living in tie past as falloss like Gemsback do. & balance hes to be struck,
ond thers aren't cnough older- fans to do it. There aren't enoush fans wio have had exper ience
enough in life to view things objectively and say 'so what?' when somebody makes a staterent af
right-angles with his beliefs.. Thers arz too many vouns fans tiat scurry around writing furt-
ive little articles, forever clarifying their points. Trere are too many fans that can't take
it easy, out fave to put out top drawer stuf and bootstrep themselves to RiFdom, instead of
doing it graciously an? quietly as Hoffran did.- It's no longer a case of "Tiis is my fanzine,
if you like it..fine: if you don't..read sousone else's." It's nov "his is my fanzina—isn't
it terrificl" It's a bandwagon with too muny people wanting to Jurp on.” It's a bendwagon
that's headed for oblivion at a hish rate of speed, pushed by too—eacer fans. We nzed 2 faw !
olcer fans to slow it down.-

owe yYou ar ajolagy, dave, for ~rtractics taie fror & srivate letter whicih wasn't resit for

. by . . . P 5
oublicatiorn, bYut it sheus to re the 2irst ard Yest expresricn Ilve seen of 2n interesting reac

tion agairet !Severtk Fanior! arong the younger fane thenselves.,
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ROBERT ACE  ewelt's trus, I've finally woved up nerti and will céowotz my full time to vrit-
ing It is ny ambition to become the poor nian's Artour C.Clariczees tius 1nding
added weigit to the old saving, "Foverty is & dresdful thine," I o doing seweral Clarke-typs
book-lengths (IEE TXPLORATION OF TLiE, THI SKTHB OF SRIEM:, SEQID GFILDUOD'S Eb) arc amu-
sing mvself by = senile puttering with paint, coment, plester, saxl, varnish and iodine in un
effort, to restore the house. Alwo some sootch to restore me. )

I falt I wes succeedirg until today, when the mouse that is 3ox 32 yialded forth a mountain
—H.rHd, no lass. There goes my dredn of Clark~dom, for I azn see drastic actior is cal.d
for. I refer of coursz to the treatment acocorded 3=a iahuffev, as limnad in the pastes by one
Jares thite,

ity suspicions were initially aroused by the cover drawing. It mgr be same Enslish ide: of
huror to portray Qur Sweethicart as rising up out of a auspidor, tit in tha interests of Chiw-
alrous American ianhood, I protest against such a desecrations (Even tho it is a spitting
image. )

what follows inside only conf imad my worst fears. A lorg, sordid acoount of the efforts of
British horticiltirists to pludk this Fair Flower of American Womanhood. Drinking ooutse
Greiss,tbhat must poor Zee have thought o o0 used as she is to the staid decorum of Ama can
Jonventions,

- Hogever, she survived, I know, because I saw tar in Philadelphias Ard like the blessec saint
ghe is, when I asked re ;about the London Cenvzntien, she merely placed a finger to her lins
and ventured  a weak little mile, follewed by o fuint whisper of what sounded like anaperaic
inglish expression o+ » « "muddy dasturds" or some such phrase,

By this time, of course, you rust lmov al. ahaut Friladelpbia. 2elieve me, Elsberry as
there and e wesn't missing a thing. Every so oftan I would %é&ér into a smokefilled room
and ses his face peering ower the blade of a nine—fcot hatchete iou've probably had your con-
report from him, to which I can add it little excopt to say that I en ioyed meeting Bert Cump-
pell and seeing him beard the literary lions in their din. i ‘

how2vor, speaking parsonally, I fourd Philadelohie o good cit under Chicado; it was toc hot
for md: cavorting, the room service wes non-existent, the facilitiss comparatively poor, And
2 lotf of rqy“f avourite faces were uosant. 1o Lee Hoffman, Shelby Vidk, Max Keesler, Tony Boudr
er, homr; rewns, Fritz Leiber, Ray Pulwer, Mack Zeymolds, Richard hatheson, Jeck Willizson,
Judy terrill, Fredric Brown—paopls I've awme to essociate with the social &nd antiBod . 1if
of a Convention. And, alas, ro Walter Willis. Wo Ginny or Clliz S:ari, either. It saars on=
of them is having a babv.e...Gimny, I think.

Oomz right down to it, I suppos> (bnventions are 'sucesssful' onlv in the personal s~ars: of
the word, If you meet 2 lot of nice peopln and =njov yourself with them, the program doesn't
mabtir, 'If you don't manage to latch on to & coneanizl circle of associates, you wander around
:hs_nally and regard the frivolity of others with o jaundiced eye. Then is when you begir diss-
ecting the program of fered end brooding atout the dacadanee of the #issolute fans and ti» cligh
uishress of the fatuous dgolistical pros. .Iused to be shodked wien, after retarning fram a
®n vhere I personally had a marvelous tims, (1'd read a fanzine report blasting the affair,
»ow I more or less oxpect that reaction...bit continuz to enjoy myself.

The program!s highligrts, tc me, were hi g crough, tut there wasn't sufficient progras to
stretdi aut over the three days. These conventions ars too um.ieldy, now, and I fear for San
Francisoo; thoy'll have such o jobon their hards. Hovewer, I hope to e thers, and to anjov
cne con without perfoming. Seems to me the funs desarve a rest from me, and from Tudeer and
Sturgeon and Willy Ley and the other old vardeville art kts who gmerally erd up on the plat-
form, ‘Lzt Seventh Fandom take over. ‘

ZRT CAPREL  Gack at lastl You were right about my having o worderful time. Vondarful peop-
le, worderful country, wonderful fooc. Bit give me England every time. T2 Con-
wention, by fmericar reports as well as my own f2elings, wus ot 0 hot. Apparently not a patch

on the (hioon. American cosventions rever are & patch cm the previous oce. That 1938 affair
ruat aave been terrific,

I 2ot on very well with, and reczsiwad very finz walcomee from, all the fan personalitics. Fad



a nice little session: with Harlan Ellison. That grj*s certainly a pusners There was an incid-
ent in the foyer of the Bellewi>-Stratford th.t will amse you. Sowe fan from out in the wilds . |
was zccusing Harler of saying nesty things sbout him in SFB, -nd wanted to est th2 breins ocut
of him Tor it. E.E. s.id h> wouldn't fight, didn't went to hove anything to do with » punk 1iks.
that. Ho ba¢:n to walk awy. Disgruntled fan grabs his «rms end suys suppose I sock you on the |
nose, hun?, what'll you do thren, huh? Harlan spreads out his hands and sgys "So, I'11 just lie |
there and bleed!" End of incident. !
In the rain, I got parcellad off with the pros...The great Campbell (not re!) has gone hard |
for ISP—triad to 1ift an asrtray in front of my eyes, cuildn't, s:id I was & sceeptic. And he |
w2s perfectly seriaus. !
«..The Philoor. Comittee peid my hotel bill, trasting me s o guest cf honour. And that was
ell tre roney I ot that I don't have to pay teck, epert from what I meds by the axction of = |
some of ry aollection...I'm very interested in your sdieme fer taking over a British far, bat |
I'm also rether hesitant about iis success where american contritutions are concernad. Forry
Adkerman was telling me that he has finally given up his faith in /merican fendom's co-cperat-
ion for such things. Despite zll the publicity he put cut concorning Tetsu Yane, he received
Justone dollar from the great masses of fans. Tetsu's trip was financed by Forry and by gerer-

cus dorations from Zill Famling and Kris deville—and Forry hud to port with valuable coliec- |y
tors items at the auctions to raise a very small amount of cash. o
I don't think we should be discounraved by the Tetsa Yano affair., After all, I made it, Adri—
ttedly there was that powerhouse Shel®y Vick,and I had to write oy guts out over the attfair,
but on tae other hand taat wes 2 purely american praject—3ritisl facdom didn't even hear 2 I
out it until it was a succesa—whiie this will be woildwile, With all duc respect to Forry Ac— B
kerman, who is just too generous for this world, <he Tetsu Yano affair was fundamentally ruog- ég'
headed, Who the devil is Tetau Yano that anyoae shouls pay his fare to Philadelphia? If he bad |7
done something in fazdom or even got himself heard of, cr if he rapreserte’ some Japanese fan g |
grous that had, I could see some Joint in it. But the idea that aur bloody Jap wno chovses to

T

express an irnterest in science fiidtion shouid have his possage paid across the dmerican coyti—

nent for it is just preposteromns., Publicity is not enough—t.rre has to be some sart of porsop-—
ity irterest aroused, enough to produce the, as it w-re, tersion..capacitasce.. that resoits

ir flashover. To my mind the greatest benefit of this Iransatlantic Fan Fund scheme will ha

that it will grcduce more and better fan writing and publishing. Every fan will have betore

hir the possibility of beiny 'Big Ponded! as the ultimate reward aad rlittering climax to his

fan career. Ani we will all benefit from tiat.

EVALYN SMITH  In respense to your announcement that a fund is being thrown together for ex-
porting a British fan to the (S I should like to contritute this teantiful ten-
shilling note whick I fourd in the bottom of my hardbag while lodcing for a pill wrapped up in

a raffle ticket. My nomination for the fan to te sent cver is ificheel Reddrave. 5
Thank you, Ermenzarie. That brings the Furd to £11;7;9. :

Jom seM Jucie
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And that's all the letters for this time. Aa you'll have noticed, Anmerican readers_will ha ve
to write by airmail to have their letters priited in the next issue, but I won't mind carrying
an interesting one over. I'd like to have a larze letter section, and I hope you'll all mule
with the large letters,

As some of you will have suspected, this new monthly HYPHEN is a premeditated attempt to
fill the ;ap left by the suspecsiou of QUANDRY, CONFUSION and OPUS, a pap in which what is now »
referred ‘o as 'Sixth Fandom! has fallep and aimost disappeared from view, With these funlov—
ing magazines absent, there is hardly a single farmag primarily devoted to the fascinating !
field of fandom itself, as opposed to science fiction. (Well, not actually opposed to it, just
pore or less takin~ it for granted.) It!s no use for photo—ofiset fuggpeads.like Grahar Store
to complain pudblicly that HYYHEN is esoteric. I*'s meant to be a special kind of fan magazine
and to review it as if it were SFBULLETIN, which tries to be all tbints to all fen, is like
reviewinr GALAXY as if it were the SATURDAY EVENING POST. Dasically, BYPHEN is more interest—
ed in people than ir things (and it so happers that the groun of congenial individvalists as—
sociated with science fiction include "some very interestiaz people) and in creative writing
rather than writiaz about writinz. Not that I woulde't welcome intellizent literary criticism
bat it will have to be a lot hbetter thanmost of the stuff you see in fan mazazines, which is
obviously written by people with neither creative nor critical a'ility who just can't thiok
of acything orifiral to say,.

I've been publishinc more or less the type of thing I want hut I'd like more of it from,
more people. I can offer prompt publication, a circu atior of 260 (most of ther in America)
and rositively no typoes. At fenst on the stencils cut here, I caunot vouch for those hacked
about by semi-illiterate Englishmen. =

Subscribers; please do not write and tell mec you have half a nillion assorted science fiction
magazines in the attic/basement and §nu will sead me a thousand or so if I let yom know ﬁk*gh 1‘
ones I want. I have my pride and von't answer. Oz the other hand lon't send me 2 1949 Fﬁhx?L?IC
ADVENTURES with a fried egy markins the place oz page 11, I rely o= subscriptions for reading (™
matter, not food,or eny other household use. Any good sf mag or pb, preferably receant, will do. 7}

Thio Aooue's covan Ay Bob Shaw. dtencids for hages |1 1o 13 cut by Chuch Sovio. —
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THE CANDIDATE S

PETFR CAMPBELL  Peter is one of our leading fanzine publishers-—-cf the over 100 pages
of the first two issues of 4NUROMELa, He belongs to at Iest two fan
clubs ond is originstor of one of than. He corresponds widely and is well lziown o many
americen fens, lie attends british Conventions, He works hard for fmdorn—-:11 fons vho
h:ve joined OPuruTION FuNis T since he took charge of the Greetings Group ¢ Contact
Bureau kmow the result of his efforts. sfinzlly, he is capable of represencing vs -dthout
disgroeing us. He is quiet spoken, well mamered, personavle, and can turn o slick phrase
vhen necessary. {K.#.Slater)

VINCE CLuREE Vingd is both the obvious choice and the best one we could meke, .. lead-
ing fan for over 12 years, he has in fact been our represat:tive when-
ever we ne.ded one most--as vhen he organised our phenomenally successful cerpoign agoinst
+STCUNDING's exorbitant subscription rate increase. Less well known ere the gaierous help
and encouragenent he has quietly given to countless new fans. ife is also adnitiedly Eng-
lend's best fan vriter, well known in .merica too through GU.NDRY, an outhority on every-
thing to do with sf and fandom, a witty and interesting conversationalist and, incident-
21lly, a very likeable person. fe is o representative we could be proud of, f0 could give
a good ~ccount of himself in imerica nnd = good 2ecount of it to us afterwards. (G.Chartes)

WwALTER GILLINGS Few viords nre necessory in support of nomincting toth alter Gillings and
MIKE ROSENBIUM  Michael Zosenblum as possibles for the 1954 sen Frencisco Convention. poth
h:ve top claim (in differing ways), to being founder uembers oi today's
British fandom, for without either it would undoubtealy have trken quite o different turm,
or perhrps never flourished. Both were ~rdent end ctive fms us long agv as 1937 vhen the
first British Convention wes held. Both hwve recently retumed to activity ofier o few
Yyeors ocbsence while their business lives were soundly orgonised. To walter goes the honour
of striving long to put British sf on = sound basis professionslly :nd in producing vhat is
still the most outstending famag of all time--r.NT.3Y RWIiw. Lo michael rocs the honour
o‘f hcving hela the nucleus of British fendom together during the var undar olnost imposs-
ible conditions, from vhich the post-wir seeds sprouted rapidly «md flourished, Both hwe
prior claims, \ith kno.ledge tnd experience of events in this country over the post 20
yeirs, to be the logical choice to represent this country ot 2 world Convemiion, #ither
will mike & worthy smbassador snd roise our prestige even higher th=n it ~lrecaiy is in
americr, (Z.J.cammell)

DEREK PICKLES Picles, as editor of the lrte lmmented PHANT.SWAGORIi, shoied himself es
a fm without malice; willing to wonk for fandom without an desire to
use his magnzine to indulge in harsh criticism of other fans. His efforts vere = typical
of the wverage fan that he would probably mske = Very wide circle of friends in jmerica
mmong the nomm+l fens. Friendships thot woulc endure long after the cawendonol fire-
vorks were forgotten., The furure of fandom depends on the interest of thousids of fans
like Derek, vho czn never nspire to challenge Gold or Camell, so let these fms be re-
presented by one vho never once wrote an unkind vord in the mistaken belief thot it was
clever, g (... Clark)

TONY THOHNE Tony is a fan, an active one; he gets things done, He has personality. He
! can speak in public. He's well known on Wth asides of the .tlmtic. He
runs a f:u_’1z1ne and he knows how to write for it. .lso he runs o fanclub. .11 o this adds
up to an impressive totzl. To add a little wveight, he's had his picture in ILIUSIR.TED and
1s possibly thercfore sritain's most widely Jmown fen. Iony, I think, hns e best combin-
ation of t.lents ond would be our best choice. lhe kedcon vili demonsbiate everything I've
sala adout Tony to be no overstatement. Let thome go to i¢risco! (F. Robinson)

JiwES (HITE "8 I.(en Slater cannot mske it, Jmes is the best condidete e hve. He's
e a _llkel_zble, friendly person, without -ny of the tredition:l ¥ritish haut-
eur. fie's no stuffed shirt, Gint Intcllect or Crganisation Genius---he's just n ordineary
fan, rep;'?sentative of us all. he's been an active fon since 1948 and is videly knovn bath
here‘ rnd in the States. the recant 'Beacon' Report showed not only how well he vould get
on vith the imericens, but howwell he could write it all up for us afterwnrds. let's send

Tomeon?t e anssldatd 3. =



i TRNSKTLANTIC Fal FUND FOR
VOUTHG £0) & LAITISH 4N TO BE HELPED ﬂBn’ﬁfg—mL;msOtIe mﬁ% i @Olch wa
AIUER) UHg 4N rRANCISCO wORLD CONVENE- ‘ ' ’

IOn &L wESITRCON, SEPTIMBER 1954 wa‘%;grUg;iilﬁewtmmeﬁs 14
& C. 4 ® 9

Lo be eligible to vote you must (2) have Belfast, #,Ireland
been active in fandom prior te 1lst Novem- before the 31st iarch, 185¢

ber, 1953, to the extent of having joined
a fen club or subscribed or contributed
to ~ fanzine, and (b) make = minimum con-

Pleszse number the folloving candidates
1 to 7 in order of your preference:

tribution to the l‘\md of 2/6 or 50%. Peter Campbel-]-o ses0co0
Money pcid for raffle tickets does not Vince Clarke
wmt. 0 ® 0006000060

No proxy votes arc sllowed. Each fmm D R BOREC

st sign his own bzllot paper. The de- Derek PickleS..cceosss
tuils of the voting will be kept secret 77

out the names of 21l voters will be pub- S0l denele b oogo0e
lished and the ballot papers sent for Tony ThomMesocovocoocs
checking to cither Forry .ckemmen or tob G
'fucker before being destroyed. Jaesiatre e ol letel
I enclose/h~ve sent the sum 0feeeeeosns

any reasonable mumber of ccpies of this e cent e onlte Lot

page and the one oprosite will be sent
on request, but other faneds are invited s B T
to copy them. I hope there'll be elect-
ioneering on behrlf of the various cand-
idateg, which will increase intercst in e e ey e A e e R e
the Fund, and spece will Le =vailable in
future HYPHNs at 10/- per full page
(smaller areas pro rata). sll receipts
will go to the rund.

(uddress).......-an.a.-..-u.a.,“a.o»u..o.e...

If you are not on my mailing list please
indic~te whet fan club you helonz to or
fanzine you have contribvuitzsd or subscribed
to, und the name of the person to vhom
reference may be made.

The st-te of the british side of the Rind
at 8th rovember, 1953, is as follows:

€00 0003083500006 00063 TEAETALIRNEABEG IR ENSE

Coroncon ouctions..ceevezoeeeececss 1:1136 s o e i DY | ek
TEG - e ke o DL CONIINGECLES
T o, R TR S 5:0 It's possible that neither the winmmer or the
Eric penteliffieeocsornsoncoseann 5:0 runner-up might be =ble te zo ofter all end
sthel Lindsay..vveeonoccscncece oo 5:0 1'd like your views as to :i1nt gnould be done
Peter HumiltoNeeooseeenveoecanseas 90 with the money in that event, rlcose number
LPA1Iie MeTCeT st eoreconosooncenss 15 0:0 the folloving =slternatives in oxruer of pref-
forman HeNsShOToUZNe snoecoeenssenss 2:6 erence., If you huve ¥ particulsr opinione
wox Leviten (Lell's, sradford).... 10:0 plese just leave this pext bloak,
T Corol Smith.eeencnvonnencooaee T2 se. Offer it to candidate ¢0:3. eoeveovssasoe
Aqn Sl ST I A e I 5;0 B. Go down the list as fi2 28 Oadecocescns
Vi 'rrelude To Space! Competition _ 11:7 C. Go down the list as far @8 Fo.5¢eececess
Totgl 10:17:9 D. Go down the list as f2r 08 J0.6icecnaess
L, Go dovn the list as far a8 10sTecnercras
further statements will be published in ¥, Corry the project over to the next US
future issues of HYPHEN, Convention 'md hold =notile: VOiCeessoooasse

G, Invite an imeriemn fan Go the next
british Conventionmeseseecessvesscasossasses
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