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) O r USULLLY the editorial of this mag is dissipated harmlescly emong
f N) r o the renders' letters, Wt this time we seem to have cecumiloted @
o batch of materiel which calls for same gort of am explonction.
['3 : \ C AP Not that damon imight's colum doos. Way back in 15 I sdd we'd
J[ [“J‘ ' [‘J(‘J welcome intelligmt literary criticism, and here it is; just the
sort of thing I wented. But perhaps I'd better put it down in grey
and green that Hyphen ic not going "dignified”. Hyphen remoins o famish mog printing eny-
thing of interest to setifans—end some of us are still quite interested in this salence
fiction shtuff. But Fred anith's letter on p. 32 has saved me saying anything Turther.

Some reviewers heve criticised Hyphen for being too crowded looking. It aseens there's
not enough blank space tastefully arranced round the text. I'm soryy, Wt we coa't help
the mag being crowded locking. It ig crowded. We dn't balieve in refuding mbericd some
readers will cnjoy just becruse others won't, and in that sense the meg is csoteric, ut
we try o cran in enough stuff so that everyone will find something they like ol we give
you more vordage for your mongy than any other finz. If you would 1like some of i% corvertad
into blank space we'll oblige—blank space is quite eegy to publish—-but ot the momant
we figure magezines are for reading, Legibility is cnother matter and I apologise for some
unfortunate erperiments with unswitoble stencils and paper. I hope from nov: an to e using
what Jomes White calls "griof-proof" paper and Ghod knows I might oven got cil ho pages
the same ol.ze ono of these days.(Or is this such stuff as remms are made an?)

Therc's been a recent tendency in the promags (cspecislly Galaxy) towerds stories vhich
might exsily have appeared in the Ladies Home Journal or Woman's Qun, storics vhich glkate
lightly over the thin icc of cold sciance and plunge into pools of more or lcas slushy
santimant. Lre wo fans to leg béind in this great work of softaning tho engserily of our
subjeet vith the warm drame of human cmotion? Can we afford to 1910TCo 0 00 o LOVET No! In
this, the first of her mumoirs of the great femfan leader Gloria Fanhurst, Pmcla Bulocr
offcrg the new fan fiction, a story of pulsating cmotion such as will bc Fomilior o all
vomen readers and to thosc males who have looked further in vomen's nogazines won the
mawers to corrcspondents and the underwear ads. The brilliant parody-illustraiion is by
Ving Clarks, and I'm afraid it ray be his last appcorance in Hyphen for somc tinc. For
persontl reasons he has had to withdrew from actifondom for e while. Ko sincercly ope
he'll get his problans sorted out ond be baek with us onc of thesc daya.

John Berry is the latest recruit to Irish Fondom and he brought this article with him
the third time he came up. You'll sec a lot more of him. .:lso of Lréhur Thomson vhose
first eartoon (drawn by himself) is on p.23. With typical editorial flalr we ~llowoed this
new cortocning genius to discover us just a few doys ago. 1'm sorzy to have helé over e
beautiful =nd virtuous yl%s]sos.}q;;e:rsa_‘ggnreport wntil it had lost topicality, Wt it's worth
orinting to be able to 8% /At W€ printed the first arbticle of hers to opers owbaide
Loncaster, Material she's written later, in BRENNSCHIUSS and a coming Hyphen, dhew this
18 yeer old Zirl to be a humorist of Burbee stoturc. /A4 The pseudonym Obadich fin conceocls
irom all tut e most assiduous readers of Hyphan the identity of o very fomous mathor.
TCTO 1s o parody of Sturgeon's BARY IS THRAL— San Merwin wos editor of e firgt 50¢ pmz.

THIS HONTH'S Irene Gore's autobiography and Kem Potter's conreport in IR SLISEILUSS 1
RECOM INDLTIONS . (Ken Potter, Dave Wood & Irene Gore, 5 Furness St., Lancadbol. 9d.)

Potier's "Ding Dong lierrily On Oigh" is nmot just another tired Stupor-
mencon hKeport but & highly successful piece of impressiomistic reportage...because; I
think, however humorous and sophisgticated its tone it vas written vith m'l:hmig.%%( jk}_c}zw

. The editorials, Pob Shaw's piece and the letter section in BEM 3 (Dom wiviie oo e edde
worth, 3 Vine St., Cutler Hts., Bradford 4. 9d.) BRI, which vhateover soms people say, is
no more an imitation of lyphen than Hyphen is of Quandry, usually has editoriols which
outclags its contents. his time BoSh's Dostoevsky parody makes a xeol fight of it.

“und I don't seem to have left xoom to review EYB... ... (But SCC e f}f,\t

BYDTPN {331, Vovemhor 1024, Walt Willje, 170 Vpprr Newtownarde Rd;, Velfact, F-Irelnnd 2 Crrekr Vare
ris, 'Carolin!, lake Yeo,, Rajnhae, Pesov, Fncland, Art Fditor “oh Shaw, Nasjetants Jehr Rarer &
VadoYeine Willres, Selicitnie hr Tawee White and Ceorar Charters, who may also hele oathor, Sphepne
iptien 2 fsspes €or 1/£ or gg¢ ir-sterlirre or %ard eurrancr, 17 Mourice Imbin:eends ip ans rore
cattaons wonld ha nlaase enelosc ap Avalaration, Wo have vorked nut three for this onee—fnrtpmntely
thovire - all coadl, ™tnre jeanafe) will Sfeatnre !'Canse Yo Pejovee! hy Pphert Maeh, 1Tha Ppicentrs
Momnirs! hy Xep Tmlmor- (tmadand of Pasale "etmar, aditar o Wﬁﬁ\l 'Tocnzepstice! hy dammn Lpipn+,
;2 "My Tandor For A Canse! by Val Mehwarth, snd ITi%e With PUPUNSOHISS) by Detdar Gore and Woad,
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WY FAVORITE MONOMANTIAC, Sem Moskowitz, is at it again in the recent
20Cth issue of Fantagy-Times. Modam science fiction, he says, lacks
sincerity and a sense of wonder; that is vhy the magazines have been
having so much trouble lately.

I like lioskowitz, not because he is right in Blaming fi £ty otlicr
people for the qualities he has lost in growing up, ut cuuse at
least he knows that there is sanething wrone wi th sciaice fctian
taat another :lossy-covered magazine will not aire.

vhat's wrong? This department offers its own explaration, vhich
comes in tvo convenient parts:
1. Inconpetent and careless writars
2. bean-brained editors.
I sugwest, in brief, thut if scimece fiction is net seliing as we all
vould like to thinic it should, the reascn is simply that not one wri-
ter or editor in tem is tuming in an nonest, compctunt job of work.

If this seens extreme, take a good, hurd look at L i LEGEND, by
Richard Mathegon (Gold Medal, 25¢). 'Miis story, about the lagh ren in
& world in which everyonz elsc has become 3 vampire, has o thene per-
fectly adapted to Matheson's headlong, oh-my-god style, crd he has
developed it, in miny nlaces, with great inerity and sidll, The
book iz full of goodi ideasg, cvery other one of which is irmediziely
dropped and kicked. out of might. Tae chamcbars are child's drmwings,
as blmk-syed and expressionless as the author himsclf in his back-
cover pnoto;reph. the plot linps. Even so, the story gould havc been
an adrirable minor work in thie tradition of 'Dracula', ii only the
aithor, or somcbody, had not insisted on enewmbering it vith the
year's most infantile set of "scientifice! rationalizabions., For ins--
tonces vampiriam is caused by a bacillus. Matheson's hiero evolveg
this thecry (apparanily by opening a physiology text at randon ond
stabbing with the thumb), and tests it v exmmining 2 specinen of
vampire's blood under the microscope. He "proves" it by finding onc,
count it, one buecillus in the gpecimen. Previously, we orc ld, the
world's medical experts have failed to isolat: the cause of the spid-
aiic. Probuebly they werc harder to satisfy.

On this slender foundation the hero erects a theory vhich hos half
the ten-dollzr words of iwiunolegy in it, it does not mele a nickels
wgorth of sense., Vampires can't be killed by bulleks, for instonce,
because the bacillus causes the seeretion of a---hold your hat --pow-
criul body glue that scals up the bullet heles, (The becillus flso
"provides anergy", by the vay, and makes the coning teeth grow,) Jnt-
ibiotics won't work becausc~--ncld it amin-—tr o victing' bodies
can't fight germg and make antibodies abt tre same time. It cont't Dbe
done; believe hime It's & trapeco..

+sbout a third of the book is taiten up with this nonsensc, vidch
has been stuffed in with no gentle himd. The exrly part of it reads

&8

%} which Vathaaor mabes this astonishing indtrmapt; "The hool wae a hodgepodme of
‘eunarstitione apd ‘snap—onara clichds,,, "



exactly as if Matheson had sat down vith a first draft and en editor's lebiar teside
hin, copied off the questions (How does the hero, vho kows ao anatomy; clweys manage
to hit tue hewrt with his ouken stake? hy don't the vampires bum his house if they
want to get hinm out so badlﬁ) and mnswerod them witn the first thing et caswe inte
his head,

This book has been well publicised as Gold Medni's first venmturc into science fic-
tion. Those of us vho write sciance fiction or cire szhout it are novw in the wther
odd position of having mo grounds for caring whether th: beok sclls or not. IF it
doesn't, this important morket will almost certainly be clesed to us aigpiing,, A NG
does; Gold Hedal's editors will be canfimed in dheir presant oelief tuct th @ know
what science fiction is. The results will accordingly cantine to be “horrid, ©ll ass
and o forchead...."

Still on your feet? Here's enother recent specinan: THEuk OF CCNSERT, by Kendell
Foster Crogsen (Uell, 25¢). Take the Ireghest, brightest bock in the wrld, I don't
care how good or how recent it ig-—-tike '1984', or 'Gravy Plimet'——in axport can
tum it irto 2 rmudey cliché before you can soy Westorn Printing and Idithogrephing
Compmy. & red exmiert can takie both of Ghcn, and Poul indarson's 'San Eall! o boot,
and boil thian devm into one negligible novd: that is wiet Ken Croasen s done here.

e result is one of the sadicst things 1 know—--hornest conviction anbodied in
dishonest vwriting, There ar: a fow isolatul, quivering bite of this booi th-t sean
to me both oririnal =nd good; I am bound te wonder if I mowve merily missed the mod-
els Crossen used, No single piece of the backeround he degerides holis tosuther
vith my other niece: wz have relaxed sexudl standords + ylunging neckldines, + 1854~
-type divorce foking, We have & US populace conditioncd from cradle o srove, oy
trensmogrified admen's tedimiques, + half & state Mall of Covmrists, deliverately
waintained hy the sovemrent for uvse as 3eapegoats., We nave an Vexpeditert or mpv-
errment detective (the hero-—-who is also Paul gevere, tic dmntless UN undersround
worker) who is always overworced becamise of a staff shortaze, + ascimwents vhich
give him nothing to do. #e hawve a vivite-collered tyrimny which ruthlesgly persacutes
the Ul underzround——and lets itself be commzsd into adopting their idol Thorcam as
required reading for campers: thiz is about cquivalent o Hismbower passing out
free copics of Marx at 2 INR mesting,

The writing itsclf crbodics wery becimer's mistake kiown to mene The Loro-
nerrator describes himsclf while loakdng in the equivalent of 2 mirrvor. ile asks or
answWers imposad bly stupid questions in order to commmmicate backoromd mtericl to
the reader, His confederates act in 2 manner possible only to clad r'woymts or mwa-
iacal hnch-players, and got awey with it, .nd-—please note tais battered, insida-
—-out echo of '1984'---the hero betreys himself in 2n sportment wiuich he knows ig
W1XTCla

The dialogue between hero and heroine has to be seem to be beliared; I hove
watched o few TV soap operas recently, md they haven't been this ted, after @ie
usucl chose, hero gets his choice of being shipped off to Australia with Arl just
as the revolution is about toc start, or stiocking arund tc do 16 jobs tirat nobody
else con hendle. He picks iustralia, tut nas & chmge of hewet at the last mouent,
and mkes a speech this long cbout it..... I cm't go on.

Just one final note about the book as an example of slopny writing jobs in gener-
al, In Chepter 2, a girl in bed with the hero wts out in the folloving muymer: 4She
came out of the bed with o sinplz leap that carried her a good two feet into the
midéle of the room. She atood there an tHptos, her es wide, har heed throw ek,
her body arched rigidly.t (éind 2 nages latar, well into chopter 3, she hersatt moved

4. o mscle. )
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This is ot merely picturesque, it is impossible. i

Nobody wants a2 hard-working writer to spend yeurs in reseerch to ovroduce one lousy
little novel; but if the necessary reseurch takes less than five mirmtes, I thivk the
reader has a right to expect it, Take, for example, Jerry Sonl's THE LLTERED EGQO, in
which & charscter sees his face clearly in a wieshbegin full of water. This happaas to
be imposaible in & normally lighted roam, and Sohl, sapposing he lawows where to look
for a weshbasin, could have found out as much, Matheson, hoving boned wp cnoudr for
six jawbreilkdng sentences 2bout antibodies, could hive tkm the trouble to leam how
they are mide. and Crossen could hawve got up off his rump, as I did, to see vhether | _
that position is as tough as it sounds. The exerciss would have dane Idm pod. o
®

Two-ecyed science fiction fang will went to msh out imnediztely and tuy 2 copy of |w
the View-ilaster TOM CORHEITT, SPACE CuDET reels, ad a V--M stercoscope to look at theml™,
with, The three reels-—1little caribocard disks mounting seven peirs of ocoloxr transpars™
aicies each--—are gl in 2 gift packet, with o gtory booklet that expleing the puzzling
goings—~on in the pictures., The stereoscope is ,‘3?_, amd von't be wested after you're |
tired of looking ot Tom Corbett——not il you're anything like me, my wife, or 2iy of
my friends vho have ssgen theze reels.

The Tom Corbett story is by View-liastar's editor, Robert L.VW.Jolmison, md & very
pleasant and senzible litile space opere it iz. The scaes thansclves ore creaited—
the anly woré—-ty a genius nemed Morance ‘homas., Sie tuilds the sets-~-in this case
spaceship interciors (wuit till you ses those stars through the porthole), the surface
ot the Moon, ilars, and so on---ond models the dlay fisurines, about 10 to 12 ianches
high, and as far as I cun wrke oub, does neerly oreorything clse except mowth the fin-
isnced slides. The photographer, vhio nceuds s many tricks cs 2 Hollywood camermiazn, is
Howerd Heydorff.

These things ars a new dimension in steryy teiling, I dm't kmow just vhy thare
should be that mich of a kick in looking at an atiractive picture that has depth; ut
therec is. Come to think of it, I cam take the Crend Caayom (V-ii eel 128) or leawe it
alone: the fact is, I suppose, that in Miss ™omas's honds sberconnotos are @ art
form. then you have finished ooliing and arhing at Tom Corbett, go and got sone of the
fairy-tale reels, starting with the “1ICE 1IN WONDERLAND packet, or vwith JACK Ii TWE
BELNSTALK, * They vwill bowl you over flat. Honest.

IO pu® 3}99MS. pu® ues[o s udek &
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Ever ballantine, we learm, ca produce a carpletdly bad book. RIDERS T0 THE STARSK
by Curt Siodmek and hobert Swith (p?uperbound only, 55;5) ig a gbinker axch as I have

seldom had the privilege of sezing: so thoroughly and concentratedly bad in every di-
mension, joint, hinge, surface and detail tiat I can't offnand thiik of o cammion |
piece for it,

o
TR

Tae book was vwitten, if thet's the vord 1'm lnnting for, by someone mwmed Robert
Srith, from the screcnplay by Curt Siodmalt, (You will be secing this Ivan Tors prod-
uction soon at your naighbourhood theater, wless you dnd: pretiy dammed £oot.)

The plot pocs like this: The Covermmet of the United States has been sendiiyg un
rockets with o view to establishing an orbital satellite station, oly b set a nesty
shock; at an eliituac of 426 miles, cosnic rays turn the rocikeia' stesl o crystall-
ized chewing gum. tut it is observed that meteorites, @iposced malrly of niclel and
iron, came ihrough in grect snape; ihercfore there mist be some nysterious suriuce
coating on meteorites that protocts them from cosmie rays tut gobs bumt off n the
atmosphere. How to find out wint this precious stuff is? (Cta. on p.9)

o
) e

nu."‘”.e??-“f"_d, S¥OW WETTR ANT TEE SRUTY T5AN0Q - whiech ates from 1946 and showe hordly
a trace of Miss Thoran! later skill, A nev- +hrpa—reel SN YFITH for those wha wnst |
have it, ie cormire wun, i
**Tris veview aréd the Pollovins are net seay +hev wars wp 4ton gove montts ace €or an :
iscue of Science Fictien Adventures whick s €ar hase!+ anpeared, T kone evervhody .
will forgive me, aven Mise Counrtois. ; ‘




REGARD IT AS A HIGH HONOUR AND
1o, deeply cherished compliment thab
£ all Gloria Fanhurst's many
iends and scquaintances I washer
losost confidante. It was there-
ore not surprising that I should
,}bo tho pillar of strength to whom
in hor blackost period of strain and

" snguish.
= It is given to very fow mortals ovor to poss-
.- 08§ the fires of enorgy end devotion, the fenat-
© icel loyalty and unswerving purpose that upheld
“and strengthened Glorie Farhurst. A wonderful

; woman, a greet womsan, o womon who changed the

7 . gourss of history. Yot for all this, for all the
""" grestness of her destiny, she was a vibrant, lov-
ely women, a women may Sought to capture, and
nany werce the hoarts she broko as I watched her
grow from girlhood “to womanhood.

ww  Glorin had many boyfrionds; but it was nol un-
411 sho mot Joo that sho folt the truo stirrings
«of o sleeping passion thot was whipped into o

. flome that rocked fondome. I remamber it 2ll os

: “';‘though it had but just hoppened.
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5 her to tcll me that this wus the ropl thing at last.

) i N e - ( 5
i g A -t e / % T o
S /1 S b,
TN ¢ R NESEEE  a f N i
- | s i
i . 1 ."/- % ',“:/ ’rT - i .
e SanE | 0o/ Ty W 7 / - /’;2:"
f bk ! i~ i1 J ( / 4
- : £ 7 ,/:‘ gy | / / 4 - at J el P T ’,
2 { v { ot b 5 { Y FatANS / s 3
LI & S S A o e SEE A\ e
R’ ‘—-—l » Y <& V.S a4 A B . * \ . 4
Pamelag ~Bulmer - it

- <R -

They met quite by chance, it sms ome of those
e neetings at a bus stop that is alvmys so delicately:; =" .4
--=-  phrased into romentic words in the sugary lovo tales ', .7 7
. of 5o many glossy magazines. Thoy saw mich of each et
other during the next weeolr and thore vas no noed £orf%’é-‘" E“
She Imewr I understood, and I respected the fragile - o &
aura of rer droam world. I askod no questicns and &
listenod tonderly as she told mo for the hundredth
time of his ondearing boyish swile, of tho leck of
hair that ho was forcver pusking back, the way sho
. would cabtch him looking at her and causing har o
.. lower her eyes damrcly. But it vms net long berore
tho cloud I had foarod appoared 4o dim tho horizon
of her futuro.

oo Qs e KA
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I 'mow of courso what was worrying her, but did not wish to interfere, so I
mited until she camo to mo. She scomod tirod and palo that ovening and she
hed lost tho sparkle of joyous anticipation thnt bubblod effservescently overy
~=+  timc she properad to mect Jocs Thorc vas a long silance whilat she toyed ner-
wously with the duplicator handlo. AL last sho said: .-

"You Mmow vhat I'm afraid of, don't you?"

"On, ves," I seid. "I lmow it imst be very difficult for you, but it's
roolly a mabter that only you can doeido. b

(!

e She sat dovm on the cdge of hor bed and put her hand to hor forchond, run-
- ning her fingers tiredly through her shining hair.
o "Itts so hard. I've nover felt lilo this about anyono bcforo. I Mmow this ©
is the real thing." : e
o "Isn't thore e chanco ho mpy be intorested? Couldn't you carry a bool end
~ proach tho subject and find out for suro?" . B
e Sho shook hor hcad distractodly.

"I just don't lmow vhat o do - I'm so afraid theb if I mention the subjoct
I may losc him becausc hc'll sgy no., Do you thinlk -- if he did -- I could :
_ convort hin?” ' (CONTINUED OVERLEAF o

b’
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I picked up the latest copy of Hyphen and crossed the room deliberately, sat on the
bed begide her.

"You can't convert a person. You have been called to a hidh destiny. It is a vocat-
ion. The work will be hard and there will be miny tamptations. You and anly jou rust
decide. Can you forsake sach a cause now? You love this man now, but think of the fu-
ture. Love dies, and you must be sure that you en live with this remmciation, imow-
ing it is the thin end of a wedge which can gnaw & cancer of frustretion md fester
your marriage into corruption that will end its diys in the Divorce Courts." I drew
a deyp breath,

Gloria's hands trembled and she tumed her tortured face awgy fiom me.

"Why should it be me? vwhy should I be called to this Wgy of Life? Theare are ofhers
more fitted than I to do this work!"

She cried theny; sobs wracking har slender body, hear hands clutching a o »y ol Hy-
phen, now damp with her tears. I let her cry, foer I knew she would find her answrer
and she would not fail., I knew that the very strength of her tamptation, the very
agony of her decision, would strengthen har for the years thead., sfter o vhilc she
grcew quiet and lay still. When she had comblcb cly omposid nerself, she rosec and = °
vith calm, campetint hands removed all tru.ge-s of hour tuars,

= e 2 .

"1l know you're right, of courge. I've knowm it all along, but this Tecling wug
too strong. 1 must face the facts, I couldn't bear to see love such as oirg wither
and die; far better to end it now whilst it is so beautiful. I shall have ny menor-
ies and ry conscience will be clear. There are so many who need me.*

I took down her frock and helped her to dress, for by now she wus o litile late
and Gloria alwgys liked to be an time. st length che wis rexiy and I squeezed her
hand affectionately. She smiled bravely amd went out.

I waited up for her, lest sach an ordeal would prove too ruch for one so yowz.
when sie came in, late, she wins flushed and agitated and began to spealt almost hyst-
ericzlly., The end of the story is best told in her owvn words, as she told it to me
that night.

"] dreaded meeting him:; but he was late turming up and when he did at last come
he looked worried. I thought he rust somehow have found out and didn't apnrove. Ve
t:d1ked at first of mndane things 2nd I sensed something was wrong. I sugrested
having a cup of tez, as I thought it best to get things settled quicdy. widting
wuld only prolong the agony and, in any cose, my knees had turmed to jelly. I had
that horrible churning sensation in my stomech and I necded to «dt down. vhen he
had ordered the tea I mentally braced myself and plunged straight into vhak I had
to say, fearful that if I weited uy courage would fail and I would nct be 2ble to
resist those clear decp brown gyes.

M listen, Joe, there's something I've got to talk to you about., I...I don't
think we should see each other any nmore."

I stopped, as he drew 2 copy of istounding from his pocket wnd laid it om the
table.  So he knew! 1

The waitress brought two cups of tea anm@ I weited impatiently for her o 2, thes
wopy of Lstounding staring accusingly up ot me from the table. I recalled wdith
pleasure the lead story, mt such vas uy cmotional turmoil that I could not even
remeanber vho the author was.

"You mean that?" he said.



"Yes, Joe," I said seriously. I fousht back tears md tried not to let him ace how ]

mich it hurt me; the last thing I wanted to do wns to mrke o scenc.
"Becruse of...this?" He indicated the copy of iLstounding.
IiYeS.H
"Can't you try and sec it my wey?" He locked 2t me prleadingly, but to ry surprisc

he seemed w0 have cxpected the blow. Pernaps aftar all, the breck memmt less o him
thon it §id to me?

3TV,

-
N

"I've tricd since I met you," I said, "t I can't. (nee you've exparienced o thin
by

5]
lilke thot life is never the some vithout it. It's such o fundomentsl neod, ! =
= - . . . . : L . B
"I Xnow," he said, "It's like o drug." He looked down &t the astounding cgein. YI 1T
suppose this is a fair enoush cxample." B
= e . . . 3
"Yes," I said dully. "That wes o particularly good issie. ™
w
"vhat?" he sidid. He leokad up at me quickly with a puzzled frovm. Thm 2 dlow b
smile sproad across his face, f.n
:1
"Well, if thnt docen't beat werything! Here we've been sitting like o ouple of | ad
fugeheads...." ke toock the current Hyphen out of his pocdiet and 1dd it on the
table, N
o
< visto of the happy days that 1y before us in Trufadom burst in on me. T [oN
rcached ceross ond *touched his hand, To think we wer: both fms and hed beea prepered ;
to & our separate ways just teemoe coch didn't tnow the other wos o fan! ‘g
- - N . ~ ED
I thinc the people in the cafe must hove tovght we were crazy. We lmuched
hysteriecally for what seemcd ages, " ' ?.,
— e nm e |
"HYave I found ny meteor®! 1 m"
DAMO?‘ {(;lmti?'s Mrg;eoromﬁ The answer hos the cl2asic simplicity of a2ll great thinking.
Ctd, ftrom p,5

vhen the neyt metoor svar comes by, three intrgid mem vwill be
sent up in rockets equipped with juws like a ghark's, Their heroic jeb is o capturg 2
virgin peteor---like this; f£fSGULP--~and bring it hane for study. iy
Tie taree men are those who survive & testing progrm that uses wp just mmdr a =
wird of the btook; all the same, whan the big dsy comes, cne of them flips his 1id irg
space wnd 2notiaer misjudges his meteor ard gets blovn wp. The third, i¥nc of Ri.cl'uJéﬁ
Stinton, keeps his cquilibrium and cames down with the prizs, because (this is ox= (@
pleined in & tender epilogue) he had the love of & Pure Vomen to smistodin im, ":
darly in the proceadings, someone remnrks, "This is too much like a movie,"
Thot about sums it up.

< word about Richaid Powers, the man responsible for 211 the gomeous scicnee fict-
ion book jackets we'va becn sceing lately, in long overdue. For the first timce the
problem of interproting modern scicnce fiction in line and colour hog bean succcss— |
fully solved, rot by illustrating the stories, Wt oy wibching than © t:dr nerrcst
gravhio-ort equivelants. Fowers his borrowed creatively frem 211 érectiors—-—the
frightauingly cnigaotic foris of Yves Tanpuy (Ballentine's ZXPERITION TO LLR™, Perme—
abook's CITY, and others), Sigueires' mctzllic foces (Ballamine's THE SECRET 1il3T- |
ERS, 4ilE.D OF TI:E), even albright's silvary rcerophile liquescaice (ird lombine's
ChikCH THL SiY). HFis rmge, wven congidering thc veriety of his sourees, in mor~
ous, &nd yct s work is so distinctive that it simels "scicnece fiction' rom a

crowded display rock and helfwey ncross & room. I enly wian he were tiins. '

H
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cOmIng UP £08 THE THIAD TIME

|

IT .S WeRK, It was raining heavily. I pulled up my cod collar, and trudgad ulong.
I looked ot the numbers on the gutes.. 120 ..122...124....getting nearwr. i Talt
tenso—oxcited. .. thin rivulet of perspiration ran down between my shouldar blades.
Only o few moments now 144..146..148. fh=t will I say?, I smid to mysdf, vihat will
I do? 166..168..170. 17C. I gulped, hesitated for a second, took o degp vreath, nd
with a smort of decision, felt for the gate lztch. .ndalimax, There wean'!'t one. I
pushed the gate aside, strode up the path, tripping unexpectedly on o Ilagstone—-
gad, 1 was in o state.

I glanced upvmrds, ma 2gainst the nizhs &Ky I

- . '::\ '_l - i "\
[ ' ‘ LUy " F \ " could gce the silhouctte of 2 lexrso dhroo-storeyd
y Uyl DG JFT | house, Light flcmed from the top window. Reaching

the acorwey, I pressed the bell. -. pousc, md the
door opuncd. « chaming young vonm appeared. 1 ves at the wrong housce I imust be. I
stommered m ~pology, ana tumed reluctraily 2wuy.

She spoke. "lir Berry?"
I wheeled rourd. "Y--yes."

She smiled. "My husbmd is cxpecting you', =nd led the wuy upstoirs. I followed
closely. Sweat wis now beading on my forenend. 1'1] never forget thot one ~porchen-
give moment as I passed through the open doorway.

- young, inteliigent-looking fellow wes busily punishing 2 typevriter vith finger
and thumbs. He tumed, got up. We shook hinds.

I H.D MET WILLIS.

Let me describe the room. by eyes flmshal back md forth, noting the luport mt
details. I sa 2 large bookense, crrmmed with sf mogs; 2 clendor & picting warilyn
Monroe in tre nltogether; an enchonted duplientor; a calendar depictin JiCrilyn idon-
roe in the sltogether; = large futuristic dr:wing of ~ spi.ceshipy =~ alendw~—-.
@it...I sppose I must explain, I am o erilyn sonroe fon. wlvmys hve oeen., I saw
Ningare four times, Gentlemen Prefer Blondes thrice. . beoutiful poir of »ictures.
I -1so s her in-—- what? You wmnt to hear about #illis? Man, vhere's yowr sense
of proportion? I culd rhapsodise for hours. I :lso sw---oh well, if you insist.

So we st dovm, "nd discussed the pros ‘ma cans of frndom for some vine. The re-
qult wus that [ wes invited to visit Ovlique House again the Hllowdnz SunGLy ~fter-
noon, to meet n ®@uple of stalwirts.

D AR IR 2 T T R U N R N N

Cblique House looks imposing in the sunlight. You've prob:.bly scen i, Zut I bet
you've never seen = bicycls (. gencrous term in this instonce) like e one I saw
leaning self-consciously against the side of the house m this, my secoxd visit.

I wish I eould describe it, L1t seanea sort of---hell, it's difficuvlt. Howerer, I
could make out the mystic word BOSH scrate:ed on the thick coat of rsted rust on
the cross bar. Evan as I watched, fascinated, a tattered spoke, with a 'ping' rem-
iniscent of a ruptured G string, teetercd slowly over, and hung in a silaat gesture



of abject apology. It was pathetic; my heart wamed for this wnfortunate lubricationl
~starved velocipede,

as I tumed away, filled with pity, the door opened. Upstairs, I vas intmduced to
Janes Vhite, Bob Shaw and George Charters. You've met tham? For the bacfit of the
less unfortunate anong you vho have not, I feel I mist sgy & word about than.

I.:
3ob, I would say, is the poor man's Lex Barkor, Not, I hasten to add, from my ap'-4
parent propensity to sving fram tree to tree, lut purely tecaise of the reamaxrcable |5
physical resasblence. (Sorry, lex.) e
James is like, well, Jumes. His prosperous appearance leads me to assune that he [*
has some professional tusiness connection with onc of Belfast's lending Guntlamn's o
OQutfitters. This assumption is, of courge, entirely guesswork on my pert. s
George is a punster, His whole existence ig centred round puns. I mave it o ex -

+

cellent authority that through the years he has accumilated a sugerb collection of L
ori¢ginal puns, which he has carefully tabulated in his mental recesses. Ie listans t
corversations, leaning fcrward avidly, and suddenly, during & temporery 1ull, he utti-
crs @ marvellous pun vhich is just suited to the subject under discussion, Ile is con
gidering starting 2 pun school, a3g if we don't suffer enpugh punishmert,

4LTter tea, kindly provided by Madeleine st the sppropriate moment, the room was
energetically cleared to provide space for the unique tournament vhich seens t be
(and happily so) a ritual at these meetings.

-8.

w—-

The easiest way I can explain the mles is to say that thare are none. Literally,
nothing is barred. It seuns essential that at least an elementary kmowledge of Judo
is required; indeed the posscssor of a black belt would not gein mudi respite, ut
perhaps much practice,

I joined in the game quite readily, because I am heavily insurel; othervise I
would have ziven the invitation to play much consideration.

The basic idea is that two funs join forces and fhce two others across a table,
over which is stretched a net. Each player is armed with 2 *bet' (loose flopy lay-
ers of cardboard, one of the charms of the game) and a mttercd shuttleamck is bash-
ed to and fro.

*.IBq1UUBD ® @41[ 9] od saye

The energy cxpended in one set is prodigious. The antics pertomed hy the players
are also worthy of note. %alT's chief gambit is o attempt a camon off a large pic~
ture of a semi-rude dancing girl hangimg on the wall., I thirk %Walt chooscs a special
alming point on the girl's anatomy, because thc pin-point accuracy of his shots ig |-°
Lstounding, On second thoughts, it could be that his intemtion is to divert his opp~| T
onent's attention to the picture. Interesting, You've alrealy guessed my next state-
ment, He should attempt a cannon off Marilyn. That would upset my game.

James uses ESP. He launches his bat to the left, glances to the ceiling, leaps to
the risht, and at the same time wills his opponents to drop thdar bats.

(He;:ﬂul

Now we come to Georze. He displays an advanced knowledge of pgychology. His prim-
ary approach is calculated to appeal to one's finar feclings. Let me axplain, His
service, for exemple, is a gem. Note his apologetic smile to the two across he +ab-
le. That smile says, in effect, "Look, I lmow my sexvice is pathetic, but please,
puh~leeze, don't murder it." He then taps the shuttlocock slowly ard gently over the
net,

That cervice is dealt with in tw ways. By (a), the mentle, compassionate tpe 1
(me). an opvonent in this category purposely LOSES THE POINT, lest Georpe should ]
break down; which, to judge from his pitiful cxpression, is imminent. Secondly (b),
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we have the heartless, sadistic, vengeful type (James). With methodical md m:rderous
precisiorn, this type unleashes itself with elemental force, and crashes the shutilecocic
back vith venomous hatred,

Now watch carefully. As George prises the shuttlecode from the wall bchind him, he
grins weekly. Be appears to make the same service, but the discerning eye might notice
a final crafty flick of the wrist. Type (b) (Jemes), licking its lips with anticination,
doeon't notice this. The resvlt is that when type (b) (Jame..,) hurls itsclf forward and
slashcs viziously, the smttlecock TURNS AT RIGHT ANGLES, Honest. It does. 1've seem is.

It is avrely umecessary for me to add that George has yet to appear on the losing side
—-he won‘t partner me,

Lob is in his elcment at this gome because, as we allimow, he is the rccognised auth.
ority on PICYIANTHIP. He roaches unprecodented heights. It is magnificent to watch, He
backs amiast the wull, snarling lile Bumnhrey Bogart, and vaving his tat as if it were
e} machetc. His Opnonult naturally overcwed, makes a .xca.c gurvice, Bob lem s forwed, a
gmonth smile ﬂlttmg ccresa
hig face, and with & vicious
overhand fliclk hurls the gutt-
lccock back from vh eice i come.

A AT TN TN o

], _\,.ﬁ_‘ - e

- e ————— & —
—— — e

’f \ AT T e Lile a recpiling spring, o
f"“/ \ \ N 1en reverts to his oxiginal
Ve (SRR \\ position against the wall, and

S| with «n added leer rdlces sure
| hiz opponent lacks the avdacity
to retum the miasile, should
it be vhysiczlly possiblce to do

N 80,
" I've loft Mndeleine wnidl
/‘.Q'U,./::w -_ lagt. It is most wgpilont of
LIy va me to do so, but I was forecd
NI 7 into this unhapry position bo-
/,’*,5’(77//?‘7 /] cuse her techmique is o oubi-
Nov. A _’/j /| le thet it has taiien me eoud d-
7’1 \ﬂ\‘ o embly longer to diegmose,
W, VS Bricfly, it is this, Swiling
27 1o . | -egly, shc holds her bk in her
b Lk mght hand with finger ond thumb,

little finger daintily rhised. Still fzrniling, she helds the simttlecock in her 1loft
hand, little finger wlso dointily roiscd. Her oppencnt (L't spealdng from czperimee)
stonds back to adimirc this delightful stence. Suddenly theee is 2 mrely audiblc flagh,
and the shuttlecock hums past ot the speed of lignt. (And that's fust.)

Do I awploy any gombit, you agk? rrunlxly, no, As yet I ¢ still an mmatar ot the
gane, 1've tried ome or two clementary diversions, ut vith little success. I &id teor
my trouscrs, tut 1 :m confidaut thut Jeames vill fix me up.

EDITOR'S MNOIE: Mr Berry is too modest. Hle has been injecting new blood \mo:rl" s ovin,
fortunately) into the game with such entbusiamm that dl"(,drlJ we have had t» make three
new rules to cope with kim. llis 'elemenbary diversiona' ineluvde shoutinz "UNPLATABLEI!M
after his partner makes a service, with such hypnotic authority and confidence thit his
opponcnt is momentarily quite couvinced. He is also the fiyst person o atiamt intarfer-
ence vith his opponent's play with such enthusiasm as to precipitate nimself boc'b.ly onto
thc floor on the other side of the table, One night he turned uwp with o beavtiitl new bat
nstructed of best cardboard snd pussepartout bearing a picture (in cu.Lour) of iawrilyn

Monroc, on one side and intermaldly reinforced with St[’lpo of ahminium, It lasted nearly
half =an hour,
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['3 [F1, ﬂ r?  Walter has recently informed X l l \ M|
_[ :JJ‘ _r C  me that my attempts at comm- s J" _r
el unicating vith him «ee- and,

A |/ of course, you (this is really clever ot e 1 £ r}
1E RAERaT

phrasing because, if nobody reads tis J-

page, nobody will have beean addressed)
~—-have failed, so that I'1l have .to

go back to mmndme writing, Actually, I have no real explanation to offer for my long r—

silence; if I had broken a leg or somcthing vholesame like that I could put it forward

as en excuse, but I can't very well say I went mad and have anly just becn released

from the asylum, becamse it isn't true——-thoy didn't catch ma,

I was also briefly enslaved by a horrible publicher of technical books thab didn't
even know enough to keep visiting authors penned up in small cages, v let than run
loose all over the editorial department. I wes told I glared quite savagely & one
specimen who had wandered in to complein thot his prose had bea smasculited and trip-
ped over a drawer in ry desk which I kaopt opin for greater comvenience in reaching
the candy. Fertunately, he tumed out to be 2 mclear physicist and so I didn't have
to feel guilty, as everyone lmows the atom bomb is responsible for everything.

20Tl Ade ST,
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Walter was very nice and forgiving and kept sending'me Hyphens all along just as if)
I weren't a lonster. They were really a bright spot at the end of——to quote a @ nfes
sion magazine vhich I read with a view to entering their story contest——y turmel of
gloom, Not, frankly, that I would care to mect anybody in science fiction 2t the end
of a tunnel, present o mpany always excepted, of course. I have finelly solved the
staple problem in reading Hyphen, since in-my cegerness to get at the cntents I frego
uenily forget vhich are the permamnent staples and which the temporary ones, they leok
so nuch like, Now I pecl cach sheet off the magazine scparately as I read ite---this
does present o slight problem with runovers, but I'm confident that I'11 be ohle to
solve that problem too.

TP I 9% O 10

I em having a little difficulty in putting this thing together, as it is readly com*,j;".
posed of bits of lettoers I wrote Welter. My letters can't be printed in toto becouse ol
thgy are partly scurrilous, partly libellous, and mostly dull, Anyhow, in the first [~
letter I asked Walter to spread the news around (without printing it, as fedlings ’Mé."ﬂg
be hurt---mostly mine) that the sanevhot duleitied aending to a story of mine vhich wheg
lest seen was entitled 'The Vilbexr Party' wes writien ly Horace Gold's mermosct. He
(dorace, that is: the marmoset in question is a girl) wos telling me proudly over the
phone that she wns sitting on the typevriter keys, tycing awsy. "Is there paper in thd
machine?! I asked anxiously, "Sure," he id, with an evil chckle, "the last page of
your story.” It's weally quite a good amding, for a maxumeset.

Wiell, being an aninal-lover, Walter wanted to print the meedote, so I agked Horzed
vhether he'd mind., (4fter all, it's his rersanal mrmoset, and freedom of tie press
doesn't mecn license, und I hope t sell him more stories.) He reglicd greciounly, "Go
ehead, see if I care." He also said that it you were ing to reprint ry letters, I
ghould be sure to tcll you ahout more weighty subjects, like the fact that Golaxy's
circuletion has topped somcthingor other, and it is printed in a mmber of lmguoges,
el ther includirg or not including the Scandinawvian, it ell different. I saw o story
of his printed in Scandinavian with the most complimentary blurt beforchemd, It went
something like grske darske hjgrbjel smurrebrfd gradfrjbjask Horcee Gold. But I'm sure
he deserves every word of it., e subscquently grew a beaxd.

i M4 HST0 S0dOS) JI0] U}

I have also been engased in the scientific activity of raising a veritalile jungle ] .
in pots end bibelots throughout the house, All leaves and no flowers, I rezd a hortic- 3
ultural text which infomed me that phosphorous produces flowers and nitrogm leaves |M)
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————and I of course had been ignorantly
craming their porridge with nitrogen. So
I hastily mixed bone meal (which is simp~
ly chonk full of tasty, nutritious phos-
phorous) into their earth, with the foll-
owing incentation, "Flower, goddamn you.'"
Probably it'll tumm out that vheat they
recily needed vwas boron and manganese or
sometning. I wvigh the little stinkers
could %elle, but then they'd probebly be
too siupid to know what was eiling thenm,
Vot that they're ailing, you understand;
they're flourishing 1like the green bay
tree. Vhich is just the trouble——-they
won't flover or fruit (I have a little
lemon and a little tangerine tree, and
nothing vill they bear, tut 2 lot of sil-
1y leaves, ond pick up the czt's hair).
It's just my luck to have been landed
with the Peter Pensg of thevegetable kdng-
dom. that particularly emnoys me is that
the Impatieng won't flower.That seems to
me to be hitting below the belt. I happ-
ily bought some primrose sceds under the
botaniccl nane;,; only to find out later
efter they had sprouted; that the plant
is populerly known as "Poison Primroge."
and not the useful kind of poison that
you con glip into a rich uncle'stea, the
kind of poison that makes you break out
in & hideous ragh if you attempt to trors-
plant the little beasts. I avoided them
for a long time (except for watering ~nd
feeding them, of course-—-1 don't want
the 4SPCP t0 be on my neck), tut finally
one got so iz I had to tronsplant it, I
did not come out in a rash, The primrose
died.

Venomously yours,

Ermengarde

SREEERES

MAX
KEASLER
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—_ My _FIRST CcoLUMN

I HVE IECIDED, in response to en overwhelm-
ing demond, to raise the literory stmdard of
Hyphen by doing & columm for it., Sowe of my
readers will doubtless cawil ai tht ~pparent-
ly boastful sentence, but if we didn't have
Cavillers sure we night have roundieads; so
who cures?

liost of the idezs used and ominions express-
ed have been thought out in bed, Can anyone
think of o better use to which o bed could be
put? (No prizes offered, -Wiil) Projects mich
oo these help to pass the long rishis hours
vhan one is afflicted with irnsonmic. For ex-
mmple, last night I rever slept o vink, and
the next-door baby was cxyinz every time I
woke up.

This FIRST colvm will be unawvoidaibly short.
1 am typing it during orifice hours, so I do
not want to spend the hole day at it., I hope
you like thrt pun. This is the seventh time I
have used it, and I hope to cantimic using it
for myy yews yet.

I propose to write here mything that bepp-
ens to come into my mind. lLike Slont for in-
stonce. I have an mmy occasions tried to
moke Walt see the desircoility of putiing out
an ocengional issue of 3lant, He mizght, if he
wigh:d, change the neme—to WLIER, for examp-
le, as it has been o WLFER such o long time,

Did you notice that young Frithful, auth-
entic, have doubled their rctes to their lue-
ky cuthors? iuSF used to pay 18/- tfor 5000
vwords: now it is 36/-.% If one didn't hwe to
ert cnd drink and slegp one @uld ncke a tidy
little fortune at this rate in o hmdred years.

Bi-lingual puns, tnyone? It is relinbly re-
ported that vhen Napoleon vi.s shown the first
photograph he sxid, "C'est megnifique, mals
ce n'est pas Deguerre." Froncly, I consider
this pun vorth at least a five-pun note,

With this colum I heve cchieved tvo more
ombitions. I hewe been (and still m, Ghod
help me) a collector, I have been (cnd sbill
tm, Ghod help me) a fan. I hove hod ny name
in ham covers. I have been @ letterhnak. 1
stencilled The fnchanted Duplicztor, I hawve
pleyd ghoodminton. I have been & Conreport-
er. ind now I om a colurmigt ----——= md an

"GEORGCE L.CHARTERS

interiinention, My rem-iming caopilion 1s to
attend the Chicagp Corwention in 1975.
YRAitarte Motes The refavcree im to the

prizea in Avthepticts competitior for
anthors,

-~
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I was awakened on the morning of 6th June by the mellow notes of a feathered songs-
ter from a nesrby wood. It was probably a bird. I jumped smartly out of bed and
pattered along to the bathroom whistling a tune from Macbeth, for this was the sec-
ond day of the SUPERMANCON. I washed noisely, dressed, and nipped briskly dowmn-
stairs, where I ate a hearty breakfast ard a jovial jam samdwich.

The rain stopped. I armed myself with a macintosh, a little snuff and a water-
pistol and set off for the railway station where I was to mees comrade Wood. I had
to proceed slowly as my neck would keep getting itself entangled in the tree tops.
At last T arrived at the station where I was tcld that the train T was to have
trevelled on didn't stop at Manchester at all, and this teing the case, the 7.58am
vwould no doubt suit me better. After thinking a little while sxd coming at last to
the same conclusion, I purchased a retwrn ticket and sat on the olatform for three
quarters of an hour drumming my fannish hecls, and waving to Engine Drivers.

Vhen the train pulled in, Viood was nowhere in sight, but that is the way with
all faans. They love to swrprise you. I sat on the train, gazing at an old plunp-
ish woman in grey who snored, ard wondered whether T folt fannish or not.

At length the train crawled out of Larcaster Station, and finally came to rest
about seven miles out in the country. Lfter waiting here for breakfast, the train
chuffed merrily baclkwards to a point some six miles out in the ccuntry. Ancther
wait and back we went along the beaten track. I began to wonder whether I had
boarded a Bulmer Aqueous Vapour roller by mistazlke, but I wes proved wrong as cvente-
uwlly T arrived in Manchestar. ik

T strolled out of Victoriea Station
into the rain where T stool and meditated,
then following my little pink man I twrned
right and then left and then T turncl the
map upside dovm and stared at it. The map
gtared back. I pushed it into my slacks
pocket and concentratel and pretty soon I
picked up the vibrations I was waiting for
(which is how I reached the Grosvenor
Hotel). : _

4 face lecred a2t me over a banister.
"Hit" it shouted, "where's Dave?"

I shrugged.

Lnother face popped up heside face
Number One sni peered dovm. The two
feces turned to lock at one another with
wild cxpressions, so I trudged up to
explain. Ken Potter, Herry 4unlon and T met.
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"7ell," said Ken, "where is he?" T felt guilty. "Haven't seen him," I said short-
ly. There wag a snort from Harry. "Good Ghod{" "He didn't turn up," I said
explainingly. "Oht" said Ken. "Perhaps he overslept," suggested Harry. There
wvere a few Mawmming noises. "Let's go down," said Ken. Ve went. "Probably gone
and got nimself married," mumured Harry. ™e all looked sorrowful, so Xen intro-
duced me to a few faans, including WAW, and then the three of us went off Dave-
hunting.

I can't remember whether it was raining at the time but it probably was. Dave
didn't come on the next train or the one after that. In fact he didn't come at
all. So apart from an occasional "I wonder what happened to Dave" we gave up and
concentrated on the Convention.

Tiell, T had a real merry time. T nearly got myself mixed in a jezz session, I
subscribed to & few 'zines, promised to write material, and sat on Chuch Marris'
knee. Tete Taylor proposed to me and James “hite almost spoke to me. Something
called Burgess soaked me with a ray gun and I wos bought an orange drink to soothe
me. A nice Iittle man with a beard did a few coerd tricks and I had a private
lecture about hiking in Germany. Ken filled in odd moments by relating the goings
on of the night previnus to my arrival and his hopes for the night to come. Then
he came over all fatherly and said in a serious voice, "I want you to tuke down
what Ted Tubb soys in Shorthani." But Ted Tubb didn't say anything in shorthand,
so he was disappointed.

Apart from all this my short stay in Manchester was a joy, and I was presented
with a rubber finger as a souvenir. Xen and HYarry escortal me to the station, but
the train slipped out when they were looking the other way. Full of Peace and
Goodwill, I slunk into the nearest compartment, (occupicd by a vicarish looking man
and his wife) and curled up in a corner with a copy of F & ST No.2. DNo more fann-
ing for a while I thought. I smiled contentedly and turned over another page.

At half-past nine on the morning following I sat up with a jerk, a bell was
ringing. Suddenly it stopped and was replaced by = shout: "Irene. Telephonej"

I floated dovmstairs and stuggered across the room. "'Lo," T said slespily.

"Guess who this is?" cooed a familiar voice.

I did. "Burgess!" I cried in anguish.

"Just thought," it said, "I'd ring to see if you got home safely."

I clutched at a nearby table leg and sank slowly floorwards. "Yes," I said
huslciliy, T dads™"

Listen Burgess. Hands off my girl. K 2.
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= "HORROR STORY
CHAPTFR I
As our story opens, McFee has one foot in the
grave,
This is rather strange, cousidering that he
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] éj has been buried for a wee (——Fob Shaw)



BABY IS FIFTY.

by GREGG CALKINS
("rom The Rambling Fao: #2. FAPA Mailing 66) |
I
Issued as a supplement to I walked into his office and stood there, i
HYPHEN # 11 by Walt Willis, waiting. "©it dovm over there in that chair,
170 Upper Newtormards R4, skinny," he said absently.
Belfast, Northern Irelanrd. I got mad. "Look," I said, "if a man who 'd
THIS ISSUE EDITED BY recently been scalped by an Indian walked in
CHUCX HARRIS here, would you say 'sit down in that chair,

= &~ == "] red'?" He looked up at me, puzzled. "I can't
help it if I'm 6'3" ang weigh 105 1bs,"I said.

He nodded. "T understard. Lay dovm over there on that couch, skinny.’

I threw the chec for ©27,962.53 on his desk. "Look, I'm after a head-shrin-
ker...a good head-shrinker. I heard you were one. Are you?" He nodded. "That
check isn't endorsed yet," I snarled as he reached for the dough, "so don't let
it make you too greedy. "

He sighed. "All right, what's your trouble?"

I settled back and let him have it. "Doc, I wanta know what's wrong with me.
T did something awful...you gotta help me out:"

He could see this was a serious case. Pushing the guitar and the copy of
"Thunder and Roses" back into the corner, he called to his secretary in the next;
room. "Cancel all appointments for this afternoomn. Tell Gold I'll see him i
tomorrow." He leaned back amd tweaked his beard. "Now," he said, "let's get
down to business. That's your name?"

"It's Sam M..." I started. "Oh, no you're not--I'm not telling you my name.
Just call me Sam. Ard let's not even go into how 0ld I am."

"I can't help you if you won't help yourself," he said. "All a head-shr.... .
er, a psychiatrist does is listen to your troubles, let you cure yourself, and
collect a big fat fee for listening. This is your show. Go on with the story. "

I relaxed and lay back on the soft padding of the rug. ™Mat I can't figure:
out is why I did it, Doec. Everything was fine...more than fine...and then I 4ia
it. T had to go amd do it. But I hag to, Doc--something bigger than all of us
was driving me on."

"All of us?" h. queried sof'tly.

"Yes. There was Leo, who was behind the whole group, and Bl and two or three
others....and baby. Baby was fifty." And then I screamed and screamed and

screamed.

YThen I came to he was searching my wallet. "Hey:" I saig.

"Just getting my fee in advance, skinny. One or two more trauma's like that
and you may not come out of it again. "

T couldn't resist. "Yes," I muttered, "I thought it was rather traumatic,
myself." He glared at me for that one, so I decided I'd better continue with my
story. "It all started at Standard. I was dovm and out, licked before I even
started. It was pretty cold in that hall, and I was lying there on my face,
half frozen. Luckily only the top half of me hag frozen, otherwise I could have
died. Suddenly there was a kick in my side, breaking three ribs... that was how

T met Leo."

" Oct.
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"'Get up and follow me,' he said, and walked off. T was too weak to make it my-
sel” and too proud to ask for help even if he had come back when I whimpered. At
the end of the hall he turned and looked at me. 'If T came back and dragged you,
would it be the same to you as if you'd walked?' I shuddered and somehow found
the strength to climb to my feet and follow him. We walked for a long way until
we came to a narrow room with "Startling" written on the door, and we went inside
to see the rest of them.

"'This is Sam, ' said Leo. 'He's come to be with us.' The others all looked at
me. There was a mongoloid idiot btehind one desk and a pretty girl at the other
and for a minute I wondered if this wasn't "Other Worlds". The idiot was waving
in the air with his arms while the girl at the typewriter watched him and typed.
There were also two other people in the room who kept popping in and out all the
time, but I ignored them. The man was speaking again. 'I'm Leo, ' he continued.
'T don't know exactly what I do around here, but T keep the place together. Thats
important. '

"He turned away from me and left me to my own thoughts. One was uppermost in
my mind. T looked around casually trying to spot it. DNot in here...perhaps down
the hall. T went to the door and tried it. TLocked.

"'"hat's the matter with you?' the girl behind the typewriter asked.

"I blushed. You don't explain those things to girls, even girls who blush with
you. That was a funny thing about that office---we all blushed. But, anyhow,
she seemed to understand. 'Oh. Well next time just ask me--T don't mind. It's
down the hall...use the other door, this one is locked. '"

I sat up, making a soft splash. Toc was in my wallet again, but I didn't notice.
"It's real, Doct" I screamed. "I'm really living it:"

"Naturally. That's because of microsubcutaneous fusion."

I leaned back and started to think again. "I stayed with Leo for a while until
one day I had to decide everything for myself. I needed more money, and besides,
I couldn't stand it any longer. That idiot and his Captain Future was driving me
crazy. And those other two things with their wart-ears and frog-eyes and their
Xeno--it was too much. T cut out. The first time, I went alone, but it wasn't
any good. T couldn't do it all by myself. I went back and took the group with
me. T don't know why, but it was important we stay together.

"We went to another place, a place Leo told us we could use if he ever died.
Leo wanted to die, but we decided not to let him. It followed the plot, all
right, but we had to have his money. ‘e stayed at this other place for a while,
even though they thought we stank. To please them, we even cleaned up a bit. And
then everything started to get out of hand. I realized what was happening to us
-..we were getting along too well: Something had to be done, and T had to do it"

I came out screaming again, ard Doc held me down on the rug. "fe're going to
get somewhere now," he said. And then he asked quickly, before I could think:..
"what 's your name?"

Like a fool I answered him. "Merwin. But wait--you tricked me. I didn't mean
to say that. T didn't mean to let you know.

"T know," he said. But you've got to come clean to help yourself."

"Look, head-shrinker, now that you know this much you might as well know it all.
Okay, so my name is Merwin. I'm the guy who brought out FANTASTIC UNIVERSE for
fifty cents. That's baby--baby is fifty. All the other prozines are thirty-five
or even twenty-five. Except baby--baby is fifty. It was partly Leo's idea,
really, because he wanted to get his money back. I wouldn't have done it alone.
Not even with baby, and baby was fifty."

"Mr. Merwin," the head-shrinker was saying to me, "it's apparent your trouble

s ((ctd. on page 19))



Chuck
Harris

Tom "hite, editor of BEM, believes in flying saucers. He wrote and told me so. I | !
laughed at him; I told him it was Just another aspect of the Mss. hallucinations il
that are the chief of the faneditor's occupational ailments. He didn't believe
me. He was astounded and indignant about my cynicism. He told me that he would
not be in the least survurised if he woke up one morning and found a flying saucer
on his doorstep and on all the doorsteps throughout the world. This, he implied, |
would be a Good Thing, -- even if only to serve as a dreadful warning to the |
sceptics of the Rainham Society for the Advancement of Science-Fiction ard Imag-
inative Literature. He has visions of me being confronted and confounded by
swarms of little green men, ard dithering around not knowing what to do.

Ard he's perfectly correct. Normally, as everyone knows, I am brash, assert-
ive, and so self-confident that I seldom bother to 1ift the seat up, but one
factor was missing from my education. I was never taught semantics.

Tom White has scared the hell out of me. It seems that everybody, but every-
bodr, is confidently expecting these saucers, and has planned what to do on the
day they arrive with the milk. Everybody, I mean, except me.

You see, it's important that I should know what to do. These saucers aren't
coming from the Depths of Outer Space just to visit the hoi-polloi; they're going
to concentrate on the more important Terrans. Namely, me. The boss little green
man isn't going to waste his time swopping star-maps with Fgo or take leave of
his reminisenses for the benefit of AUTHENTIC. TIt's clear enough that he'll serd
his second-in-command to Trowbridge Wilts., and reserve my doorstep for himself.

And T haven't had a single night's sleep since I realised it. What'll I do? It
can happen any time now. It might even be tomorrow; I crawl out of bed, find I
have fifteen minutes to dress, wash, eat, and catch the bus to work. I effortles-
sly accomplish the first three in the usual 14 minutes and then whizz_through_the
7070 (Cont. from page 18)

is a deep-seated guilt complex brought on by being the first editor to
produce a 50 cent prozine. A terrible act, to be sure, but an inévitable one.
You were unlucky, that's all. You had to be the one to do it."

"Is that all?" T grunted, amazed. "In that case I needn't worry any longer. I
thought there was morec tc it...you know, legal angles and all." He started to
speak, but T fixed him with a double wharmy that left him motionless for a second
or two, wiping out all his memories of this afternoon. He shook his head as if
he were just waking up.

"Umph, must have dozed off. Sit down over there in that chair, skinny," he
said absently.

"Look," I began, "if a man who'd recently been scalped by an Indian..." I
stopped. ‘hat was the use. "Sorry, wrong office," I finished lamely.

As I walked off, I smiled to myself. I wondered what he'd feel like when he
realized how late it was and found he couldn't understand what had happened to
the whole afternoon. There wasn't much use in leaving the check for $27,962.53.
It would only confuse him all the more, and he would be plenty confused already. ! |
Taking the check would lessen his confusion. I figured it was the very least I i}j
could do. e

I walked down the street, whistling happily to myself, dreaming of the day when 7
baby would be seventy-five.

T2 MOD ® JO uxeyd K00 2y} [[e sey ayg,

=~

4389U UT Ju




”

Ak

(some more RANDOM. Cont from page 19) front door to try to beat the bus to the
stop sign.. It's just a usual day, --or secems to be. I begin my usual exercise
with coat-tzil and shoe-laces flying in the breeze, and my mother bringing up the
rear with my sandwiches, cigarettes, and the stencils T promised faithfully to
mail to alt ten days ago. But, this is ILGM day. As I bound, lithe as any 2001b
gazelle, through the door, I catch my foot on the sharp end of a hyper-spatial
tube and the above has arrived.

All right. This is it. This thing, -- it looks like James White with a few
extra tentacles -- is powerful. He knows all about interstellar travel and that
gadget swinging at where his hip would be if he had one, is either a Bergeron or
a Cobbe Z-ray. If I offerd him, he's not only liable to rub me out, but he'll do
the same for the rest of humanity (this probably includes Seventh Fandom) too.
Dear old Terra's fate is in my hands, anmd if I miss a trick, all that backlog of
HYPHEN stencils that I cut will be wasted. A truly territle thought.

The first move is perfectly simple. T pick myself up, go back irdoors and
change my trousers. FEasy enough..... but what comes next?

I have to get in touch with this creature. T have to exude amiability at the
bastard and convince him that Homo Sap is Grade A material for the Galactic Fed-
eration. But, I can't impress him as a Lovable Character because he's never met
any other L.C.s to compare me with; I daren't grin at him in case he thinks I'm
feeling hungry; I can't possibly offer to shake hards with him because he hasn't
got the equipment and might even imagine that's a five-barreled blaster at the
end of my tentacle.

Jophan never had troubles like this. TI've asked almost everybody for any ideas
they might have, but their efforts are just as dismal as mine are. I did hear
that Dave Cohen has given up not running conventions to form a Flying Saucer Club
out of the debris of Manchester fandom, and T was hoping that they would have -
some answer to my problem. But no, -- it seems that all they want to do is spot
the saucers before they land. This is a praiseworthy project, but of no more use
to me than if they paid a return visit to the biscuit factory. I have less than
no interest in spotting the things, -- my trouble is communications.

The next thing, of course, was to call Science to my aid. I read all of JWC's
editorials and all of the asf articles that didn't have graphs or algebra in them
--but they were of no more use than Dave Cohen. The only idea they have to offer
is that you get a piece of paper and a pencil, draw nine concentric circles and
point to the third one. This, they imagine, is all that's needed. In one simple
move you demonstrate that you are something more than an artistically-inclined
aborigine, and in no time at 211 you'll be happily comparing snap-shots and dis-
cussing rain on Venus. Nobody, (except me, of course), seems to have thought
that he would already know that this is the third circle, and that after this
brilliant interchange of cosmic minds we'd be right back where we started from.
The doorstep.

The only other alternative is completely unthinkable. Under no circumstances
will T cavort up the garden path, in full view of the blorde across the road,
with one hard raised in the universal gesture of peace whilst T burble:"Greetings
--me Chuck Harris. ™elcome to Sol III." The hell with that brother, we'll
mingle in a meteorite shower first.

But yes,....there is still one slim chance. Fveryone is assuming that these
are little green men. However, my luck is pretty good (Joan the Wad is printing
my testimonial) and there is a good chance, I think, that my alien may turn out
to be something straight off a PLANET cover -- an E.T. Gina Iollobrigida in a
brass bra. If this is the case you may rely on me to settle the language problem.
Your fate is in safe hands, son. But, I'm worrying now about that second-in-

()command....



WILLIAM PUBMIAE—DBIAT-CHAISTIAN

CRADIAH BIP

Willy, I said, what's that you've got? 4
new mthology?

t is not, he sadid, it's the Bible.

Oh, no, I said, don't tell me that.

It's the Bihle, said Willy, =nd why not?
If more people rcad the Bible there'd be
lcss choss.

vhere I come from, I informed, we pron-
ounce it kay-oss.

You would, he said, where you come fiom.
4nd since vhen hag '‘eh' becn pronounced
like 'k'?

Yor quite 2 long time, I told him, as in
Charlie.

Chorlie isn't pronounced 'k', he scoffed.
Moreover you h-we just said =0 yoursclf.

I vas thinking of Karl, I said. It's the
scme nane in enother lmguage. Ian't it,
Villy?

No, hc said, it is not. and Karl is spel~
led vith a 'kt

How about Carl with 2 'c'?, I countered.

'C' isn't 'eh', he said. Never was. Nov-
er will be. I don't wander thcre's choas,
Brearybody's illitercte.

Well, maybe you're richt, I said. How
come you've buckslid from stf to the Bible?

There was no backsliding imwolved, he
scdde I sbarted looking through it for dates
on flying smicers. You know I am arex sce-
rctory of the Intemational hgsociation of
Flying Smcer Observers, don't you? All
right. Evoryonc's hunting for dates on the
subject,

Deta, I sadd,

Dates, he insisted. Deta is the past casge.
You ou:ht to know that. It's the teachers

vho' re mldng choss. They've shot everyone's

groamnr to hell,

Yes, yes, 1 said. Have you fowmd any fly-
ing saucers in that?

Not yet, he said. I've got too intercsted
in other things. If you hawn't rezd the
Bible you don't know whot you're missing.

How's thot, I prompted, how's that, Willy?

The Bible is the only book nobody con ex- !
purge, he-sm.d. -I con be in 2 shop when the ! presgnt end that's whers I'm cscping 1
police seize fifty copics of !'Saturday THghty from, "

Bride' or twemty of 'Passion Sliwe'!. Do i
they anatch my Bible? They do nmot! They nef
ver take that and twm it or cxpurge it.
They den't stop anyone selling it either,
In foct there arc p®ple who give mpies
away for free and they've nover becn ex-
purged. I mean the books not the pcople.

You also mem cxpursntedy; dan't you? I
asked,

Thet's the past case, he scid. Thy do yo
ingist on talldng in the post cose? This i
the present and you've got to tcllt in the
present. B3

Perhmps you mean purged, Villy, I offcred?

That's o medienl termy he sndid, nd I am
diseaussing literature md no?t bovcls. (o,

all right, I said, howe it your omn wey. |o

It's the proper wy, he scid. The colleg-2
es are mking the mess. Even e one T wenig"
to, @od as it was, kept the 3ible from mc.
It beats science fictian hollar. [y

Hollow, I offered.

Holler, he said. 4 hollow iz o iiole in
the ground.You beat someone with o loud
voice and not with a hole in e zround.

Thank you, Willy, I said hunbly.

Now, he said, let us take this liible.
Vhere can you find a stf yarn descrhing
the ceramonial fiying of humon £isses?

Frying of what? I ~sked.

Figses, he said. Don't tell me you don't
know what that mems., In the Dible it gets
fried by priests. There nre other nnd bet~
ter bits. They famicate on leopard-pd ts,
for ingtmece. ind there's a queen who had
a necklace of one tnousnnd forcdmins.

No! I soid.

It's here in cold print, he sid, And
nobody expurges it. I am seddng a1l the
bits kept from mec by & conspircey of sil-
ence. I hawe become 2 dirt-Christica.

aren't you ashamed, Willyt I ~alted.

vy should I be? he said. Rending is for
egscape. I once rend stf to escape. Now I'm
reading the Bible, 1t tokes me cwoy from
all this chosa.

But ien't the Bible vwholly in the past

5vds.
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case? I ~sked. 2
The choss, said Willy fimly, is in the
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THe BLASS BUS!

QCE there was an imaginary fun by the name of Relph Har-
vey. Ralph was a keen faned and the proud possessor of an
imaginery duplicator on which he pioduced a hypothetical fan-
zirg. e was employed by his uncle Goorge Hexvey, the owner
of an imsginary magazine of the woman's Own fype, s a sort
of wnderstudy dircctor. Unfortumatcly Ralph wes insemsible
of the mayy great advemtages that were his and; instead of working hord and maldng mon—
€y, he preferred to spend all his spare time and much of the fimm's in workdngz on his
fanzine.

One doy while he wes hard at work stencilling an article for his naxt issue his unele
burst into the office and caught him at it. "Sce what you made me do?" Ralph mappod at
Uncle George vihile wiping correcting fluid off his harmis. "You made me jump and gill
this stuff. I'm going to charge that to the fim."

"dhe,' snarled Unele George, "Caught red-handed! So you're still at this nonsense in-
stead of working on a real magrzine, This time I have had empugh. You have gone tco far,"

“You have gane too far," replied Ralph, pele with indigmtion. "How daxe you suzgest
that your puerile rag LADIES' ARLCHAIR COMPANION is better than my fanzine TIE HELIO-
TROPE HORIOR. vhy don't you switch to seience fiction, like I'm alwys telling you?
Then I'd be fired with enthusiasn,"

"You arg fired with enthusiasm, " retorted Uncle Georze, "and helicve me I'm more an-
thusiastic about it than I've been about anything for years. Get out!"

"fou dan't scare me a bit," smeered Ralph.

”'vx!hy o t?"

"Beeanse you're just an imaginary character thought up by Bob Shaw, thai'!s way."

"HOWe oo ... how did you find out?" gasped Uncle George.

"It wvas easy," replied Rulvh airily. "That busineas of you bouncing in throush the
door and shouting "Caught red-handed" just as I spilt correcting fluid on ry hands—do
you think that could happen in real life? No, Unk. It's obviously Shaw stuff...md fur-
themmore, he's en ry gide." "How do wou know?" asked his uncle.

"Becausc he hias made you say two of his puns alrealy and I haven't had to sy any.
That ahows he's my friend. 'Fired with enthusiaaa' indeed!"

Uncle Georze was so cvercome at Ralph knowing the facts of imaginary life at so early
an age that his heart, vhich was never gtrong and often inclined to be fluttery in emer
gancies,; seizew up on him. As thsy carried him out for a week's reat he looked back at
Ralph and shouted; "Although my heart, which was never strong and often inclined to be
fluttery in emervencies, has seized up on me I still mcan vhat I said. GET QUDIH

4t this Ralph realised that he had gone too far indeed and that his wndle was finj.sh-
ed with him, The very concept of tne editor of THE HELIOTROPE HCRROR beinz booted into
the street made hin so firious that he decided to get revenge before he left. As it hap-
pened an issue of ThHi LADIES' ARMCHATR COMPANION was almost ready to go to press and
Ralph was ingpired by that to play a really low trick on his uncle. He had quite a bit
of spare cash saved up and he was still working in the firm, although w.der notice, 80,
by dint of much bribery, co-ercion and rersuasion, he managed tc make quive a fow mod-
ifications in that issue, He achieved his famish rer enge.
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nalph's gspeciil issue caused quite a stir aml a lot of puzzlement in thousands of
lagies' amchairs throughout the country. Of course, when the news got out Uncle George
bousht up all tie copies he could and had them destroyed, tut I managed to obtain one
and I am pping to review it here.

This is one review section that won't be taken off me and given to somebody else. Heh!
Heh! Helii

The first thing that strudk most of the ladies as they settled down with their copy
of TLAC was thet it was printed on umisually thick and absorbant paper, not ab all like
the ususl highly glossed bond. One old dear vho woixked in a stationexy siop ‘touzht for
a moment, then disiissed the idea, that it was done on cheap duplicating papsr, & sort
usnally rescrved for fimny customers with strange hats, "

&nother thing that brought a shower of bewildered letters to the aditorial office
was thc cover itself., Like so mary others of its kind, TLAC usually showed a haughty,
frigid young wamn dresscd in the height of foshion, amd in the background an animated
male tailor's dummy who obviously possessud scads of mongy and was dying to lavish it
on the fomale iceberg. Ralph's cover had the gid all right, she had thab ccbain seX—
Jess prettiness of a woman dressed for women, but in her cyes there secanad to b a be-
wildcred, almost panid:y look which spoiled her vhole ensamble. thy was this? the read-
ers wanted to know, and why was that strange shadow of her yjoung millioraire cranking o
peculiar machine loamings on the wall behind her? And what soxrt of a hat was Lie wearing?

Me next item to cause comnent was the lead story. Before Ralph had revised it, it
was one of those higeminded little efforts so dear to the hearts of the readcrs of TLaC
It tcld of a young couyle, pessionstely attracted to each other, who were tempted to
slip awmy together for a holidey. In the proper version there vas the accepuecd time-
honourad ending in which they fight off the tauptation; and vhen they get married, late

i
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they arc slad they did do...."It vas so nice that we were glad we had waitad,” Halph's |*
version cided with then going on the holiday and with the more logical camat; Wt wag 9,
nice we were glad we hain'v waited." o
Another éspariment that suffered was HELPFUL HINTS.... D
",...Those of our rcaders whose husbmds wear corduroy trousers at the office will I;’-;_
have noticed that the material becomes flattened at the knees through t dr being press+s
2d against the undersidc of the desk. Mrs Wansborough of Wilts. has scnt in the followa
inz useful tos to restore the cloth, for vhich she wins two pounds. d
" The first method is to procure o tiny striv of miriature corruspted ima and (o

nail it on below the desk at the point vhers the laces touchs Trug, ingbead S

of boing flattened out, the cordurcy will actually be improved by iie ocon- -y

stant pressure. -

Po restore reslly worn cloth, make & tiny plough with about wwelve blades on
i%, and plough wp the furrows on the kiees.
BRL Sk e ———y - For those vho haven't the mechianical abil,

g
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ToNIGWT * 1ty or the facilities for the above meth-
15 SPACR-TRAVEL . ods, the beut altemative iz to stoxrt at
i POSS'BLE ? . the worn knce and trace cach litile ridge

down the trouser leg, around the flap and
up the inside to its beriming, hm you |
have found where the ridge bermins, insert
a bicycle pump cormection into it and
pump it up to its former thicimess”.”

I hwen't gt space for m itemsed
account of the whole magazing, so L will 2
finigh this review with a few artracts | &
from the letter colum, wder the suner- !:],
vision of "aunt Margaret'. ¥




Year iunt Marguret,

I am very worried about my son Claude. leveral years ago he
became interested in that funtastic nonsense, solence fictiom. My mgiand and
1 used to bum all his magagines ad cane him amd lodk him W evexy diae he
bought more. But it was no use—he persisted in reading the abaird trpe. Soon
afttervards he ran avay fiom home and spent years travelling about the comniry
lodgzing vith others who were silly enough to rwed acience fictiond
I wos overjoyed at firsi vhen he came home, tubt I soom fomd to v horvor that
he still read this nonsense, claimed to have = 'Cosmie Mind', and told me he
was in telepathic contact vdth iartims in flying sauedes tho were coing to
take him and all the other Cosmic Minds to Mors. My husbani md I were so app-
alled at the woy he was wropped up in his childieh fmtasies that w decided
to end it for good, but before we could tlhink of somnething @ lot of litile
green men in peculier aeroplanes lunded in our gerden., Clade dashed out to
than shouting, "4 vhole new planct to sponge on!" and that ws the lost we saw
of him,
we both know that this couldn't really ivwe heppened mmd we blane it 2il on
those horrible magazines. What can we do to mate our Claude give up thiils non-
stnse and leave nig peculiar frionds?

Mrs Do (Indians, USL)
Dear Mrs D

’I agree with yow—the little grecn men arc just a hallueination, Just ignore
then. And vy not try to inberest your son in the wondors that can be Tound on garth?
Our fouthered frimds of the hedserows and the mirvellons antics of the hunble iuseets
in the nearby puddles. I wWill recom end some natural history booiks that you con leave
lying cbout imwvitingly, in the lope that ha'll come back.
Why not chmge your name, tco? Ne sensitive diild wowdd like baing colled 'Y, It's
toc short. No majesty a2bout it., No poetxry in it.
o K17+ T RUE
L b 1&‘“7:@"?(’46"Sovera.l weeks ago 1 accidentally swallowed sonc of & liquid
thot my biother speciolly desiened to bredk cdlcium down into o finc DATET,
4 veek loter I found thet wmy 1oft am and both ay loegs could band fredy in
@y dircetion———baclways or sidewmys. Shortly afterwards thc whole lot dxopp~

ed off. 1s this serious? =
Yorried,

Rluc Eyes.
i 3 B

foms ol o e BYosiny il ity Lo fitts derons Bt e AaEE Ltks %o wun e
our docter with cvery 1little omplaint, but you zeally should heve sudhit ncdical cdvice
carlicr. another girl might hove been able to come out of this little trouble of yours
better, it your gemerel henlth is bound to be low. I hove bewn reading Groed: the badk
issucs of this 2nd other megezives nyd find thot in he past year doie, yau hove had
twenty-seven babiss to foraim scdilors, and thet you hwe been in no less thm nineteen
Jobs in which you hiwe vamted ® moxcy your employers, nmen forty years older thon your-
self. Your clever changes of adiress mnd hadrziting dién?t fool me. iy adviec to you,
verried Blue Eyes, is to live a bettar life!

Dear: Aumtie ma.r,gareth an vorried about my son. He leoves to read sciance fici-
ion, which is very commendable, tut scversdl weoks ago he begmm to act very
strangely. He had been in contact with some fimous imerican ealled ilr D and
one Thursday night he became very restless. I was in my yoon vhen I heard Mm
shout "The Degleration is here amouncing the Degleration of Frecdenm™. i seo-
ond later the front door elamed ond when I went dovmstairs hie was gone. One
of the neighbours who was lying drunk in his back gardon says he gew a flying
sauecer land in our garden and sane litile grean men and a tall er mormal man
2 4 lock out. He says ny son ran down to meet than ard they 211 flow @y together.

{Continued at foot of p.n3)



D.R.NITH Tanple's account of the early IIS
(Mumeaton) days delights me almost as muca as !
' Burbee's TCTC. The aoings of the BIS
today, to judge from the Joumal at lcast, seen !
to lack the early pioneering spirit te 2 consid-
ercble degree. Certainly I derived nore anjoyments
out of Tample's narrative than I have dane out o
the last three years' BIS joumal 2.

Turning over the page I m gstuddiar .ith Jorrord
and remorse te find that I used to inaice niant— o e
mares in the troubled brain of the infoat Clarke !:_»
i (47), L must hasten to correct iis mistelen ideasy
i of my appcarance; 1 am but slishtly over h2lf as
| higr as his conjecture, slenderly buils in pro-|o
porticn, wits mild, prematurely iged fectures——
wly, I grant you, Wt inspiring pity rather thar fear. o spare myself the ogony of
further disclosures I will zierely mention thet I have so 1ittle bodily straict: that I
have to use 2 hammer ir both hanus to depress each ey of wy typevriter--—vhich I tru
will be noted as m excuse for the frequant inaccuracy with which the teys are it I !"
often suspected you of variting with mallets aforethought.) g

-nd novi to mswer his query os to how I can tolerate those detective stories vhich hen
characterices as beins of indifrferent quality. (By Jove, ilr Temple, do you sec hov in-| |
tolerant the man is?) The first thing I must point out ig that noweierc i my previous|—
communication di¢ I claim to read 21) the detective stories that are publichcd, not &v-g
eri many of them. So in brief the answer is that I dan't read them, magy, dsnts 147 wpar?
from Sayers, Crispin, Inmes, and an occasional .gatha Christie, HC Bajley. (oymond Chana
dier, Ellery ‘jueen anc perhaps one or t..0 more I have read no crime storiez thi: side 1"‘,_’.
of the war, und I find these adequate for my tastes, though I admit to finding thct ov-r
ervhieening niminy-piming Sueen a bit of a bore, Mr Fortune somewhat more =, wad Lord |
Peter a martie-pants. >
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serious @ nsiructive fanzines are so guastly dull, is that d:e Tomier
is an original contribution, and tie latter are selfconsciously secondnmia. culd like
you to ponder this thought though, if it hasa't alrsady occurred to yous “i's exactly |
the funloving fanzines like Hyphen, oradbucy's futuria Fantuasia & Snide (no‘b a plm::--——-‘
the mag's 2nd and final issue wes publighedl 14 yeurs ago) vhick have profowily influ-- |
enced sciencs fiction. Given time, the enthusiasts will dominate any field—-ixt dating
from Gemnsback this one is still awfully young. (ilas any fan yet died of old &gze? Im
essence, fans are people vho tuice tne stuff seriously amd therefore onjor i%; so vegin
vith and. for & long tinme aftcrwurds thore weren't enough of them to 7o rowd, and the |
field was inevitably shaped and dominsted by opportunist writers, peoplc vwao dan's read
anything for pleasure, least of 1ll their own won:. It's & coimonplace now o noint out
how many fans have turned pre. I think the shoe is actually on the other foot;. ihe pros
are tuming fan., Surrgy.

- o . . . . . . . fal (D
in the letter section I derived a certain amount of melicious pleasurc ool the o
natterings over the London Circle party, especially the nospitable remar's by mjne gen— ‘o
izl host Tea Tubb... iq
“ s - AT " i | i L - o N 0 ~ o . 3 sz
a0 IOTGIT  The reason Hyphen is so good, 1 take it {apart from the accidemicl ass- ‘ﬁ
(Pema. ) emblage of half a Jozen geniuses in tritain; =2nd twie reason so rany g

AIKE WellwCE  Beb really cxcelled hiamself with that cover; it was one of those !'doubf
(Aull) lc meaning' type of things I enjoy the most: fumy and yeiu touching.
1've a good mind to get a photostat of it and fraze it. ;

L agree about fanden being a therapy for the maladjusted, but I hore it's not toc L
goot a one. Lf I'm maladjusted 1'd rathar stay that wagy and be a fan, chay xcone ad- 5

Justed and teke up football or somcthing.

[
{




I'm so tired I'm ready to drop. lihat with taking a course in short story vriting, and
Irying to learn touch typing, everything secms to be on top of me at once. I oxdinally
intenled to take the writing coursc to try to improve my fanac, Wt I've camne %o the
conciusion that I have to become a writer to have time for fanac.

Could you please print a request for me for the fl rst 2 issues of HByphen? If I can gt
thege I']11 have a full collection. I'm pretty broke i ght now so the best I can offer is
2/- & copy. kisdiress of this Trufan at and of letter section.}

JaN JaNSEY I'11 pasgs over the letters from the London Circlc, who all secn o feel a
(Belgium) need to cry out to the world that you mizrepresented thar behaviovr or

intended behaviour at the dancon. I cen only express surprise ab your not
having bundled than together under the titles "ihom the cap fits..."

1 do lilke the point Vernon icCain makes in his letter. I have known my vife to sk nc
how many letters I had  received and how many funzines, and then werking out jusi how
much it had cost me to reply to them all. lc, you needn't worry, I caugit her just as
she dropned,

ERIC ZENTCLIFFE I wonldn't hswe fully understood the rcason for the crcited lcticrs

(Stockport) from London if I hadn't previously parused your Oongla o lumm, 1 did

not know the fall @1y detadils of the Londoners' plans before the Sup--

emancon; if T had I think I too would have belicved them to be intended serionsly---in
fact I think they must have bem. I dan't think too harshly of these characters, for
the Northem fans (mysclf included) did give them & hell of a drubbing aftcr the lest
London show, Lut I'm thenkful their plans did not maturc; it would have speiled 2 mur-
vellous corwantion--not comting the programme of course,

NIGEL LINDSAY I had o eeaking feeling 211 along that Slamt had expired, You surely
(Torquey) didn't think you could bamboozle us for two whole years? Persamnlly

thoudi I don't think it's such a calamity after all, Remember your

words in No.1? "This (‘the printing) is not just vulgar ostentation. I5. just happened
that I hadn't access to a duplicator, and I was able to picz up an old printing press.’

Slant arose as a BFL rag, and rapidly beemme a hatchery for tuddirng anthors vho by now
are almost without exception either UNFs or pros. Slant sctually scld for a couplz of
'an because of its circulation among the celebrities. Slank became so renovned that even
establiched pros wrote for it, But in spite of all that select fiction, the things that
stick in oy mind most are the little quips like "you won't be troubled eny morc y our
overinking woodcuts. We are now overinicing linocuts." Lnd the Smidgin Scile far valts
of ink, Then with the irmuption of Iob Shaw, Slant began to get really fammish. Who will
aver forget his Fanamanchip Lectures? 'Vin,@’ Clarke and Robert Bloch crept in; not to men-
tion Lec Hoffman vith her hilarious accomnt oi your vigit o America. 5y now Slant rea~
11y sparkled, and this is the quality whidi hus overflowed into dyphen, 2o we haven't
rcally lost anything except the excellemt pregentation. Your origiml contribubors of
fiction are now muinly in the promags, md Slant vwos despatened just before it beeanc
too promagoish itself. Yet I did like that last duplicatal ismae vith the printed illos.

coolhis hog a bearing on your reply to archic Mercer's latter. Possibly more fons them
you think are interested in fandom's higtory. I am for one since just recentlr, But we
can't all afford a @ py of 'The Inmortal Storm! you know, and TOTO's uncomnccted mzcerpts
whilst most nraiseworthy in themselves, won't f£ill the bill in this zespect. I beliave
that a potted history of fandom would maie a welcome s & ¢ article, Now vty dan't you
give us one for Christmag?

€4 very good idew. And thanks for the valedictory for Slant.)

ARCHIE MERCER  Bill Temple was simply lovely. Takes honours for the isaie ir ek, Thig
(Lincoln) sort of thing's far furmmier than his pro writings. Ohi)
I hawe noted your point about respect for, knowledse of etic,, the fan-
nish past. L don't know at what point in said past you firgt reered yvomr 'usly ' lizad



therein (—1947) but I suspect that whenever it wag;, there was far less of a past to be™
expected to huve kmowledzc of. ind of course it grows worse from year ‘o year. Knowing|
about the past in as mmch detail as the present would be 2 fulltime ocaipation in ite-
elf, Univercitics could create professorships therain, students could perusc the sub-
ject diligently for years without gctting to the bottom of it. (The same amplies to thé
history of the human race, but everyonc should make it his job to lecin sarething about
it. Unless like Henry Ford jpu thirk that history is btunk, that's no recson for lying
down on the job.} é&lso it could be said that Yy openly extolling respeet for the past,
a person could be deliberately trying to foster his own subsequenmt immortality. €Is it
en argument against being kind to old peoole that the neighbours might think you're
thinkdng of your own old agc?d

That's one side of the question. On the other hend, therc's the casc of jazz. Some
tine around 1951 I started listening regqularly. The anmowncer would keep ranbling om
and on about "this number was regulerly featured by Bix Beiderbecke's tand ot the Blue
Battercup Ballroom Boston.' I used to writhe inwnrdly and mutter "why the heéll can't
you cut the cackle and get on with the music?” Then I begm getting a fow 5
my ocducation started. I camc to rerlise, for exaaple, that Aix Beiderbecke at the Rlue
Buticrcup Ballrocm Loston cun be mubtly dfferent from Rix at the Golden Goat Gatehoused
or Golden Gzte Goathouse, or samething. &nd now I take an intewest ir all that sort of
thing, but I wouldn't hewe the slightest incentive to 'dig tockwerds' @ jazz wers it
mwt for the rccoras sert of lesaing me on. Is thore mything comparable to justify
digring veck in fandom? (Wcll, therc's old fiz, for one thing,wlich you con appreciate
if you understand the contemporery sceme. But apurt from that, a knowledge of the past
cdds 2 new d mension to fandom, as it were.)

I'm glad to sce you're getting Zmengarde back.

o
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BRIAV VARLEY  You scam to have raiscd quite a homets' nest with your 'bins' agninst
(Londox) the London Circle. It's rather mmusing to contamplate vhet might have

happened if Bert Campb:zll hadn't beon at the rear of e nrocession. If).
thair intentions had been half as buge ns  mony Northem fans suspected I imegine we
would all be now busy scraping the bottom of the filthy tricks barrcl in »reparation |
for the next Loncon. In a revolting soxt of wuy it's a pity Opcretion Ammnycddion wasn'
cerried through. Just think of the glorious conspiracies that could be being hatched.
€You think theraren't being?) Re—recding the ahove paragraph I sean to have bicome
strongely obsessed with bottoms or synonyms thercof. I wnder what Ir Freud would have
to sy about this; I can guess and 3t isn't true.

EVELYN SOTW 1 do wish ifyphon could be a wee bit more legible. I loved overything in
. (New York) the nagezire-—porticularly Harris's wnderful bit an  Fang aad the piec?:‘3

8 Alle1oads. adem ueu

10 peddiub

by Tenple——-tut I went blind shoxtly afteremard. |
PAUL ENEVER I reed H10 with more than usual interest, perhaps beeomsc (cincidence!) 2
(id.ddlecex) it was more than usuzlly interesting. 4nd I mean 'interceiing'~—not am—

using or entertaining or any othier scrmi-synonym., Indeed, by the time I
had vorked thmwupgh to the end of Ppst Scripts the interest was wlmost morbid...To my
rind the grester part is anotier instance of much ado baing made aboul nowt. Interest
ing though as on ingight into the mood of deadly seriouaness which oppears to be over-
vakiing trufandoms far norc dungerous, surely, thon the serious constructivisa of the
ordinery fan...after all, the latter are uvovally pretentious about scionce fictian;the
fomer are tenaing to get cantentious about cach other. ...

BILL AORSi Terple Pt.1I wos sercumdngly comic evin after the thiwi reading, and the
(London) illustration on p.8 was irspired, to say the least. The thowhi of look-

ing w; through the washbovd drain 2t five solam pairs of uyes amd one
faucet-—-I still breck into smigeers at the thougnt of it.

—
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HARRY TURNER Balls to Mike Wallace. Vhy do same people maintain that a fan is necess-
(ilmchester) arily mal adjusted? what's so 'momal' about football, crictet ctc as

forms of relaxation? Wby are they any more or less nomal then faming?
Perheps our pgychologist will explain, I rather fear that Mike himsclf clings to the bte-
lief that fans are ot as other mortals, otherwise he would ot wite such twedile, Ghu
save us from fanphilosophers.

EMHEL LINDSAY 1t is my contention that ilal Ashworth is writing in no idle mmer, He

(Glasgow) has used oy trifling mistake {i.e. confudng him with Airgess.} oz @

excuse to auggest exiling me fmn fardm. Thar having disposed of me,

he will start on the other femme-fans. It is, I mantain, a deep derk plot to rid fan-
dom of fammes, He vill undoubtedly get backing. I suspeet Harry Tumer fr one, #ill
ey nale fen rally to our side? Probubly mot-—~2 lazy lot. Than when we have mone g
D4y moum our passing and wandar vhat to & vith themsdlves at Comventions. I have hak—
en legol advice frow Mr BT Jeaves, QC {for alancyation of affections?) bui beins o mod-
est wrt of fame I do mot expect aryone to jump to my dkfence; parhsps thovgh the
thought of the loss of all the fimmo-fans may srousc sane =pprchen sl an.

Or w1l they naver miss us? (If you want to be missed, ply hard tarset.)

DEAN ™ JIM HARMON Let mc sqy that
TWE'LL NEVER MAKE GRENNELL | (Illinois) I sgice with
yu. Got your
TMAT DEADLINE. figt out of ny mouth and
GIVE iIM A TASTE lot me sy it. I thiunk fans
. 7 can jusbh lie back ~nd aijoy
OF THE LASH | thonsdves (will that get
through customs?) without
dovoting themselve s to fur-
thering Good 0id Sciwice
Metim. I thouwnt you werc
edvocating a separiion of
fandan and sf an die Grcory
that the tw don't necd
cach other, They do. But I
wll frecly adwmit that they
don't hav ¢ to stuff then-
selves down cech othar's
throats day and night. The time for the Ivangelicst spirit of gdving «f t the world is
over for fondom. They have given sf to the world and now thg just have to wetdn out
that the world desn't give it right badc to themy right in the kisscr. (-Yoa’fl; cosh
your brcad on the waters and it shall meturn aft.r mny days....saking wekag
BoSh's gtory was rathar distinctive-—fanmish fiction in a fan fiction form. I'_v_c
neer secn that done before (I mean famish gtuff after the form of pw 5. cbion. )lon
know what's ging to happan, He's going to graduate (?) to pro fiction md become a
writer Che a2l ready has;L and deprive you of an artist. His cover was absolut:_d;f z:,osol‘
utely absolute! It must be prescrved for future generations. In & time capailic. _uo.you
know that you, the ordinary, mot-toc-bright, humble m:m in the street en mie a t:.znc?
cepsule? Yes! I have mthentic instructions from a recognised mithority. ali you nced
is a bag of cement and 2 beer bottle! Homesgts
Step 1: You anoty the beer bottle. Step 2 (Stendy there!) You put your messigc of
artifact in the botile., (Dam it, I ain't putiing my srtifect in my ghod--dmaned h'stt--
le!) Next: you mix wp the coment and toss i the ttle to be presaved B pogteritys
But be careful—-I kmow of ome mam of sciance who preserved his foot for postarity :’Md
he hed to wait around in his basement three dgys for it to arrive. I @n tc]lﬁ:;ou -1e
resentad haring to do that 1 posturity, aftwar all, vhiat had po.':.’toritj)‘ arcy oy for
hinm? The divmpness gave ne & touch of rimmatian too.




I an preparing for future capsiles. So far I have a dearth of beer bottles, md ag ar—
metter of fact I'm even studk with the cement. Hoping ym are the same. 3
LatiOt KNIGHT My fawourites thish are Tenple md Shaw (the cover md the concd t). Tan-
(Pama., ) ple wonderfully tumy & I'm sure it's mogtly @ spel. One trouble with o |
Hyphen--type magnzine (if you'll forgive the implied insult--of course :
there is only one GE~type m) ¢vho's just gonc nshwhite?) as opposal to o serious mnsbre
uctive fype is that vhen it is good thare im't much clse to sy cbout it. Ouha't |
there o be 2 Collected Works of Bob Shaw though? !
Your grevity-ramoving camet on a reader's letter remind:d me of the H Doving joke:
4 greahom is wmdering around New York, lonely md disansolate uftor ong dyw in
this cmwntry; finadlliy by great good luck he runs into a friend from the old owmlry, &3
confides in in how disappointed he foels, thab dmaries is m wmfriemdy ploce. "Non- [T
scnse' crics the friend, "dmeries is the 1:md of hospitality. Let me give you m axamp-£*
le. Tou're vrlking along the stroct, tired, hungry, no plece to go. Sudacrly & big lima
cusine stops by the curb; the driver offers you o 1ift. 1t's dinner e, a0 this gai-f
erous mm tkes you to the finest restamrant, whrc he gives you all ou @n ¢ and  |®
drink, aftorverds he tekes you to & biz show, whore you mit in fhe most cxpensive box ‘e
Then 1later, more drinks—ond for all this ko pays~ond finally, it's bediime, so he 2
takes you to his omn luxurious home mad givesg you & wonderful ooft bad to slegp int! o
The grecnhom's gyes hawe bewn tugging out. "ind all this happaned vo you?' he eries. [
"No," says the friend, "t my & ster.” ‘f
Was in a typewriter repair shop last swmer and gaw a mincographed cireulor hmming i
on & nail bdiind the comter. It was o Sestimorddl writtar by o Britich cignretso-cemd|l

fan who hed been visiting in this owtry :d hal moany nice things to szy cbout .Ar:,lr:ri—;"r‘
cen cigerctie-cnrd fandom, Odd. Would be intercsting to dum a tunch of thcse people ink
to the next Comvention, md sce how long it took for myvody t notice Wi Aifrermece |§
DLAN GREMVELL  Plense tcll Mrs CGoodwin thet I meade some rhubsrd dnc once und, stll ;’...
(Wisoonsin) net content, disbilled it to a tested 140 proof. Made dendy lighter e
fuel. €Just the thing for getting 1it up.) e

i

RC3ERT BLOCIL lerde alors! I have created the mistake! The letter of wiich L enclose ~
(uvisoonsi.n) was inserted in my possession by lionsienr Gremell a week ago. I march i<
many times Yo the pogtal office, thusg: back, forth, back, forth, back !~

and so forth, Zach time I am a great stupid in that I forget tc procure this leticr anrl‘r/;
malte mail to you. I beg of your forziveness. Porqui? (FPormi Pig, non?) ®

Outside of der letter out, things around here are up-ge-schroowed. I am an 2 bool: ro?
vising yet, on der house work- ; e i e e
ing, aber, wnd mine tail off- ,% [GEORGE SAYS )
e \

L
5

ge~-schweating, also. But so ~ e (a7 WERE S MORE . )
pleased I am mit der materiel e B /~(; \MOMEY 1IN BEING Al
vhat you to me sent der Man- ( Y o / ((f:” S\ WRNITER THANM A =
chester Convention from! This | “-. ‘sz { CULPTOR,|
stuff I to Herr Loktor Gram- )
¢ll give, he should a look X
take, und he his head off B ST
laughed. Yah, T

Is good reason I forzet { =y
meiling you letter, Senor. I el B
make the joumgy o Milwukce ot g

{
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tc appear on el televigioni.

YTankee dollar. But por nada,

sinec of the cipense to travel|

1 retum next week =eain to

ciudad Pity we couldn't all

g to sec you, Dad.}, another \‘C"':l e
LIS TSI

e i e




show. lmchog tuffolas, mghog toro-shooting, tut is apparant I score tae dircet i, like
the bomba atomicu. That is the way the cojones nowmecs.

Mey Harris Sahid forgive humble servent for poor English speach, Upvoithy e victim of
contaninztion from illiterste babus wio not use proper grommar, Feringhi doge 1ike Ken
Potier, Mal Ashworth, (may adders nest in their navels, and their eldldea subscribe to
Hyphant) writc in abbminable prose which I can not stomach., It iz in ny mind tint they
know not of correct usage of English, I thini: they have thar genders mixec, This can
lead to trovble, as fuan-Bessr Lanegy ‘mows.

4y bane hfping f1¢m Willis tf hear tut of nft. Bvery night aye tmik # hin vien aye
ef by tarern and drink with inglishumem. Lngt night we give tgnst tf great nslisn cful-
prgducing tfvm. Igts gt tgasts. Skoals to Newcastle.

You plitty soon tell ¥4llis he vwrite chop-chop or he be high musber onc on Spit Ligt.
vhatsa blocgy hell matbor with Willis, he go crazy mad spfia, something? Sur: and begor-
r2, it's loike the lad himself to give a word %o a friemd; but divil a bit have I heard
from hin these many nenths at all, ot all (¢t 21). You tell kim poosh '@ wp, ch? I no
beliere ry gook friend Signor Willis tuim ehicka ( cacciatare). But otill I do mt hoar,
nyet a vord. Mitchevo,.

lie hope um this letter he caues to you hesp soon. Now me gottum zo home 1o Rary to te—
pee. Long vay to Tepee Aary.

&4nd a brac, brich; bormy nieht wehr to youl

(Ve print this letter to mike Jan Jangen fecl at homz, and gled it's =
Lar away from Wisconsin,)

10K HITE Bill Tample wos marvellous. Reading it I em almost come 4o bolicve that
(Bradford) Iir Clazke was onec a mere human like you or I. (Come to thir'c of it may-
be Pete Campbell is the only mere humen I kmow. )

I hate stid-dng my neck out about anything; as long ag no one takes a varbal. awipe at
me things can g tec pot in thedr own sweet way, Rt the Londaners! lottery enrpriscd e,
I have just ro-rcad your con repert ond gtill em't see whot all the fuss ic aboud, whak
comnent you made was pretty mild & couldn't be construed ag o attacl: on Zyonc.,

DLUTI3 TUCKER Have you ever thought of the time you waste sticking gtarmes on coples
(High “ycombe) of Hyphen? Out of 10 copies I've received, 7 bear all 4d stamps or a

mixture of 1ds. and +da. I have a mental picture of you rfixdsiing the
produciion of an issue at about 9.30 on a Suturdsy evening, realising that yor bave no
stanps, dashing round all the local pubs to obtain some 32/- worth of coprers ad then,
at about 2am, wesrily wstanding in front of a stamp machine inserting copper after copp--
er while a string of stamps slowly winds itself wround -

your neck. gilo, it's just that after t'inishins an issue
I'm in no fit state to czlculate how many of cach denom-
ination I should g '7"51; can send lae mag to -merica
for 1d, or would be/if I could keep it 'below”’/'
3C plges—-and I cleverly deduce that I

can't go wrong if I buy all +ds or lds. Besides,
Carol liles to stick on stamps.}

Lenaple was wonderful, no less. (low about a
cartoon—--newgpaper placards "Wiliiam F. Temple
missing; loss of memory feared", and £ later
edition "Roaming Temple discovered in London "
41l modemn sturf!) (ulas, someonc has topped
you vbefore you started. After US fan Ed Noble
had cimged his address for the fifth tine,
& fanzine rcferred to him ag "The roaming
cct ilobie of them all,')

you tug
FCRABOTTEN
Yy PCST
\ YounR
€hrvyoonm

O

Bomeone who has forgottcn to
post his cartoon ideas to Evphen,



4s for the london Circle party, it occurs to me on reading the various ooments that r—»—;
those who were excluded were the fortunate ones. I have absolutely mo tire Jor drmken-
ness. Drinldng in woderation, certainly, but I simply camot understaid the mentality
of one who is not hapyy unless he's s s02zled he doesn't know what he's daing.

One of the finest letter sections I've over geen in a famag, this. Just o thought--
2 good percantage of the game names seam to arop wp issue after issue; I'm not objecti
but ic this & case of the same gang writing in, or the same gang g tting printed. (Both.)

ERIC FRANK RUSSELL Was surprised to sec the Doncaster Convertion ereated more exniteJ
(Cheghire) ment than I'd expected. Harris the Chuck made a mesl of it—but
cowld have taken it thrther still W th examples of things that i
aren't vhat we think they are. For instance, that's a fan-blower? Don't e vulgax! My |-
dictionary says it's a'device in vhich a aaries of vancs fixed an a rotating shaft cre-g
ates a blagt of air." In other words, & beanie-copter. ind agin, vhat ig a fin-danglety
Corrcoti Only the dictlonary puts it wore delicately ty lling it a "gocgaw, & bauble [br

TED CLRIELL I vas sltting reading the Junior Mirror (having graduasted from the Daily*™?

(Londomn) of that 11k), when the dog trought in this month's issuc of hyshen. Thign

month I dscided to go to the office md read the dan thine there. This

was decided Ly the fauet that I noticed most of the issue wae taken up by mome of Rill
Tenple's reminisecences——-snd you have to know Rill persemally to kmow how boring they
can be.

Did you lmow that Bill used to carry his fl 1ing cabinect about in his inslde jocket
pocket—ut row his filing cabinet carries Bill around in its inglde top drowex? {Does
that accowmt for Bill's refincd mppearance--he's out of the top drawer?)

JOT GOCDVIN That wns 2 magnificent apology at the end of Iendon's leticrs md we all
(London) odore you for it. Bless your heart, it must be in the xighi place afier
all...Cnly one thing wrong. I meent to sgy that those Northormery were in-

vited tut didn't attend; ut it loocks as if they were present, which is not the swme
thing at all. By the way, meny thanks for that very egoboogting remark in the midile of]
ry letter. I didn't think you had noticed my chams since most of the tiie ey were
hidden under that coatd _

I ves dalighted with Chudk's 1ittle picee. You may have heard from Pamela thah some
of the femmes at the Globe had decided to start uging fms again.

ES.. I was referring to the coat that was thrown over my head, it the Con. Dontt mio-
congbrue, pleasel g

STUART NLCKERZIE You certainly did the London Cirele proud in the letber section, md

(London) I am sure thet they will all appreciste the opportunity tc Hwhaps

correet some mistaken impressions that seem to have bean ccquired in

the North....The anonymous letter is peurile. (I thoudit it was vary fumy,} Mese sil-
ly atianpts to stir up a feud between the Novth and the South annoy me imtanscly, Bo-
cause we in the South 4RE NOT INTERESTED, Theroc is morc to fanac than foudin! & fugain'
without evem o little wit to alleviate thc poor quality of thz barbs flune &% wus. I am
afraid that the small clique which scoms dcbermined %o gtir up as ruch nestiness as
posaible is going wwentually to regret that they have wasted their digtilled cssance of
cesspool on a desert air. When something rcelly worth whilc comes along as o target
they will have no new words laft. What o state thay'll be in thde...

JUE GIBON Scams you've put your foot in the London Circle...it twmpts me strongly
(New Jersay)  to dd the bloamers off all inglo-fandom, rthor than bunodin @y rverctt-

able agpect of the matter. The thing about this lcstherbloomcrs seb is
that they at least gean to be so demnably inexperienced in such affairs. It would seem
someong should know about these things. You shouldn't automaticdlly asaume that every-
one will frecload off you if you don't wrest thelr money off tham beforc lut'dng them
in. Once the crowd's ingide, than's the time to mention the kitty, Vha the fizgt few

Jugs arc dead,; you nention the kitty quite forcibly. Most ercxyonc vill kichz in far a
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next round, and so on for the rest of the con. Tou needn't contribute--youlve ®ne en-
oush already. and thsn, you'll earn every jigeer before you're thru with the wmal small
problemns...evicting troublesome drunks, keeping the noise down to a roar, clubbing down
hotel detectives at the door, staggering out and bads with fresh supplices, squeezin:z
ice-cubes out of Room Service at 3 ayem, stacking bodies agide at 5 gyenm. ...

SID BIRCHBY Hyphen 9 should be preserved for posterity to warn them what hapnens at
(llenchester) Supermancons; maybe a copy ocould be put on display in London and a page
turned daily. The Conreports were the best I've sean... £11 ihe same,
even the good time that I personally had, and the god time mogt of the othergs had,
doesn't campensate for the bad effect the Convention must have had an nevcomers. jiric's
. s0 right, It happened that 1 spent a fair emount of time, both on the Saturday and the
Sunday, with someone who is virtually a newcomer to the mut-house. Once he vas ny ttor
at University: quite by chance I found that he wrote seience fiction, wsing a pseudo-
pod. I introduced him to one or tw people, and tried to explain what was going on.

Oh Dbrotheri as if I knew! The experience nearly killed me, I von't say I sweated for
shame at some of the sienanigans——-clinical detachment was vhat I cultvated—---t at
times I was hard put tc look him in the face. :nd I'll be vexry surprised if he's ati the
next Coivention. ..Of course if fandom doesn't care vhat impression it makes, well and
good; but if every new fan has to plousgh his way through the Stum and Drang cf an at-
omic age Comvention befpre being accepted, there'll be nprecious few new recruits.

Hark at me taking fandom seriously!

FRED SMITH Undoubtedly the best items this trip were Bill Temple on the 3IS, Bob |
(Glasgow) Shaw's "Your Mirst iarders' (very ingenious thig) and of course the let-
ter section....Jim Harmon raised a point with which I vholeheartelly ag-
ree, that fandom is deucmde_n_t_ on sf, even though it is no longer tiz=d to it so closely
perhaps. The reverse is not true of course. Stf has reached tue GBEP now and the fans
are liable to be ignored, particularly if they fall to conteamplation of thei:r navels.

Not to preach, but I still think we should pay a little atiention to wnat'!'s happen-
ing in the sf world and knock the crud or boost the good, as the case may . I don't
see anything vrong wvith s & ¢ material of the type used by, sgy, SF Ldvertiser and I'd
like to see something like it over here. Unfortunately the tendency is towards 'umor-
ous' fannags and everybody and his brother (no offence iial) is trying tc zet into the
act. Some of the results are so much vasted paper. So of course arc lots of e s & ¢
attempts, particularly those channelled into .crusades, organisations etc (as npointed
out by Vernon McCain). However I still think there's room for & little more serious
sf faming, while at the same time enjoying the fun in fandonm.

Sorry if I sound a bit stuffy, but it's the wgy I feel. Right now a straightiorward
article on some aspect of gcience fiction would came as a welcome relief fiom all the
esoterica. and we should remind the pros now and then that we still talts em interest
in vhat they do. sfter all, they too have egos to be inflated or pricked, as nesi be,
Think of tha%, you black fellahs! (In case you don't ¥now, this is a very abitle all-
usion-) CNow wie have refcrences in Hypken that evan the editor doesa't waderstand!)

ROZERT BLOCH Well, Hyphen arrived to dclight ry heart and fill me vdth nisgivings.
(¥isconsin) ° The misgivings sten from the conments or your Comventian Report. App-
arently nothing is sacrcd any morc...mot vhazn mere mortals darc to att-
ach Villis. This, to me, is unthinkable. Ls you Maow, Walt, I naver could ebtack you.
Modeleine, perhaps, but you never. snd yet here are these fans coming right out and
criticising your Impeccabla Taste. Bg Burbec, it's sacrilege!
I now resign myself to the sama fate when my modest effort on San Frencisco appears...
I guess fandom is becoming more and more sensitive; it's geitting so thei onc rmust even
be careful what one says about a gwine like Tucker., Even this lagt phresc is ept to in-
furiate some fen who has a soft spot in his heart for pigs.
I wes interested in Fric Fpenk Sussell's quotetion to tne effect that tanac theoret-
32 ically rcaches its pcek coincidmtally with mexdmum potency. If this is truc, taen all



I con 55y is that & lot of fms sean to be oversexed. The amount of mimcographic sublim-—""i
ation going on in some quarters argues e degree of nympholepsy and satyrioss wdreenmt |
of by the savants. liore eranks arc being tumed by more craks....

vunked any good quatis lakely?

Here are the addresses of the fans vwhose letters are printed in this isme:
VeReSUITH, 13 Church Rd., Hartchill, Nmagg_&gg, Jan Jansen, 229 Berchanlei, ]br;;e;gl;xgg}m

DuliON KNIGAT, Canadensis, Pa, fric Bemtcliffe, 47 .L%}djé;ﬂ §J"t &EL',p%ol 3
MIKS WalLiCE, 267 Hessle Rd., Hull, Yorks. Nigel Iindsay, 311 BaBtacombe RS ‘I*b“z*cl'fdy:' 4
archie lMercer, 434/4 Newark R4, N?ggléo am, Brian Varley, 8 West Cromwell Rc, Iondan, %,

Paul Enaver, 9 Churchill ave., HiT1s Bill Morse, Science 3b, Parll, Sas o0 a4

1n
IR Gt n n
Harry Tumer, 10 Carlton .v., Romil: ?l‘]ﬁé%-— Bthel Lindsay, 126 W.Regent SO ULl2sfow |2

Jin Homon, 427 B.8th St., Mt.Camel, 111,°"° Dean Gramdl, 402 Miple -v.. lowd . 1ac), .
Hobert Sloch, Box 362, Weymwega, Wiscorsin — Tom White, 3 Vine St., Cublee ThEpe. HrHA
Dennis Tucker, 87 Oskridge Rd, High Wycombe Ted Coarnell, 17 Burwash Ri., Lo™i5% SE18 =
Joy Goodwin, 66 W.Valley Rd, Hanel Hg stead, Stuart ilackenzie, 5 Hans Pl., London Swl

Joe Gibson, 24 Kengington Lv. 5 d erslég%j.’l;&% Sid Birchby, 1 Gloucester iv.. Tevan 53
Fred Smith, 613 Gt. Westemn Rd., Glesgow n2 hulme, Mwnchester 9 17,
Ken Potter, 5 furness St., Lancaster, would like his neme added tn the list oFf writish |7

n
fans villing to comment on each issuc of US fuz. Here is the lutest list of US fhs offer-
ing 2 limited mmber of free subs to British readers on theso terms.
O0PSLi, Gregs Celkins, 2817-11th St. s Santa iMonica, Califomia, USi. vould be ny own nom-

o/

CET

ination ® r the world's best fmz. Regular camtributors include Robert Rloch, Deonn Gremn- f
ell & Vemon HMcCain., There's also 2 colmmn esllec 'The Harp That Once Oxr ‘Twice', tut youl |
don't have to read it, . . i b &
PSYCHOTIC, Richard-Guis, 2631 N.Mississipi, Portland 12, Oregon. Currently rated US top |0
fmz and deserving it. Intellizently edited, controversial and entertainiig "3
HODGE PODGE, Marie-Louise & Noney Share, Box 31, Danville, Fa., USi. Gay, iwmespongble, ™
charming and wapredictable-—uttorly feminine. Tha name describes the contarss perfestly, |»
FIENDETI.., Charles Wells, 405 East 62nd St., Savameh, Ga, frratic it interesting, 3

The second issue of 'i', just published, doesn't seeam to me of sudi a memeral lich stand-:
ord ag the first, ut the editorizl mammer, which had been called everything from 'augt-|>
ere' to 'juvenile', has been toned dowm a bit. The outstanding items are & poimantly |s
wonderful fanfiction story by Ted Tubb (what 2 pity this fomish genius hos %o prostitutey
hig telent in the prozines) and a chaming little item by Figel Lindsty. I meont o givei"i
'i' a fuller review but there doesn't seem much point in it since acco ding to e edit-js
ors all copies of this issue have already been sold. Howwver there's an Bl daonGype e
full-page ad for No.3 vhich they believe will be !'the fincst famag ever nroduccd in thig
country.' It will cost 2/--. Remit to Stuart Mackenzic, 5 Jams Place, Chelgec. London Sy
THE GLaSS BUSHEL I have read of similar things in nany sf magazines and, wach with c*
(Ctd. from p.24) all the flying saucer reports, I'm inclined to balicve ifiab I was |
told. Do you think my son will be all wmight? ind how cn I cand him
his pyjamas?

Yours sinceraly. =
i ?  lrs Potter (Lancs.)

Dear Myc Fott €Ty 1y

i ioduYy Seg

m surprised at you for belicving such nonsense and fo- reading, as
you put it, sf. Try and remember that real life is different from your fantostic mag-
azines, It is almost certain that vhat reelly happened to your son iz that he wos spir-| |
ited away by :momncs. -

Jon't vorry about his pyJjamas—-—I'm sure he will be sending gnome for ham.

GRUIEFUL ACKNOVWLEDGHIENTS IOR SLOELINES 45D BoCOVER UOTES TO COLLZCTORS EALC FRANK RUS
SEL, DAVON KNIcH! !, TERRY CLRR, LEAN GRENMELL, KN SLLTER, GROFYF CONKLIN , SN POLSER, |
JON SLLEN, _ LSWNIS TUCKER & 4RCHIS IRCER, QTHERS WELCQUE...,..,LONOONERS? /)]
"THE LONDON CIRCLE IS RAPIDLY ESTABLISHING A VIRTUAL YONOPOLY OF THE TRADE IN QUOTES*. wdobm Orunncr’
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HE FIRST SUSPECTED EE .S BEING WATCHED WHEN
HE NOTICID SOMIONE Had BUILT & TCILET ONTO
TH= EiD OF HIS WaRDROBE....YOU STRIKE MB £S5
4 S0R7 O WiTERED DON Li.RLAN ELLISON..,DI3-
COUR-GZD, iE TURNS T0 COLIZECTING PORNOGRLPTY
020 oECW CLN YOU SeY THLT LROUT LNOTHER rLITED!
FullZING WIFN YOUR O¥N ZINE IS STLRING YOU I
THE F.CE LT AN OLD WET Y0P?....I THOUGHT QF
REMOVING, EMIGR.TING OR JOLNIHG N3F, ., ONG
LING LBOUT Wl CKENAIS, HE H.S UNITED “FaiIOM
200000 JUST DON'T DIG SeROYAN.,..KEN S.¥S I
A w PLONISH TYPE, 5Y WHLGH HE S.YS dE MANS
TH.T I'i INSINE IN o QUEER SORT OF WiY...SdB
THOUGHT I ALRSADY ilsD DYNANIC TENSION IV THE
ONLY PLACE IT wOULD DO &Y GOOD....L DON'T
waAlT D0 GII MARDTED ANYWAY ~-I WANT 70 EUY 4
GESVEINER, . , , AND HEZE'S ROCH #OR YOUX Nz,
4DDRESS AND SOLAR SYSTEM, .. .I WOULIN'T WIITE
FOR GERNSDLCK ZIVEN IX Hs PAID KE... o DARLING,
SHERB T8 SERAVEL, .. VE GET EXCITHD BY SHAING
ACTUAL PEDPLE, ., I DREAHED I WaS SICK IN MY
LAl DENTOIRL [RA, ., ., WY NOT MENTION THE STRANGH
OCCURZNCE OF JULY 23R 1936 AND HOW I LEAPED
ISTO TUE BREACE TO SAVE FANDON Fi0u UNTHTHK.-
4ELE RUIN?,.,.,I REGIEY THn FOUR Y9ARS DELaY
HUT TEEN IT COMES OUT ALL THE OTWER FNZINES
VZLL DROP IEAD,....I DO IT BEST ON TH® FRONT
ROOIL RUGa oo » o AlIONG MY QUISTANDING TiLENTS IS
THAT OF MODESTY. .., WOULD YOU GARE TO POLISH
MY BOCK AND MAKE IT SELL?..,.IT WAS US WHD
TOLD HIM aBOUY OIL,...I DON'T U HOW ANYONS
COULD Bz LRILLIANT VHOSE FIRST NAMG IS DWIGHT
o001l WILL TOLD PRETTY QUICK IF PUTH IVER
GETS TE INERGY O PUT OUT & LAST ISUE..THEY
COME CVER HERE AND SILED TLLEKING ABOUT SCLENCE
FICTION!,...,YOU CAN'T DAT NaVY BLUS GRACES IN
4 STRAIT JACIED, .. MASTER CILIRLM, WHY LOi7'D
YOU WISm UP?....BUT TUCKER IS ENIGUATIC...T®
TROUBLS WITH IRLSH FANDQOM IS THAT THEREG AREN'T
ENOUGH DHUIARDS IN IT....SLERP PLAYS HELL
WITH MY J¥NLC,....1 wOULDN'D RIDE QN THE RLCK
OF .4 MOTOREIKE FOR & PILLION DOLLARS,...IS 4
BIG NANE RN ENTITL®D 10 4 STIP SOR RELLY?
1 «if PASPLRED T0 TOLERLTES FalDOM, .. HE'S THi
Oll% VIO ONCHE InD 4 Culll—IN & NICK waY, OF
COURSE. ...I LIVE QUITE NOR.ILLLY EZCECT FOR
KEZPTNG VIKGINS CHAINED IN THE CELLAR...I RELD
YOU:e SIORY e LV EN!'T &CTUALLY CINTSHED I0 YET

C# COURSZ, -, IF THERE IS 4 FROELG Califl LS0-

ouo

OUNYILG SIORISS, WENE C.N I GET Ii?..FLCH!FTCE

bob shaw 4, chucik harrig 6, paul mittelbuscher
1, richand geis 1, clavde hall 1, wal asiworith
1, eric_bentcliffe 1 ken potter’l roy brown-
ing 1, Dapon Xnight 2, helen knight 1, James

blish 1, cyril  kombluth 1, willy ley 1, mike
rosenblum 1, Eeg,@;y martin 1 georgf
evelyn anitch terry carr 1, Svaw |, member of
gol%m gate frlurign gociety 1, and’ correspon-
ents of e.f.1ussel '7

1

chartery 1./

are you worked into a freagy, |
. Do you thing that Stu Macke:zic
Will have =ld the.lot Lefoxe you roise

the money?
bould you gell your dfe and édoghier,
Give uwp zin and sticd: to wmbere.ooo
No, leb Horyis show you life e still

08 qunyi i
Briends! Is fimac costing you nmore tian you
can afford? ..re your nights disturbed by
visions of your funily being cost ovt into
the streel, vhiilst your only sgset is &
vile of duplicuting paper? Do you hiwe to
‘¥s1l your om cimreties s .ot vou ean
kesp your subs rumning to the now arop of |
f12? Relox, and let Harris/Umasborough Ser-
vices take the load off your idnd,

No, we do not sell pre-fiontal lobotoaies
by madil. But faan, if yowr fiiwuices cre
tightt as o Womvoe swenter, then e cxre fhe
angver to your prayers, o lonser need you
hint to your friends thot for Zhwove ou
would like & copy of the only Jum thot hos
Ghorles Grey writing excluasively fox dhan,
or bite your nails dovm e thie Hhnlunzes
worrying that they'll be oversubocribed
before you ecm save up two shillinys.

Relage ReEoLsweX, Under our ncu cogy-
poyments scheme conceived by wa 1.T<.3m;‘.l !
Wensborough of the femous !Con-itrips! _pla.‘.n
we guurantee thot ofter o gncll doposit o
copy of EYS will be resexrved dor you os
goon a8 it rolls fwn the wighi; presses.

Don't deloy! Joinm our Mane--d clubd today!

STOP DUPER

The next British Comvention vill :ot be
held in London Wt in Kettering, North-
| hemptonshire. George Hotel bxaied for 3 |

days, Bth-10th spril (Bosber) Con prop- |
er Jaturdry & Sundry. Hotbtel reseivations
to Uenny Covrm, 42 Silverwoocd 3d., Keti-

ering., 20/6 BiB. Registrotion fees (2/6)
to Joe uyres, 7 Doris Rd., Keiwitering. In-
clusive fces 6/~ per dy, 4/ & Junf
iors, Confirmea by Loncai Gircle on pnone
Ving Clirke & Stu liaekanzic an’ Camdtiee.
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i vominations for Transfonfund cloge Decem-
“ber 15th. Next issue of Hyphen witi: bol-
lot papers will be publichad Deceuver 17.
Nominations so for ore Zric Denucliffe,
Lerry Jecves, Ken Slater & Ped Tubb. It
is understood that Stuwurt Mockende is
21so being nominnted. |

L




