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) O r" Having been quite unable to buy any onesidecd duplicating paper I
I D r ("' find myself faced with the necessity of filling up this page. Of
foans course I could just leave it blank--a neatly symbolic represent-
) \ e ¥ )~ ation of my state of mind--but then the more saisitive among you
L [ @ J‘ ¥ B " might think I wasn't speaking to you any more and commit suicide,
~} b or even cancel your subscription. This is a thought too horrible
to contemplate. I shall just have to force myself,

I think the real trouble this time is that thanks to Chuck's new duplicator I have no ap-
ologies to make for the reproduction, and I always feel that a fmz editoricl is never quite
the same without them. There are other faults of course, like typos—~though nothing as sen-
sational as what I did to poor Funk & Wagnalls last issue--but maybe if I kecp quiet about
them you won't notice them., I could mention that we have broken an only slightly battered
tradition by having a non-Shaw cover, but that means nothing except that Arthur Thomson has
a lot of talent and Bob Shaw not very much spare time. BoSh will be back soon. James White

" and Peggy Martin are getting married (to each other, by a happy coincidence) on the 17th
May (it vas originclly the 19th and vwhen we asked James vhy the change he said he couldn't
wait) and moving to 2 new housing estate; and Bob is designing girders and things for a new
cinema for them, working overtime 3 nights a week. Thls 1s tme, thoug:h hov he knows they
will be in the cinema when it collapses is it ' Rl
beyond me.

- One thing I did mean to mention was the
lovely calendar I got from Peter Hamilton. It
wes a great improvement on last year's, vhich
was in only two colours--black & vhite-—and
looked mther like a squashed plum pudding
with radio-active raisins. (They may have
been The Currants Of Spice.) Round about Julyj:
I decided it wes meant to be a nebula., There's
no doubt @bout this year's though; it is a |
represantation in glorious technicolour of
the vorld being destroyed by an atomic chain |
reaction. The area of seething destruction |
has already engulfed the cradle of Westemn :
civilisation as far as Glasgow and great fis-f on cASUALLY

sures are yavning 2ll over, like readers of { | qoking THROUGH

a recent Astounding. You can almost hear the | your 2img J
screzms. Underneath this moving scene is the i T pounp SEVERAR TYPOS ETC .l .s
simple messege; '"SINCERE GOOD WISHES FOR
1955." Obviously Peter thinks we will be lucky<l®
to get a 1955 at all and lest we enter the fragment that remains to us in a mood of unthlnk—
ing optimism he wants us to hang this sobering reminder on the wall nexi to lcrilyn Monroe.
This is itself a nice piece of symbolism—-life & Death, The mst & The Bust-Up, erection &
demolition. Thank you, Peter. Before the temperature reaches 451 P the fon will have time
for one last look at the calendars on the wall; one last thought of lost hopes and wasted
opportunities,as symbolised by Joe di Meggio.

Tuming to another serious subjcct, I'm getting worried about 13th Fondom. It all started
when I begen to follow the seriazl The Lost Planet on Children's Television. Now I wouldn't
like you to think that I hebitually wetch children's progremme: a2ctuclly I ncver bother to
look at them except when they have Scoty or Mufiin the Mule or whirligig or Jack In The Box
or The RBumblies or Billy Bean & His Funny Machine or something like thot, (Ctd.inside bacover)

March 19%5. Walt Willis, 170 Upper Newtownards Road, Belfast, Y. Ireland & Chuck Farris
?g;giqlﬁ];a’l,ake l‘vegue Rainhar, Eeéer Enzland. Associa*es 3oh Shaw & Artbur Thomson. Also 1mp11c1
ated Madeleire Willis, ? John Barry, George Charters & James White. Subscription z issues for 1/6 or

& in co;n of your ronln. Expiring subders invited to renmew in copies of the last- 3 Pogo hooks, the
e manioe e {osbott reots or recent sf pocketbnoks. Full cash value credited.




‘o LU Tal, STORM, b}y Sam Moskow—
itz. ASFO Press, 713 Coventry-Rd.,
Decatur, Ga,, USi g5, fom the
publishers only:

In 1930, there were three month-
ly science fiction magazines, and
tw fan clubs. One of the magaz-
ines was Hugp Germsback'!s Wonder
\ Stories; one of the fa clubs was
called The Scienceers. When they
: !  met, the results were wrld-shaing. \
g i It happened this way:

BY N ‘/ |
JAMON NNIGHT  agfomgacy.man s content in

for the heat reannrta on the gqnes=—
tion, "What ar I doing to popnl—
arise science fTiction?! A nrize—winning enterr bv Allen Glacser rentioned his work in
The Scienceers, and, imprecand hv the concent of fane farmino clnhe, Gernshack requeated
that the orpanscatior-asnd a2 renracsentative to vieit him..,.Glasser waa choasn to act in
thia caparity, and ha retnrnad wi*h tha-star+iine nmeca that Garnshaclk had arransed for a
egroun of anthara +n addrase the clnh at Wew York Citvte Mnseum of Natural Hiatory, all
expenes paid.
When the day arrjved ne lesa than thirtv—five maphera had musterad out for the occasion.
- o:Garnshack himsalf was nnahle to attend, *mt he had'sent in hi= place David Laaser,
then adjtor of WonderStorjes, ((and)) Gawain FAwards Pandtay, anthor and rocketry expart,
Pr Williar Lemkin, also a wall-tnown author, a=s well as lesser liohts of the Gernshack
‘ataff. They lectnred eruditelyv to the Sciencears on their individunal ‘specialties, and
finally departed amid mnch pomp and cereamony. The day had heen a heady one for most of
*he peophyte fana, and they wandered +o their homes in a happy daze.
At the clnhts naxt meating they wera rudely awakened, however, for they were thep
nresanted with a hill €or +he ne~ of the room at the mneeumj....

"

Trufandom was off, to an appropriately ambiguous start,

"Through some misunderstanding," Moskowitz goes on, "Gernsback had not paid the museum
rental;" and, one gathers, he never did. Debate over this.mnd cognate questions grew so
heated that the club was disbanded. However, the demoralized remmants of the Scienceers
crept gradually out of hiding and drifted together by twos and threes. Along zbout 1932,
Glasser, Julius Schwartz and Mort Weisinger discovered Conrad H. Ruppert and his wonderful
printing press, and the first printed fanzine, The Time Traveller, was bom, Early in 1934
the first fragment of the first issue of William L.Crawford's piecemeal zine, Umisusal Stor-
ies, was mailed to helpless subscribers; and in Lpril of the same year, Gernsback mnounced
formation of the historic Science Fiction League. The dark ages followed, and the hekto-
graph. Then came Michelism, the Fentasy smateur Press issociation; and at last, in 1938,

the time was growing ripe for the crowning event, the first World Science Fiction Conven-
tion.

4 photograph from this period, on page 61, shows a group of pmw fessionals---~Campbell,
de Camp, Binder, Long smd others---lined up against a brick wall, looking for all the
world like delegates to a Certral Faropean trades-union congress. The resemblmce is acci-
dental, but suggests an interesiing line of thought.

In his early chapters, Moskowitz gives a wealth of detail about the first fens and the
wonderful mixed-up things they did---the grandiose pro jects, same of vhich actudlly mater-
ialised; the short-lived orgmisations with the long names, the pitiful one-issue magazines.
But the largest part of this book is concemed with fan politiecs.

What kind of politics was it? Let's see.

X There were the splinter groups. ("The membership never exceeded the original five, and
since these five promptly split into tw factions...")

n
-*See also commentsnin letter sectior by Dawn far Panl Fnever D)



There was the East New York putsch, which Moskowitz describes in these tems:

««sThe ‘second reetins of the reorgazised Mew Yorlk chanter wag in progress,

with Bornic presiding, in a New York echool roor. Suddenly the clumpine of
mary-'shoes was heard, and in burat Sytora ?rd Wollheim at the head of eipht
other youths ?not ali -sci=nce fiction fans) recrmited from the-streets for

rough action if recessary. Srbora...with the aid of his comrades,,.chased
Bornig from the olatforn, Producing a gavel of his own...he oroceedad to
call the reeting tn order ir +he rame of the New York branch of the Irter—
ratioral Sciertific Asasciantioa,

That was in late 1935. & year later, Sykora and four other ISA members joined a rival
group, the Independent League for Science Fiction, md pmweceeded to torpedo it by propa-
gmda and group resignations.

So the comparison is not really as ludicrous as it sounds. This was European power
politics in a hatbox-—sacaled down, but still a politics of foree, deceit and treachery.
The same types emerged: the Booster; the Organiser, who frequently became the vwrecker,

lioskowitz himself, who first enters the story in Chapter XX, ig a booster. Although
he performed a minor miracle of orgenisation in 1938, when almost singlehanded he cobbled
together a ge club called New Fendom, to win sponsorship of the Nycon fmm the Michel -
ists, his central motive was not power, nor any fannish ideo logp, but simply the growth
and greatness of science fiction fandom. Nobody who didn't tae fandom wi th almost mani-
acal seriousness could ever have gone to the trouble to write this histoxy: moreover, the
S - o et e N tegt ‘o f the Organiser and Wred:er in fandom
.{is that vhen power wanes ad vreding palls,
he drops out. Moskowitz is still with us.

i And yet, when Moskowitz found bimsel f em-
“| broiled in a feud with Wollhein & Co., it

{ was impossible to distinguish one side from
A - the other bty the tactics they used,

] In 1938, the debate was being carried on
in the pages of Olon F.iiggins' mimeoed mag-
- azine,

Ta-hoth faeti & pgﬂhi nWRa

one nf‘ﬂ_ﬂihgrgd_ fi? ?5*'“ gg;ingl.gg!%&a
1ng- apokraman. o 1€ SAppesing préeuv., .o
the next number of The Sciepce Fiction

Fan, editcr Wigoina ~ade a'simgle direct
'staéement...; "Beginning with this issue
there will be no more material by Sam
Moakowitz in tbe pages of The Fanr.

Moskowitz gpes mm to mote that shortly
4 thereafter, Wiggins, who coveted the pres-
) idency of FAPA, was elerated to that post
< by a series of suden Futurian resignat-

ions; and he adds;

Mosirowitz hirself was stunncé ky the inpratitude and callnnsreas of
Wigoinst decision.

But this is only half the story. It appears on page 190; for the other half, we must
go back to page 128, where we find this:

At thie poirt Wigpins informed Moskowitz that hoth Vollheim and Lowndes had
"sent him long rebuttals of the "Renly tc Wollbeir,",.. Mnskowitz realized that
his opposition was rallying and that, given a 1little time, he might well be
‘smothered by its very volume., So he induced Wigpins to dr n the €fud ir The !
Fan* ?althongh it was tremendously interesting to readers » hoping that Wollheim
wonld finrd difficulty carrying on omtside its pages,

*Ee doesa't say hw; we are left to infer thet ¥icgine! devendence nc Moskowitz s Manuscript
Burean had ‘something to do with it, (dx)



It's the Se tember, 1938, issue of The Science Fiction Fan that Moskowitz is talking

about on page 190; it's the March, 1938, issue of the same magazine that he's talking ab—

out on the earlier page.

Moskowitz nowhere connects the two inciaents nor acknowledges his own equal ailpabil-

"jty. This is the moral failure of his books in spite of an attempt, and I think an honest

one, to write impartially, Moskowitz demonstrates that he's leamed nothing from his own
careful record-keeping.

The chapters on the Nycon and the celebrated Exclusion Act are the culmination of Mos-

kowitz's story, and the most exciting; best written part of the book. But what emerges

from this account, pretty clearly, is that the Futurians bluffed Moskowitz & Co. into ex—.

cluding them from the Convention, with the object of making martyrs of themselves and =0
discrediting New Fandom.

Was this underhanded? Yes, indeed. Were Moskowitz and his associates more open in theix

dealings? The record does not show it. '
All the sames

This is a monmumental work, fit toiput beside the Checklist and the Index. In spite of
the author's comic pomposity ("There is little aveilable infomation on Bloomer the mam.
his innumerable misspellings and grammatical errors, his remarkable talent for the mixed
metaphor ("an article no intelligent mind could stomach'; "to furmel new faces into fen-
dom") and his healthy admiration for himself---or perhaps partly because of them-—-he
tells an engrossing story, livelier than 99% of mundane history, and most novels.

Anyone who takes fandom seriously-—-even if mot quite as seriously as the author does

———will find The Immortal Stomm an invaluable sourcebooks; & mine of odd information (fmm

the origin of TWS's column title, "The Fther Vibrates," to the care and hard-feeding of
professionals); and sbove all, fascinating fammish reading.

(Ctd. overleaf)
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ENTERPRISE 2115, by Charles Grey. London: Merit Beoks, pap erbound, 2/-.

This curious item has a garish Von Braun spaceship on the cover, and about every cliché€
of science fiction that I ever heard of inside.

Curt Rosslyn is trgpped in the first marmed space mcket when 2 relay fails and the
rocket heads out past the Moon, jus. like in Rocketship XM. The manual controls, by an
oversight, appear to have been put just out of reach, even though Rosslyn cuts himself
to lubricateohis skin with his own blood, and so on at some length--a nice bit of Grand-
Guignolism (for the sadistbc American market?). Anyhow, the automatic pilot finally puts
the ship into an orbit, splitting it open in the process; Rosslyn's body is preserved
uncorrupted, just like Professor Jameson's, until the year 2210 (no, don't ask me wh #&re
Enterprise 2115 comes in), vhen some Martian colonists pick him up and revive him an the
way home to new assignments on Earth.

Meanvhile, it appears, Rosslyn's old friend Comain, who built the Moon ship, has al=o
built a giant omputer; and the matriarchy which now rules Earth is using it to predict
every least little thing that's going to happen.

Well, sir, those cosmic rays can do anything. Rosslyn, besides being en unknown fac-
tor to the machine, turms out to be able to control roulette wheels andrthe fall of dice.
This upsets the machine's predictions, which is fl ne for Rosslyn's Martian friends, be-
cause they want to force the Matriarch to send them back t Hars.

And so on.... The story picks up briefly twice towards the end, once during a hair-
raising (and irrelevant) climb up the side of a building, and once wien it tumms out
the Matriarch is being such a bitch because the machine has predicted her death. The
test of it is 10% tepid idea and 90% action of the most primitive variety, just like the
old Planet Stories, only less literate. The characters are all cardboard citouts vho
talk like a bad translation: "Listen to me, o0ld woman. Listen and learn. I could wreck
your civilisation. I alone'!...."

In spite of everything, it has a kind of cockgyed adolescent appeal-—it's bad, but
not by any means hopeless.

What do you want for two shillings---Heinlein?

THE TRANSFANFUND | Rust In Peace, ctd. from p.12)

State of the Fund at 5th March 1955 I am writing this in bed, recovering from
Carried OVer.ecosececoscseencc&f0s 52 7 pneumonia. The only pleasant recollection
IO NYMIROTTICB. o aioti¥e o cho| o oloiodos aiolohe 50, () I have of the event is that Bob's bike
RN N SN 2 oke fale | cholalore s a0 5 a0 2: 6 now lies strewn over the fields between
Gregg Calkins (per Ethel Lindsay) 5: O Shaw's Bridge and my home.
WErmAISHCOWEN te axs oxoofelerelee ol o bt Ao 2: 6 ) ;

: th until I meet

geling G o >per Anon. ,Glasgow e i Sh&\%l ?nagal:i{jfpmg "R
Gregg Calkins) ¥ Y SR ©
Dean Grennell (per A.Mercer)..... 2: O It is filled with lead shot.
506 E5s IS SR 6 - O e 0 L At A 580
ISFCC (per Tony Glymn)....ecesees » 5: 0
IDallelR Ot SR NS . s Ay k- 9/ IA0)
Jtopegd JREPBIIGOEIE - o) B s o TS 73 ©

Total in sterling.....£72:16: 7
By Don Ford; in dollars £423 03 O

GRAND TOTAL £114:16: 7

to Don Ford, 129 Maple Ave,, Sharonville,

|
|
U.S. fans should send their contributions |
Ohio, Help fandom's best cause. !
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I ONCE HE4ARD somebody remark that fans, with their long familiarity with all shapes &
sizes of bems, would be in much better contml of themselves in an enmunter with e.t.
monsters than would the ordinary man in the street. The same would apply, of course,
to ghosts and all other hair-raising phenomena. Personally, I don't knew. I wander
what would happen if a bunch of ordinary fans, retuming from a Convention, were forc-
ed to spend the night in.......

" o
.......

W, TR gt s B .-"t:,..' oAt o0 T A R et 605,

he storm-driven rain that was lashing the tiny car drumed so loudly mm its roof

Gﬁ‘ that conversation was almost impossible for its five occupmts. "We shomld nev—

¥A%s), er have tried to drive home from the conventian to Bridgetown," shouted the
¥ driver, ENF Harry luggins. "I don't think the old car will make ol

Even as he spoke the engine spluttered ond died.

"What did I tell you," Muggins cried plaintively.

"&h shoddup!" shouted Theodore lMcGee, the other RNF of the Bridgetown Astronautic-
al and Egoboo Hunters' Club. "If you had been watching the road instead of sitting
there spouting background we might have made it,"
~ "This is mo time for one of your arguments," interrupted Hubert, the neoest fan of
the group. "This roof is leaking. Let's run over to that old house for shelter." There
was & pause-while the suggestion sank in and then, with raincoats flapping and after-
Con eyeballs gleaming redly in the darkmess, they dashed for the house which could be
dimly seen at the bottom of a wildly unkempt garden. McGee, who had once stared at
John Berry's house, paused for a second, looked around him, shook his head and mutter-
ed, "Couldn't be. He's still in Ireland."

The five arrived in the porch of the house in a fairly: éompact bunch, the two girls
bringing up the rear with the luggage.

"My feet are sozked," moaned aggins dismally.

"That's what you get for wearing decrepit shoes," said McGee.

"They are not," retorted Muggins. "They're leather." He burst into loud peals of
laughter vhich terminated rather abruptly as the rotting, leprous door to the house
swung open, noisily, of its own accord. The interior thus rerealed proved to be as
dark and forbidding ag a dusty spider-infested tomb.

Rubert poked his head inside, sniffed, listened, armd said; "Maybe the car would be
all right after al}, En? Let's go back to the nice car. What could be nicer than to
curl wp in a comfy seat, pillow your head on a soft downy luxurious steering-wheel, y

tl



and drift off into refreshing slumber lulled by the musical trickling of oil in the
sump and the dreamy, peaceful tinkle of creaking springs? How about it? Eh?

For an answer lcGee, who had a local standing 2s a pro writer because he had once
received a written note instead of a printed rejection slip, brushed him aside and
stamped into the hall, "ihat atmosphere," he exulted. "I can use this. It's the sort of
place writers need." "y

"Yes," agreed Molly Millikan, "but the rest of us aren't dead yet." Heedlessly licGee
went on into the room that opened on their left; only giving uwp the noigy stamping gait
he faroured when his right foot went through the rotting boards three times. The rest
of the grour followed.

Mugging, who hadn't been satisfied with the reception given to his last pun, skirted
the freshly made holes in the floor and seid, "You must have leather soles, enyway——-
you couldn't have dane this if you had crept." He imnediately went into violent parox-
ysms of lamghter and the others stood patiently with their faces averted until he was
back to normmal. Somebody lit a patent pen-flashlight,

i They were in a large, high-ceilinged room, bare of fumiture and with an old fire-
place at the opposite end. liolly and her twin sister Milly earried the luggage over o
this and sat themn down,

"The fire's out," Muggins pointed out sarcastically, rather embittered by the fate
of his puns. Hubert went back to the door amd hauled up an amful of floorboards from
where McGee had gone through and, with the 2id of a fearsome gas-lighter he had bought
from a Bradford fan, managed to get a fire blazing,

When they were seated on suitcases around the fireplace, with the warmth playing
Tuddily on their sensitive famish faces, flasks of vhisgkey and hot coffee smttling,
end the storm raging impotently outside, things began to look a lot better. Seanies
were produced and domnned, laughs were raised for Muggins' Jjokes, digarettes glowed and
the spirit of the Convention was recaptured. licGee suddenly shouted; "Let's produce a
one-shot! To commemorate this event.,"

There were groans and moans but, somehow, the time was ripe. In 2 few mimmtes McGee's
Empire aristecrat was uncovered and the hekto kit dig out of one of the cases and the
gearch for a title was begun.

"How about 'The Morgue the Merrier'?"

"N&h!"

""'"The Spook of Ptath'?"

"Byaaaagghhhhht "

"4ll x ght--no need to be o uncouth."

"How about 'The Propellor On My Beanie Tickles My £rmpit'? Get it? Dacd aubtle, that."
"Not bad---too subtle though. Hey! Vihere's Hubert?"

They suddenly realised that Hubert's larky frame was no longer crouched over the
fire, "Oh my Ghod," moaned McGee, tuming pale, "He's vanished. Something!'s happened
to him, Let's search for him. See him? No, Neither do I. Oh well, we loaked. Let's go
back out to the car." He had just finished his speech, which lasted all of two seconds,
when footsteps were heard in the hall and Hubert appeared throwh the doorwey carrying
more firewood.

Unconscious of the general sign of relief, Hubert waved brightly and said, "I went
down to the cellar to seeif I could find some stray lumps of eo2l. Therc wes mone, but
I got these sticks. Might have got same mushrooms too, "

"Hngghhh?" said Muggins.

2 "Mushrooms, " explained Hubert patiently. "The things that toads don't sit on. Vhoever
) (Ctd. on p.2%)
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11068 THOUBLE

I think it is about time that Fandom heard dbout tea-time at Oblique House Unfortunately
I have had no other experience of famish groups and therefare am not really in a position
to state whether the facts I am about to reveal are unique. I like to think so—in fact I
will go so far as to say I shall be disappointed if I discover otherwise.
: But bgfore launching you into the fray, as it were, I must ask you to bear in mind three
important points:-
1. B(i)‘b has)a revenous appetite, and a titanic thirst. (Maybe tlhis is not news to some
of you.
2. Our fanac room at Oblique House is on the third floor.
3. We are a very congenial group.
OK? :
Well, read on.

'l’he.usual procedure is to have a couple of games of ghoodminton before tea, but it was
someé %time befere I was able to deduce from Bob's temporary loss of form that tea was imm-
inent, Ygu know, he can tell instinetively when Madeleine, with laden tray, hes her foot
on tbe ﬁ.I‘SF of the 45 steps; three flights below. His play slackens off considerably, his
nostnlg twiteh, and he suddenly leaps to the door, opening it wildly to revcal lMadeleine
staggering along several paces away from the threshold.

Madeleine lays the tray on the table, as far awgy as possible from where she presumes
Bob will sit. Everyone clse grabs chairs, scrapes than along the floor; and surrounds the
table laid with good things. Mecanwhile, Madelcine brings into play her clever gZambit for
forestalling Bob's appetite, thereby moking sure sufficient foodstuffs arc left for the
rest of us. This is what she does. She lifts The TEAPOT (more zbout this loter) and pours
everyone's tea except Bob's. Then she says to Bob:

"viould you get some hot water from the kitchen?"

Now this is the cunning pa.rt.’_ Bob realises that he must get the water if he wants tea,
which he does. He also knows that during his absence eager hands will grab half the cakes;
in other words, his,share.

This is his solution: follow it carefully. -

The firstthing he does is . to half-rise from the table. & es flashing amgrily. He gives
everyone in turn a grimace, then stands up. He carefully rounts all the cakes, sandwi ches,
scones etec, also noting the positions of the respective plates. Satisfied, he flexes his
not inconsiderable muscles, strains, and manages to 1lift The TEAPOT. He staggers beckwards
towards the door, takes a deep breath, and disappears. 4s far as we know, he leaps down
from landing to landing, and his dexterity in the kitchen must approach supersonic prop-
ortions, because pe ple who have actually beecn in thekitchen at the time say that 2ll they
witness are two flashes, one coming in and onc going out. : _ 9’



Ve upsteirs, smiling mugly, have just rcached forward to select our choice whan Bob ma-
terialises in front of us, He levers rhe TEAPOT onto the table, wllepses in o chair; mops
his brow end grins.

"Sorry I was delgyed," he says.

* Now this is a slight exaggeration, because I have been keeping a careful watch on the
clock (sorry) and his total Sbsence amounts to 15.6 seconds, Not bad. Not bad at all,

One dagy for a Joke Madeleine locked 211 the doors, before esking him to get the hot wat-
er. His time was 15.7 seconds. Walt di smisses the episode with a shrg,

"I've 2lways had a hankering for carpenty," he says philosophically,

‘Now for The TEAPOT, or to be perfectly accurate, TEAPOTS, because I mmust mention Mks. I,
Eleanad ITT,

The firgt, k.1 (n2tch) was an orthodox sort of teapot, which was its miin foiling., It
was thus rapidly replaced by Mc,II, This was a smashing affeir, as far as I know, it was
originally an electric boiler (vhich exnlains the thermostat,) The trouble vas, although it
provided an adequate quantity of tea, it was too ungainly to manage poperly, amd ita eap-
acity didn't allow for disposing of Eob for those few vital seconds. Mk,II wes accordingly
relegated to the more wpretentious duty of being 2 rain butt at the WVillis back door,

The carrent Mk.ITI then made its appearmce. Madeleine saw it in a shop wirdow one day
(there was room for nothing else), purchased it, and hired & lorry to bring it up to Oblique
House. I wouldn't g so far as to say that Mx,IIT is big, but even Welt seys it would need
& tent to make a cosy for it, It's roughly the shape (and size) of a magnetic mine, and its
colour is dun brown (ah). But don't let its size put you off; the material of which it is
constructed (some sort of non-porous clay) is about six inhes thick, vhich means that Mk,
IIl's capacity isn't as much as youwould consider, I dan't want you to get the impression
that it ig heavy, but you need both hands to tzke the lid off,

But to get back to the informal meal, After every last crumb has been removed, the con-
Versation starts, I only wish I could do shorthand. I would be able to copy dow enough
quotes, interlineations, ete, to keep fandom going for years. However I am not. going to
give you an example of the ey o Bl e P
backchat. It wouldn't be \
right., after all, I want to
write other articles, and
the few notes I have taken
will come in useful to me la-
ter on, Sorxry.

after the conversation has
been exhausted, we wait anx-
iously vhile Bob finishes off|
the tea, That boy can absorb
liquid. I don't ag yet know
his alecoholic capacity, but
Judging from his tea,-drj.nking
abilities I am not too keen |®
to find out by bitter exper-
ience. (Explain that to the
rest of them, you drinking
men. )

Finally, Mk,III is empty.

is is where the battle of © it b S i frriciin :
wi?suionm!mces (which, as Jemes remarked, puts me at a disadvantage). You cm sce vhy. Some-

one has to take all the crockery, and Mk, III, dovnstairs, Down threc flights. Forty-five
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steps. Bob has done his bit--in any case he is afraid to move, in case tea pours out of

his ears. Then James is......hey, what are you looking at me for? I carsied it ~ll down.
last week. I can't manage The TEAPOT too, demnit, play the game. Hey, don't pinch my bat,
lindeleine, I'11l be up soon. Crikey.

i
D peges

IN 4N OUTCROPPING OF THE MOUNTAINS OF LiOURNE
a steam rises, 4s it flows downwerds it is
joined by other amall streams, until event-
ually, as it reaches the green fields of
mid County Down, it is 2 fair sized river.
The river Lagen. It flows serenely along in
a northerly direction, and a few miles fram
Belfast it swings west and forms the bound-
ary of Counties Dovn and .ntrim. &bout six
miles from the centre of Belfast the river
passes along a lovely stretch of rural coun-
tryside, 4t this point is a bridge. It is G o iﬂ :
known as Shaw's Bridge. It is famous. Chuck R > & <.
Harris has been there.

But it 2lso holds a grim secret. wWoc that I ever became o conspiretor in the dreadful
happenings I am about to relate. I will never forget that dirty night vhen....wvait, I want
to tell you everything. I want you to get the following events in the proper perspective.

It all started one night in Oblique House. We were discussing Zob Shawvts bicycle....

"But what I went to lmow is, what holds it together?" asked James for the third time
in rather a mystified voice.

"String," I answered. "I know. Once I asked Bob for the loan of his pump, and when he
untied it, the front wheel fell off."

BoSh half rose from his chair in anger,

"I deny my front vheel was fixed to the frame with string. That is en unfounded exagg-
erction. The back wheel, maybe. But not the front wheel."

He sat down again, his lower lip puffed out in indignation. He pushed & full teapot
awey, & danger signal. 4 hush fell over us.

He spoke softly enough, but his eyes glared accusingly.

"I'm‘ Just about getting fed up with people casting aspersions on iy bike, just cos I
paid 3/6 for it 13 years ago," he said. He pointed an aggressive finger towards us, "It's
as good as the day I got it. The dustman said it was a bargein, "

"Thet alters things," said Walt, "If your bike is as old as that, isn't it time it was
laid tol rest? After 211, the machine has suffered enough physical hardship cll these years
without considering the mental anguish it must have endured.
m"l"agree," seid James, "and I suggest we ceremoniously flimg it on the ncorest rubbish

P,

"No, oh no," sobbed Bob. "Not fling my bike on & rubbish dump. If it must go, it must
-—-but let it g in the best fannish tradition."

walt suddenly snapped his fingers. '

"I have it," he shouted. "Let's cll g to Shaw's Bridge, and dump the bike in the Lagen
somewhere nearby. I will campose a short serrice to deliver as we line the towpath, and
Bob can toke the Wike on its last triumphant joumey to the bed of the river. what do you
say, Bob?" - ‘H*



Sob's eyes began to light up. LEe looked at Walt with a new respect.

"Yes, I like it," he sighed. "The bike is worshy of it. You know, I often thirk how
clever it was of them to dedicate that bridge t. me befure I was born. Xinda symbolic, "

We all nodded.

"How about next Tuesday night?'" asked RG.

"Yes, that will do," said Walt., "Dress is...er, lat me see...raincoat ad gumboots,
No flowers, tut if you care to bring alang a few cang of lubrication to pour on the
water, that's QOK,"

It was a moonlight night. I don't live too far from Shaw's bridge, = I qycled over.
I arrived on time, and saw a car parked under a row of trees. I lemed ny bike against
the river bank and sidled over,

Everyone was there except Bob.

"Where is he?" I queried,

"He said he would ride over, as a last bken of respect. He should be here soon,"
said Sadie,

Ten mimites later, a hrrible squeaky nnise issued fiom the Bel fast direction. We
exchanged knowing glances. Fifteen minmutes later he arrived, and stopped by the simple
expedient of kicking away the back vheel, Fausing only tc re-adjust the back wheel; he
Jerked spasmodically towards us. (I formmt tell you the bike hed o saddle, )

"Well, this is it," he gaigd simply. "Let's get it over with,"

"OK," said Walt, "fire the salve, James,"

James di sappeared behind the trees and, seconds later, 13 mdkets blasted to the
heavens, one for each year of the bike's co-existence with Eob,

It was a great moment---symbolic, as Beb had said,

Then Bob came to me. The rest »f them tumed away,

"This is for you, John," he sniffed. "It's mot mich, tut I know you will treasure
it.li

He handed me the pump. I put it in my pocket. I didn't s8y a wrd. He knew how I
felt.,

We lined the towpath., Walt, Sadie, R, Gsy Madeleine, me, James, Peggy and Bob.

"When I've finished the short address,'" said Walt, "I want you all to nm the first
few bars of Dragnet, That will be the signal for Bob to ride the bike into the vater,
te its final resting place,"

After a few moments silence, Walt read the add ress, )

Meososoand o, Roscoe," he mncluded, "we agk that this long-suffering velocipede
shall rest content in the shadow of Shaw's Bridge, until mst has finally merged it
with its parent earth,"

"That won't be long," sameone muttered. Honestly, =ome people have no Trespect for a
service of dedication.

"OK folks," said Welt, solamnly, "Dragnet, "

4s we hummed the opening bers, Bob picked up the bike from the bank, and slowly
rode into the middle of the river, gradually disappearing wntil only a trail of bubbles
showed where the bike had finally finished its labours. For a moment we began to think
that Bob had taken it too seriously and gone down with his bike, ut 2 few seconds later
he appeared on the surface and swam to the bank. We wrapped him in blenkets and hurried
him to the car. They all piled in, and drove away hurriedly, shouting 'Goodnight' to me.

I was deeply touched with the real life drama of the whole episode. You know what I
mean. It was truly fannish; somehow.

I pulled my bike from the bank, ran down the read for a few yards, and vaulted onto
the saddle. You've dne it yourself,

I shrieked aloud in toment. I had landed on a perpendi cular piece of metal tubing.
1he hair rose on the back of my head. I got off the bike, rushed back to the ridge,
and discovered I still had the handlebars in my hand,

I thumped my fists against the parapect,

"You fool, Shaw," I shouted. "You fool!" (Ctd. at foot of p.6)



- v N\ # FTL, on the etymology of a Familiar Fannish
<j—\ (::;;) 10 Expression.
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An insert of reprinted material DEFINING THE UNDEFINABLE
from fanzines of the past. In- "A fugghead," says
tended for inclusion in HYPHEN, Art Rapp, "is someone who disagrees with FTL."
published by Walt Willis, of 170 j ’ '3 ) I
Upper Newtonards Road, Belfast, Like most othe? extreme simplifications, this
Northern Ireland. This install- Statement is simply not true. In order to
ment is selected and stencilled SPike misconceptions like this, I guess I'll
by R. Dean Bergeron and Dean A. have to take a crack at defining the word "fugg-
Grennell. Caveat lector, y'all! head."

In the first place, fugghead is not the word,
but a bowdlerisation. The real word is derived in equal parts from respectable
English and not-so-respectable fnglo-Saxon, and is written with two g's merely as
a bow to the USPOD. Nor is it an invention of mine known only in the microcosmos.
Fugghead, as I'll continue to spell it, is a term in every day use by thousands
upon thousands of people in Southern California. Since it seems not to be known
in many parts of the country (I never heard it myself until I came to LA) it is
probably one of our local colloquialisms.

The definition I'm so wordily trying to bat out may not hold for everyone, but
applies to the word chiefly as used by Burbee, Laney, and others of the Insurgent
Element (fandom's only vital group).

A1l of us, great and small, say and do innumerable fuggheaded things. A person

may legitimately be termed a fugghead only when his deeds of fuggheadedness over-
shadow the rest of his life.

This term fuggheadedness is a blanket word, covering multitudes of things.
Willful avoidance of known fact. Taking oneself too seriously. Analyses of situa-
tions which leave out of account the chief factors therein. Loss or lack of per-
spective; failure in evaluating the relative importance of things. Simple or com-
pound stupidity and its manifestations. "Crackpottism" generally. Individuals or
groups posing as that which they are not. Such failings as "mom-ism" and other
prime targets of Philip Wylie. Extreme lack of foresight. Absence of critical
Judgement. Ascribing properties to things or people or abstractions that lack

those properties. All these and many other analogous things are acts of fugghead-
edness.

Who can read that list and not see himself on it? Wao has not been guilty of
fuggheadedness?

Speaking of fuggheadedness, not the least of my own sins along this line has
been the attempt to define the term itself. This ai1-icls shows what I mean.

O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+C+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O
Above quotation from FAN-DANGO #24 (circa Winter '49-150) is by F. Towner Laney

bloody beer-chillers

Juffus the Grammarian on a point of order:
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Just then I glanced toward the swinging doors, off on the other side of the
room, and saw Battal coming in at the head of a squad of ISP men. Roberts saw it

at the same time. "Uh oh," he said, "I was afraid of this. Have they seen us
yet"



& Continuing with Speer, as he teaches his Grammer to suck eggs +)
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"Yes, they're heading strate toward us. If we try to get the prince away now,
they'll call on bystanders to stop us. Speer, start a riot."

Speer leaped atop
the table and turned loose his hundred-decibel bellow: "What part of speech is
'more' in 'That's more like it'?"

A young fellow at a nearby table immediately
spoke up: "An adjective, of course."
A man in aristocratic colors sneered at him.
"That's the kind of a blurt we should expect of a young cub. 'More' is an adverb,
obviously."
"Oh, yaeh?" called a miner leaning against the bar. "What verb, adjec-
tive, or other adverb does it modify?"
"!'js!, obviously," said a man standing di-
rectly in Battal's path and loosening his pistol in its holster.

There began a con-
certed rush for the VWebster's Interplanetary which was lying on one end of the
bar. A slitely drunk fellow stood up and said, "'more' izh a sub-stant-ive, tak-
ing the place of a noun tacit." An adverbist threw a glass of marska in his face,
and found himself confronted by a less alcoholled friend of the substantivist.

Someone had grabbed the public address system microfone and was droning into
it, "Adverbs modify verbs, adjectives, and other adverbs; adverbs modify verbs,
adjectives, and". The Interplanetary sailed thru the air toward him but struck
an ISP man instead. The cops had been fidgeting as they came across the smoke-
filled room, as tho anxious to take a hand and quell the disturbance. At this
injury to one of their number, Battal lost control of them completely.

"OK, Rob-
erts, take the prince and slip out the back way. Speer and I will be along in a
minute," I said. "Whew! It was touch and go there for a minute; I was afraid
they wouldn't get to fiting in time." As we turned to leave, several new factions,
including particlists, conjunctionists, and even some who believed "more" was a
preposition, were joining the melee, and Battal was nowhere to be seen. Gad, it

was a madhouse. And according to the papers next morning, that was only the
beginning.
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Above by John Bristol Speer in SUSTAINING PROGRAM, Sum/Fall '43. All strictly sic

"Don't forget to cut for smaller pages...and black ink!"

The Pong called Hoy Ping, on faneditorial nostalgia and other things:
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One of our fondest habits these days is to sink into the battered old
rocker behind the kitchen stove, perch the two grandchildren upon the editorial
knee, and reminisce of the early days when LeZ first arose from an unsuspected
grave, and Moskowitz had not yet become our sparring pardner. As the old timers
know (i.e., those who bit on the first issue) LeZ came to life as a free supple-
ment to Taurasi's Fantasy News, back in the days when it still sold news. Decem-
ber 1938. We sincerely thank Jimmy Taurasi for our start. He supplied a ready
circulation figure it would have taken us months to build. More like a vampire
than a zombie we stuck to Fanny for eight issues, spread over a period of months;
—eight long issues while readers howled in agony and FN subscribers cancelled




Vampires don't stick to Fannies, Tuck—you're thinking of leeches. (Continued)
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their subscriptions in protest of us. Until at last we stood aside on our own
wobbly feet, and sprouted...just sprouted. LeZ became independant with its tenth
issue. On the cover of that issue eppeared a picture of Ted Carnell—a picture
mimgographed on—-not printed or pasted. We were the first fanmag to mimeograph

a photo. JW Campbell was so amazed he thought we should patent the idea. Any-
way, we gave a Tarzanie ery, then, that was heard all the way to Newark. At

least, we have been given to understand that certain sections of New Jersey resent-
ed most rudely the noise we made, and are still making. 4nd so, "down the corri-

dor of time" we pledded along, kicked every now and then by an ant, annoyed at our
slowness.

It has been said by pro editors that they put their hearts into their work., I
don't quite believe this. 4 pro editor may put his head into his work because it
is his livlihood. 4nd prebably his liver, because it is also his bitterest pill,
I believe only the fan editor sinks his heart into his work——his fan magazine.

Sitting alone in a quiet house late at night, thumbing battered old copies,
something of this heart comes to the surface of the page, and the memory of the
fan editor. It is a sentimental feeling those who have never edited or published
a fanmag will never possess, and a feeling which the fan who has, cannot hope to
make clear to the fan who hasn't. Perhaps it can be likened to the miser poring
over figures in a musty, faded bankbook, or an elderly playboy thoughtfully search.
ing the names and phone numbers in his little red book, searching for something
that will bring back his memories of yesterday. Yes, that bit of the fan editor's
heart comes out again, and it is tinged with sentiment.

The fan editor sits quietly, thumbing the pages, the issues....thumbing....
thumbing....reading....dwelling in memory. Of the time when he typed that, when
he saw this, when he printed those. He rereads items; of the little nitwit who
once tried to disprove the laws of gravity by forcing a car up a phone pole, of
the campaign carried on to replace a favorite editor on a Job held so long (only
to find that the editor didn't want ‘he blamed Jobt), of the ugly rumors that
blossomed into full scandal, of the wonderful intentions that backfired and blis-
tered fandom, of many many things that now bring a chuckle, a grim smile, or even
a sneer.

These and other things a fan editor dwells upon as he thumbs his back-issues.
The other things mustn't be forgotten, because they too are a part of the history
of those back-issues. Tae far editor runs thru the names on his subscription
list, some names that are still there, other names that boredly vanished, and then
two names pop up, and the fan-ed bogs down again in mental stillness. Two names.
Names that don't have owners any lcnger. One has traded his name for a number and
rots in jail. The other has no use for a name....but it is tacked to his tombstone.

But this is 1941, isn't it? We mustn't look backwards, must we? No, that is
only for dry-minded historians. We are but addle-headed fans, We publish little
Journals filled with idle gossip. The pro editors put their hearts in their work,
sweating real blood to give us thrilling science fiction. We are only the public
that consumes it. And this is 1941.

Where do we go from here? __Bob Tucker 1-5-41
O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O+O
Above from editorial, LE ZOMBIE #36 (January 1941)

First Fandom is NOT dead! i BT




Faster, and yet faster whirls the chronodyne-and-the-years reverse, - grudgingly.
Backward we go, farther...farther. Back through fifteen weary, history-bulging
years to a point on the south end of 1939—-December, to be specific. Qur time
machine floats gently down in the little town of Hood River, Oregon, and we in-
vest a dime for a copy of the most superbly hectographed publication that fan-
dom has ever seen. Leafing through it, we find a poem by the editor:
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THE ROCKET

You may say what you choose about tight-fitting shoes
And sharp cockle-burrs in the pocket;

But for sheer lack of comfort you must give its dues
To the torture-machine called a rocket.

If persistent and clear there's a noise in your ear,
Till you'd much rather get out and walk it,

That is only the jet-motor, back in the rear——
They call it the Song of the Rocket.

They consider it fair to announce, 'No more air!
We must all hold our breaths till we dock it:'
And if you protest they'll say, 'What do you care?

It's all for the fame of the Rocketl'

hnd as for the hold, with meats old and cold
And tinned beans and biscuit they stock it.

When you ask for a steak without quite so much mold,
They say, 'Must conserve space on a Rocket!'

When I get my release, if I'm all in one piece,
I shall take my space-license and hock 1it.

And then I shall look, with a club and a kris
For the man who invented the rocket.

(G And therel's a sample of a e

lost art, called: 4 beardmutterings .1

TAMADATSYINTHEDELLALLTDOALL
DAYLONGISSITINTHESUNTHESUN
SHINESDOVNONMEANDTHEBIRDS
SINGANDTHECRICKETSCREAKAND
THEWINDSBLOGODIMBORED _dfk
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Both of the above are from SNIDE #1, and they appear here through the courtesy of
Bob Silverberg who loaned us his treasured copy for the purpose of quoting. What
was the editor's name? Oh yeah— Damon F. Knight...p'raps you've heard of him???

“_Tﬁiléggh:émgg agé«ﬁis brother Fori

Let's bust a precedent—here's an item from a future fanzine—GRUE #23:
Little Willie, with a siphon,
Stole gas from car of ed of HYPHEN,
Made cocktail a la Molotov,
18 December 1954 Blew Oblique House's attic off. ¢ Nyaah, Walt! --dag+)




C§:> Offered the choice of reading science-fiction
X or writing a column I would unhesitatingly P
plump for the former. And, it is obvious that
the column could be completed so much quicker |
if the lines were short; but the trouble with
"-" is that the lines are pretty long, -- or at
least long. So I asked Walter (whose name app-;
ears on the inside front cover in the very same
paragraph as my own) if it would be all right
to do an occasional column in poetry. (He's averse to
poetry as a rule.)
"Umm, yes," Walter faltered, "but it must at least be
up to Wansborough's standard. You wouldn't like to
think people laughed at "-", would you?"
"QX," I said, ignoring his wince of pain, "I'll do a
ﬁd\ poem all in short lines, and then it will only take me
\( half as long."
"Right!" he said,"and we'll print it in double columns!
But, my trouble with poetry is that I start out with
the intention of doing a serious, constructive, noble
epic, fragrant with Romance ((or something)), full of
; exciting action, and redolent with the awesome grande
}”r of deep space. 0Oh yesy......but it finished like thls
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[) Ten days ago he'd left his base, r§

Now here he was in outer spase, 5

Safe, at the end of a long, hard chase; ]

And with one prisoner, a real tough case -- i

These two alone of the human rase: s

g(:: There was, however, one saving grase:- f%
: C:) They were not troubled by rats or mase. 2
il (World Copyright reversed) g

o

LJ You see how it is? ;ﬁ

f\4 So, I asked a friend of mine who scribbles verses b

F\J but does not read science-fiction, to do a serious 3

poem, with both short and long lines (nyaaah, Willis).

And, sure enough, she did a real serious piece with 5%

beautifully turgid lines, some of them short, and some b

long. I gave it to Walter, who said it was very good

indeed, but not exactly - not precisely - the kind.of

thing he had in mind for "-". So I sent it to Chuck |
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