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STOP DUPER

Congratulations James, -- it's a human being:

Ard, better still, a genuine girl-
type human being at that.

To James end Peggy Yhite, on Friday, 17th May in
Belfast Maternity Hospital, a daughter, Patricia. Madeleine phoned me on Satur-
day morning to tell me all about it. Original E.T.A. wns neerly a fortnight ago,
and I've becn holding this issue up so that I could tell you cbout it. It is a
fine fannish omen for the young lndy to start playing hell with the "-" 3deadline
cven before she arrives.
Yas, thank you, we have already mnde the jokes about "the slither of tiny

tentacles” and no, Good 0ld Ted Carnell is not entitled to 10K of the credit
this time.

P.S. Naw you'll know who the bod carrying the typer is in the front cover
cartoon. Arthur, mysclf, and Mr Statten all think that Vargo is a

more fannish name than Patricia, but we can't get Jomeas and Peggy to agree with
us.
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CHUCK HARRIS

Yes, here it is, the epitome of crifanac, the grossest with the mostest, a miracle
in phlorious blact and white, ¥Y™wEN “18, and kindly renew your sub if it has
expired hecause there is alwvays a chance of there being a #19 before the end of
the year. ™e are late, of course, -- but then, we are always late. 1I've been
busy with other stufr, (she got away, alas, intact and intacta) whilst “/alt has
been busy fourding a dynasty. NYOHFFN just didn't stand a chance against such
heady brands of mundaneness.

One or two of our most discerning readers (probably those with the cash subs),
will notice that there are no sidelines aml no T*T0 in this issue. The sidelines
had to be le’t out hecause my tyner has been beseiged by malevolent demons again,
anmi I couldn't risk forcing a triple-folded stencil amd backing-sheet under the
Dlaten in case it broke the matchstick that holds the carriage together and con-
stitutes our only defence against Ragnarok. TOTO was left out for two reasons:

1) Vargo Statten wouldn't allow me to reprint from Vol 1 No 3. amd 2) I haven't
any more paner or duplicating ink available.

TAFF. You got a voting form for this ycar's election with your last HYSHEN. If
you haven't filled it in yet, ycu should do so immediately or sooner. Aiglofen
should serd 2/6 or morc to H Ken Bulmer, 204 Wellmeadow Ri., Catford, Lomdon 3. E 6
and then serd the voting form direct to Don Fnrd, Box 19 T, RR#2, VWards Corner
Road, lovelamd, Onio, U.S.A. Voting closes in Junc, -- you haven't any time to
dawile. If you've lost your form, vote on a blank sheet of vaper. You have
three votcs, 1st, 2nd, and 3rd, choice of the candidates. We are voting for
Richard Frey nnd we hope that you will do so too. To give him the maximum votes
possible you should write "Eney" in cach soace as your selection for each vlace.
(Oomst Porgot to say that U.S. fans should send both money, -- minimum 50¢ -- and
their voting form direct to Don Ford. )

Anyvay, whoever you vote for is relatively unimportant, the act of voting is
what really mat‘cra. To my mind, TAFF is onc of those things that Justify the
enormous outlay of energy, time, and money that we put into fardom, and it would
break my heart to sece it all fall through because we were too apathetic to dig out
half a dollar ard sign our names to a form once every year. Ye've already voted:
we hope you hav: done so too....but there is still time if you haven't, as long as
you get your finger out anml do it now. And.....make it Bney if You can, please.

. BT (continued inside _bacover. )
HYPHEY #18. May 1957. Co-edited by Chuck Harris "Carolin" Iake Ave Reinham Zssex
Englerd and Walt Willis 170 Upper Newtowriards Road Belfast N. Trelami.
Art Riitor, Arthur Thomson 17 Brockham House Brockham Drive Iondon S.W. 2. Also
culpable, Madeleine Willis, John Berry, Bob Shaw, tha venerable Ceorge Charters
ard the incredible jomes white. This issue published by Chuck Harris.
Subseriptions 1/- or 15¢ a copy
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WILLIAM F. TEMPLE I R

ABOU™ ONE FLAT we inspectcd off Gower Strect, I hesitate to write. T feel as
horriblyv inndeacuate to cone as T did when I was told at school to exdlain the
Binomial Theorem. T just haven't got the right sort of mind. It isn't big
enough and it's suite non-mathematical. T™e deal with that affair one needs a
cosmic, all-cembracing mind, one that can step back and see everything as a
correlated whole.

To begin with, the flat wasn't a flat. Tt was upstairs, downstairs, in My
1ady's Chamber, take awvay the room you thought of first, divide the result by
tairty-three, imock twrice and ask for help. You might describe it as "living
quarters," except that it was in far smaller pieces than quarters. Tt didn't
seer humanly possible to chop up an abodc into so meny parts, and perhaps it
wasn't. Tpo roined that some vast disrupting fercc, at present unimewn te
Science, hrd been at work in that house.

Tt was o big house. It held a fair complement of neat, normnl, self-contain-
el flats. Scattered haphanzerd emong these were the fragments of the flat we'd
come to inspect, as though it had died the Death of a Thousard Cuts and the
executioner hadn't been particular about where he'd throvm the pieces.

M™ere was a careteker who showed us around. He'd had the job for forty years
but he wasn't sure of his way about the housec.

Tith some difficulty he found a vaeant room on the secomd floor.

"This is the main living-rocm," he said.

"It's not b24," said Ego. "Where's the rest of the flat?"

"T'11 make no bones about it," said the caretaker, amd naused.

™ell2"

"There's no good in dodging the issue," said the caretaker, ard hesitated.

I said "7ell?" this time.

"We might as well face facts," said the caretaker, and was lost for words.

M7el1?" said Vaurice.

"ILet's get down to brass tacks --

"Where's the rest of the flat?" howled Ego.

"I don't Imow," said the caretaker.

"You mean, it got away?" I said. :3



"0h, no, sir. It's in the house somewhere. But somcone took it to pieccea, you
see, a.n% -- well, somehox it was never Hut together again. We'll have to look
for it.

Soc we made the living rocm the base for our operations, organizing indepemd-
ent sallies from it and meking it our rendezvous every twenty minutes.

The firat twenty minutes drew a blank, exceot for a claim by Maurice: which
means it drew a blon%. He claimed to have found a vacant bedroom on the fourth
floor. But when he tock us there to see it he couldn't fimd it again.

We fourd him o plece of chalk and told him to mark the door with an "X" the
next time he ran aeross it.

I was the first to strike gold. I was prowling along a gallery in an out-
building at the back when T came to a doorway laced with cobwebs. I pulled

= o S e soeeco ke them down and called: "A11 right, you
m can come out now, Robert Bruce. They
have all gone."
S0 had he, it secmed. The kitch-

enctte bayord was cmpty, save for a

.. rusty gas-stove, some paper-lincd
'~ shelves, a multitude more of cobwebs,
end a couple of prehistoric wall
. paintings of angular antelope ard
' mammoths.
W I excavated, aml fourd the paper
1‘ 1] . on the shelves was a "TIMES" of 1892.
" It struck quite a modern note.

T brought the others to my find.
The caretaker admitted it was a gen-
uine part of the flat, amd congrat-
ulated me.

_ ; He observed that the floor could
- do with a sweeping.

Then Ego had a run of sheer luck and fourd two bedrooms in one go: the one
Maurice hed previously discovered, and another smzller enc. That left another
bedrocm amd the bathrocm to finmd. We set out on safari, and achieved nothing
but sore feet. Ve rested then in the living-room for a while. T thought that
up till now the caretaker hedn't shone at all, especially considering that, if
his statement was to be believed, he'd seen all the parts of the flat at one
time or znother, amd Y said so.

He said, unhappily: "I wra never very lucky at gambling. "

Ego recovered the chalk from Maurice, and on the floor drcw a chart of the
house as he saw it, and marked thereon the positions of the rooms we'd run to
esrth. That showed us the blank spnces on the map which we still had to beat.
We started out agein, seanrately, beating.

A quarter of an hour went by without my setting eyes on any of the others,
or upon anyone save a man with a suspicious nature who stuck his head roumd a
doorvay amd watched me very closely as I wandered up the corridor trying likely
doors. It became cmbarrassing. T was glad when 1'd finished sounding that
corridor.

Then T ran across Ego in a fifth-floor passage, and advanced with extended
hand.

"Dr. Livingstone, I presume?" T said, which I thought was very humorous.

But Ego only scowled ard said: "This is no time to be funny amd I'm glad
you realize it. Let's go back to the remdezvous."
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laurice =nd the caoreteker were already there, and ns Maurice was csleep T
suspectid thet he'd been there all the time. 3But the coretczker was aimost hop-
¥ing with excitement. UYc'd found tha remsining bedroom. It was on the top

oor. r

“Tt would be," I said, fecling that my tecs werce worn devn to stubs. "Ceme
on, linyrice.” T hed to prod him with my stubs to get him awake.

- surveyad thc missing bedreom ard it 4idn't take us long.

"Tt secmS-c-esssn acrehov: smaller," said the coretater. “"hore's soacthipns.-. °°
-1 where’s tha.firsolocz? "here uscd to be = fireplece. ‘xd the windew =---
there used to be tuo wwindows. T ean't sec why nnyone should went to shift a
<imdoir. 3

Neither cruld we. Ege =rd I took ancther look et the mutilated room ard de-
cided that this could be nuric:'s budroom. ‘s «e pointed cut, the air wes
distinctly purer at this' altituds, and na lMourice belicved in fresh air nnd old-
fashioned things like thrt........

Mourice said tnat was thoughtful of us, but.he didn't want to rob Ego of a
fine potentinl astroncmical obs:rvatory, fer there wias a fine view ef the sky
here .... or would be when the window vizg clenned.

Tgo srid he'd stemd doim in faveur of me, for it u=ss reclly o garrct, <here
T'q fcel quite at home writing, for ~11 struggling zuthers lived in gerrets.

it a loss, T lockod 2t the enreta¥er, who said hastily that the stairs were
too much for hir ot his age anrd, anyiay, it was pert of the flet ond must go
srith the flat.

"S5's the bathream part of the fl~t," T said, "ard where is it? It's all or
nothirg, so far as I'm concarned.”

So the great hunt for the bnthreom began. e never 433 fird it. I don't
beliceve it cver existed, amd snid ns much to the ecnretaker. He maintained that
he'q seen it 'rith his own eyes, and what was more, his father before him hrd
sezn it, clso with his ovm cyes. He distinctly reorembered the day he himself
h~d s22n it, f~r he'd just rcturned from the funeral of °

Te s2nrched th2 basement and even
the roof. T™no nenrest we comc to it
zras n wash-basin, with no apoerent o
ovmer, no plug, 2nd only cne tap, *-
falgely labelled "Yot“.

I sugrested: ™nybe that's the
bathrrem, and.y-~u've becn secing it
through th: rosy mist of the past?”

The earctaver said that his mem-
‘ory"wasn't thot bad.

Fgo had worked out = very vision-'
ery scheme-of living in that percent-
ape of the flat which hed becn uncov-
erod. It meant the rooms being lin:-
ed by private telephone, by wnich e
could arrange to mect in various
rooms by apopointment. It tras too afiy S
cemplex for Yaurice amd me, nnd we relected it. Besides, I 1n
~ bathreom, if only for the sake of appenrances.

Sn we n0ll tock our leave, thanking the cerctnker for nis trouble. : =

He said, "Not at a11," ----edding that it had been very interesting: nc
hedn't realiged before =hat a lot he had to take cnre of'. 5
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AUTHOR'S NOTE. I don't want any readers to think I am resorting to pornography.
Purnosely, to avoid any suggestion of this, I am asking Chuck to

refrain from submitting this Mss. to Arthur Thomson. The boy packs atmesphere
ard meaning into his illustrations as it is, amd I don't want to be the first to
entice Atom into illoing pornegraphic works. For ene thing, he'd be in even
greater demand than he is now.

No.

I just want to place on record a rather novel fannish idea. I need nardly
add that this article caters solely for the married fan, and others centemplat- _
ing marriage in the immediate future. To fen such as Bentclif<e amd Harris,
single though they are, this will probably be mcst ¢lementary......rejected by
them years ago. But, as I say, to the normal married fan who rega.rds Sex cpenly
ard without lincentiousness, this article is dedicated.

Tionest, it's smashing. :

JOHN' BERRY

™ this modern age “of hydrogen bombs, guided missiles, televisien, and BIPIED
there seems something obsolete in the basic primary ritual carried on in the
marital chamber. For generations now, man and woman have tripped hopefully up
the stairs, uniressed hurriedly and dived into the bed in a flurry »f sheets ard
blankets. This, to my way of thinkind; secms so ancient, so uninspired...scme-
thing is lacking....there is-no sense of originality displayed by the average
counle.

After giving the problem much thought, ard, incidentally, after carrying out
numerous experiments of my own, I have evolved a new technique which, besides
being truly fannish in spirit, also succeeds in awakening the shy, dormant spirit
of the female.
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Allow me to create a picture in your mind. Let us take a typical pair of :
married fen. The young, pretty wife is lying in bed, glancing impatiently at a
copy of MASQUE. Her husband, attired in a pair of bilious-coloured pyJjamas,
cleans his teeth, and opens ard closes his toes. He then gets into bed.

This, you will agree, is humdrum, boring, monotonous, -- enough to dampen the
ardour of the most delectable young femme.

But T have solved the problem.

Back again, once more, if you please, to the Bed.

The young wife is still reading MASQUE. The husbard has just cleaned his
teeth, and opened and closed his toes. BUT, following the Berry Dootrine, he
nNow does a seemingly strange thing. His wife looks up, a new sparkle appears in
her eyes, she gasps delightedly as she sees her lover's N&=X approach.

(Before T detail the exact movements, T would sugoest to fannish wives that
they stop here and turn immediately to the letter Colurn...... this technique is
far better if it comes as a ccmplete surprise.)

Now then, Men.

Do not approach the bed. Turn seductively in the oppcsite direction, and
CLIM5 ON TOP OF THE WVARDROBE.

(Technical YNote. TIf Your wardrobe is not equipped with castors, or similiar
small wheels, it is essentinl that these are fitted before following my teaching.
Nothing is more frustrating than having to turn around and clamber dovm the ward-
robe again. Besides being sheepishly insipid, one's wife is liable to be a
little bewildered. This actually happened to me in a preliminary experiment.)

Right. Now assuming that you are on top of your wardrobe, lie prostrate
across it, and place your feet firmly against the wall.

Now we come to the sidlful part of the technique. With a well-judged ahove
from both feet, propel the wardrobe towards the bed. Your wife will drop her
hands xith nleasure at this novel action, and, if you have made the necessary
calculations, your vehicle will reach maximum momentum AS IT SMACKS AGAINST TEE
BOTT(Y OF THE RED.

With a superb feeling of elation, you will f'y through the air and lamd beside ,
Yyour snmouse with a sugzestive thump. Zint

This approach is NEW, entirely PANIIISH, and absolutely BREATH-TAKING.

T find it unnecessary to make any remark upon lamding. "Here I am," or "I
better oil those springs temorrow," seems somewhat superflous. The woman will
be breathless but FASCINATED. (inless she studies psychiatry.)

-

Before starting active wardrobe Jumping, a few items should be checked ard
corrections mode if necessary. A survey of the floorbecards with the possiblity
of reinforcement, for instance. For the older fen, coming into the Charters
category, we would nct advise this technique. You are procbably past it anywsay.
However, should the urge strike you, it may be helpful to consider a pair of
steps or a lajder to assist in reaching the top of the wardrobe.

Remember, a seven foot high wardrobe with freely eiled castors can praovide
months cf novel maritel bliss.

Walter Willis was one of my earliest converts. His bedroom is much larger
than mine, amd I was able to suggest a refinement that I have not been able to
try myself. T advised Walt to measure the overall distance from the farthest
wall to the bed. This was 28 feet... I instructed him to purchase 18ft of strong
wire and fix one end to the well, erd the other to the back of the wardrobe. With 7
a controlled shove-off, Willis informs me that the abrupt halt when the wardrebe
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recches the end of the wire, is sufficient for him to glide the remaining dist-
ance to the bed. On numorous occasions vwhen he has felt frivolous, ¥alt has even
turned & double scmerscult cn route. st first he experienced a little difficulty
in fimding a werdrobe strong enough to withstand the sudden strain, but after his
seventh wardrcbe, he settled on ~» mnhogany Vietorian type'of adeaquate, rigid
construction. Anyone who wishes to emulate Willls, and who suffers frem the same
troruble, shouid not hesitatc te ccntact him. He gets his wardrebes wholesale.
e o ol

The only reelly dangerous hazard in wardrobe junping, (presuming one has a
fairly nirble wife), 1s the highly sprung bed. It is scmewhat ostentaticus to
sport a erash helmet, ard yet a full-blooded leap onto the bed from a2 well-oiled
wardrobe cen result in scvere bruising to the back of the head. Ianding ~n one's
wife sometimes acts as a cushiun, but she may feel scmewvhat put upen.

Additimnally, meke sure that the bad is placed cgaingt a wall. T still
shudder when I think of the Jrthur Themson Zpisode.....

I was staying with Srthur =nd his wife, Clive, and, for a small feé, initiated
them into this new Wey of ILife.

Unfortunntely, the weather was rather warm amd Jrthur had opened all the wind-
ovs, and, presumcbly to get what little fresh air there was about, he had moved
the bed under the windoev. This, in itself, waan't so bad, but it should be
torne in mird that BROCKHAM ROUSE is -~ large block of flats, amd, z2lthough the
Themsens are only an the sccord floor, that's plenty high enough when ycu're fly-
ing through the air in pyjamcs after having been entapulted forwvard from a self-
orepelled wardrobe.

Fortunately, it was quitc derk and Jirthur, with superb timing, grabbed a
curtain ns he soarcd over 2 disapnointed Clive, ard lamded safely on the main
road belew. After being asked the way to the ncarest mesque by a coloured gentl-
eman he re-entered the flat eager ard illing to try again.

L LTl I}

In conclusion, I suggest sand-popering the top of the wardrcbe. This will
not only assist tcke-eff. Practically speaking, the top of a wardrobe is not so
well polished =s the front amd sides, and a splinter may be easily contracted, -
--giving risc to thc dreaded venecrizl disecse (Medical terms cowrtesy of WAW). X,

James White, e veteran of many jumns, pridicts thet in yeers to eeme, it will
be = ccmmen sight to witness courting coupl:s werding parkvards, the male towing
nlohg o sturdy wardrobe.

Finally, T would like to suggest =n as yet untried developmert for the fan
who wishes to keep his :rife in an agony cf suspense for thosc few vital extra
sccomds. This entails fitting guidc 1r2ils so that the husband ean truimphontly
shunt rourd the bed a fer tim2s, ramp:nt on tep of the wardrcbe, gozing adoring-
1y at his wife, before suddenly taking ofY 'rith nerve-chilling exhuberance.

The strange, =2lmost hypnetic =ffeut cf continual wardrobe jumping is semec-
times feund to have o strang: 2ffsct cn the female, amd in time she may wish to
toke the place of the deminant malc or top of the wardrobe. "

.. Don't forget that Freud h#3 scmething tc say ~bout that. {”‘m%

[HAPPY L ANDINGS f
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I AM ONE of thosc people wbo feel that tioy have hnd a hapny cklldhood and boy-
hood. Sometimes, when T recall parte of it in deteil, I wvonder why I have this
Teeling. T think that seme boys just don't have sense cnough to be unhappy. I'm
behind deadline on thia colurn but I'l1} try to recall enoush events of one period
of oy 11¢e tn exvla1n what T moar. A et : s

JON BERRY '® PORTRUSH adventure in the last YY™HE! set me thinking of the flrst
time T saw that little resort. It was during that periol of my life when I was*
an urwanted member of the Boy's Brigade, ard the Comsany went there for summer
camp one year.

A series of minor disasters with tents and eouipment had inspired in the Comp=
any N¥<icers a deeply rooted distaate for the great outdoors, and, by the time
T joined, the word “"camping" had come to denote taking over a cheap boanriing-
house for a week. The andventurous souls who had decided to make the trip in
this particular year mustered in the railway station ona grey, drizzly, Saturday
morning. The rein was coming down in leisurely, vertical lines and looked as
though it could stay that way indefinitely. N

Things begzan to go wvrong for me almost immediately.

One of the licutenants hated me. 'is name was Johnny and he was a large, beefy
young man with a round red face ard humnurless little eyes. He hated me because

at that particular time I hod a peculiar gesning sort of laugh which T was total--

ly unable to control, and which sometimes rciuced me to the point where I had to
lie dovn to recover my power of breathing. I think he felt that this was bad for
discipline.

I saw Johnny worlking his way down the line (‘ve wcre queued at the barrier) col-
lectine our money so that we wouldn't losc it. 1%y parents hed warned me that I
was getting only a certain amount of holiday money ard that I had better conserve
it i€ I wanted to have enough for the camp. I hai ignored the warning anl they
had remained firm, -- with the result that I had slightly less than a pourd with
me. Some of the others had ten times that.

When Johnny asked me for my cash I said, ne. I didn't want to let him knov my
weak financial position. The part of his neck that bulged over his collar turned
a deever rad. He lifted his gaze upwards to the sooty truasses and rain-washed

G
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skylights of the station aml stond liks thet for a momcnt. After a time he said,
"my? ”n

T didn't mew what to say. 7T glanced =7ildly around me for succour and saw only
my friemd McCreedy moving away from us tovards the barrier. )cCOrezdy was a thin
vale youth who nad only been drawn to me by the fact that T was more persecuted
in the Company than he. 32y a strangc coincidence he too was having a difficult
period as far as laughing wes concernad. e was in a sort of "silcnt heave"
stage a1nd his efforts to control this madzs his face tiritch in a ghastly manner.

I could sce from th: convulsions of feCrecdy's body and the spasmedic movement
of his cars that he hal seen me on the spot anml the sight had brought on one of
his attnacke. Mo my horror, I felt my own lungs give n symnathetic squezze and a
preliminary sob escanci my lipns.

Jonnny recogniscd the danger signs. "Shaw,” he gritted murdecrously, "I hove
you're not going to gtart.”

"thawnnzchhh! %havnmneehht" I said weaXly, tryinc to ignore MceCreedy who was
now an alarming purple colour ani twitching from head to foot like a veteran of
chorea. The situation was saved by Johnny noticing that the Company had moved
through the barrier and -ias boarding the train. He gave me a threatening-nlead-
ing.-reproach®ul look, grabhed his bags ard ran away. I could see that he was
worried nbout hov: his holiday was going to turn out.

At Portrush we comerged from th: body-wintmed, clamny interior of the carriage
(211 the ®rivates had managed to squeez« into onc scction thus making it imposs-
ible for on %.C.0. to travel 'rith us) into thc same kinl of light, persistent
rain. ¥¢ made a rough formation and marched off to thc digs luggzing our cnses.
I stil] vrimember that chesrful march vividly -- jogging along through the grey,
snotl=ss rain-scoured strects; smelling linaz~l oil from cricket bats, seeing
muddy football boots idancling from ruchsacks, being slapned with wet inner-tubes
vhich same of us has hrought to us: 28 watcr-winge.

fetitatt s e ) : - ' We rceached the boarding house, settled
in, madc gleeful discoveries about who
w7as in the same room with whom, and had
owr Tirst meal. Then the meal was over
we went out anl found that the rain ha3d
stooped.

I was lounging around the entrance
whzn a fello: called Wishart anproached
me. "Ieot's go down to the fun fair," he
said. T was quite flattered, because
Tishart was onc of the leading members
of' the Comhany, but T wes chary about
sturting to squander my little stock of
cash so soon.

"I don't know if I enn," I hedged.
"y monzy...... "

"Ncever worry about money. I've got
plenty here," he said. "let's go."
This was great: I went 7ith him to Barry's ther> we rede on doigems, shot
rifles, raced in 1it4le racing cars, ate ice cream, fed the slot machines, and,
in general, had n good time. Then = vot back to the digs at about eleven I went
to m7 room where I played "Vonopoly" with McCready and another unfortunate called
Fnox. T even did well 2t ™fonopoly" :which 723 unusunl for me as T had a fatal
weakness for buying chean property viith low returns.



The game hrd been in progreas for about half an hour when there wasg a knock at
the door ard Wishart came in.

"¥:1lcome, kind and noble Vighart,” I blabbered loudly. "Tilt thou ait with
us and share our humble rejsast?' MNeCreedy and Knox lonked at me admiringly -- I
was Wighart's friend. I waa a success.

Tishart projuced a piece of paver, handed it to me and said: “There's a list
of all the things we did down at Barry's. You eve me eight bob."

This was sbout hal® my stnek. T mustered a trembling smile and gave him his
monsy then went back to Monopoly. 1 got put out of the game and went to bed. I
felt amick.

Next day things were fairly quiet. T kept out of Johnny's way and managed to
reach bedtime without loaing any more cash. On Morday morning the stamp-collect-
ing fierd descended on me. "I've discovered a great shop," he told me. "Come eon
doom and see the stamps." I went and looked them over, saiil they were very nice
ard that I was sorry I couldn't buy any as it would leave me broke.

The friemd told me reproachfully that he was going to sperd all his money on
them, amd that a real collector was prepared to give his all to the cause. I
felt ashamed. Here was T trying to conserve a few miserable shillings when the
fiend and T could be sharing our hohby, talidng, going for long walks during
which wecould monkey abtout with our stamps and in general act like a couple of
Gibbons.

I spent all my remaining cash with the exception of twoe shillings which I felt
might see me through any emergency which should crop up. It cropped up about ten
minutes later. WYhen we left the shop the fiend said, "I think I'll go and buy
some presents and stuff to take hame, thcen I'11 have a feed.”

"But you spent all your money on stamps,”" I reminded him.

"That was all my stamp money. I still have my holiday money." He set off
briskly in the direction of Weolworths.




I totterel after him, tugging his sleeve. ™fait a minute,” I pleaded. "Are
:eunz; goi?g to go long walka talking about stamps an' albums an' postmarks an'

¢ =

"Are you mad?" he said, shalding my grip off. "I can talk stamps any time.
Right now I'm on holiday." FHe quickened his pace ard left me standing in the
street wondering who it was up there didn‘t like me. I went back to the digs
and sat on the front step trying to budget for the next six days with 24 pennies.
Finally Y got an idea.

T went and found Knox. "Xnoxy," T said, "How ahout going up the town and buy-
ing a fishing 1line and hooks? Then we can have fun all week and it won't cost
anything. "

Knoxy's long gloomy face reflected tne mental turmoil my proposal had engender-
ed inside his untidy head. He didn't like fishing, but he liked it better than
spending money, -- amd, after all, fishing would not be too bad with campany.

We bought the lines, took them back to the boarding house and met the bunch on
their way to the beach for a pre-lunch s¥im. This was another good way to enjoy
one's gelf... arnd free too. ZXnoxy and T grabhed our swim trunks and went along.
We stayed in the water loncer than anybedy elsec -- it didn't cost anything.

When it came near lunch-time, Knoxy and I staggered out of the breakers onto
the bright sand and went for our clothes. All the stuff ha3 been riled in a
pramiscuous heap and it seemed reasonable to assume thiat when all the others
removed their stuff ours would be left.

That was not exactly the way things worked out. Rnoxy got dressed all right
but when I looked for my nice new shoes there was only a pair of cracked gaping
things which looked as though they had kickeu stones all the way round Ireland
ten or twenty years before.

"Rnoxy," T said, "somebody has stolen my good shocs."

Rnoxy was cnraged at the treatment which some uninown had meted out to his new
friemd. "The rat," he gritted. "let's teach him a lesson. 1let's 3destroy his
shoes. That'll teach him." Before I could begin a refutation of his logic he
selzed the shoes, methodically broke the laces into tiny pleces, threw the shoes
into a pudile, trammed them into the wetnesa, stuffed them with sand and pebbles
and then buried them.

"Yow:" Knoxy said. "That'll teach him:"

It was while he was brushing the sand out of his trouser cuffs that I noticed
something.

"Xnoxy," I said. "Give me my shoes."

The eventa of the next minute are not suitable for detailed description ---
Knoxy's realization of the situation, his frantic scrabhling in the samd for his
shoes, his rcluctance to return mine, his angry accusations....

I snent moat of that week fishing in Portrugh harbour -- alone.

Fhen Friday rolled arouni I was beginning to believe that I was going to eacape
without any more trouble. I was recovering pretty well from a sun-roasted back
and T had hardly seen Johnny at all. 1In fact I had hardly seen anybody.

Friday afternoon they decided to have a cricket match -- Officers versus boys.
I was forced to play because the boys only outnumbered the officers two to one
and it was felt that this was not enough to compcnsate for the age difference.
The pitch was a fairly level spot tehind the oand dunes. Tt nad been made
treacherous by trampling down the long graoss into a sliopery flatness.

On this pitch the Officers bowled out the boys for a totnl score of nine runs.

-, The boys then dismissed six of the officers for seven runs, which mcant that
1 Z Johnny was left to save the day for them. All through the gamc Johnny hal been



prowling about diagustedly, sometimes lying on his back pretemding to sleep,
sometimes whistling at passing girls to show us that he was a worldly man encumb-
ered by his duties to us children, sometimes taking the ball and bewling an over
at bliniing speed by which mecns he so much terrified four »f the more timid boys
that they fell backwards into their wickets. '

When the Captain, whose name was Sammy, infermed him that he was "in" and that
three runs were necded, he surveyed the field reluctantly then saw that I was
holding the ball. He seized his bat and shouted: "Okny, Shaw, --Bowli"

The other members of my team gave an immediate cheer, sensing something good
was coming up. "Go ahead, Bob," they shouted. "Bowl him out." From the tone of
their voices they obviously considered this an immossibility.

So did I.

Johnny mede a great show of obtaining centre, marking his crease, examining the
fielding layout, squaring his bat. At every exaggerated movement the boys laugh-
ed uproariously -- it would be worth losing the match to sze me getting pasted.

I ron down to bewl amid a sudden, pregnant silence. The ball, going at a good
speed, landed three-quarter way down the pitch, sped up fram the slippery grass
ard hit Johnny, who had been attempting a cut to leg, squarely on the chest. It
made a peculiar boaming sourd amd drcoved at his fcet.

Johnny clutched his chest and glared up the pitch at me with naked hatred in
his eyes. "Shew," he snarled, "Get a grip on yourself."

I retrieved the ball, ran down to deliver it amd was just about to let go when
I saw McCreedy. The sight of Johnny being thumped on the chest had brought on
another of his attacks. He waa ataggering about at mid-on, limbs twitching
grotesquely, eyes rolling, mouth working, face contused. The breath whooshed out
of me in one gasp emd I shambled to a halt, abaolutely incapable of delivering
the ball.

Johnny pointed one meaty finger at me and shouted, "Shaw; Stop leughing."

This reduced me to the point where I begon seriously to feel that I might die
of strangulation. I tried to stop. McCreedy was doing thc seme. I could see
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the penic-stricken look in his eyes as he felt himself go more amd more out of
control.

Johmy ran dowr: the pitch and seized my shoulder. "This is your last chance,
Shew," he gritted. f“Stop it." I dangled on him, sobbing from deep dovm in my
chest. )ceCrcedy vmas dovm on his hands and Imees, dribbling.

"All right, Shaw,"” Johnny said, "you've had your chance." He strode away fram
me and the game broke up in utter confusion.

T saw Johnny once more that day. I was walking through the dunes alone after
sunper when I heard a sourd on the other side of one of the hillocks of samd.
Hoping thot it might be somebody I kncsr, I went up the hill and pecred down the
other side. T fourd myself‘ looldng strmght into Johnny's facae:

He was lying in the gress with a dark-haired girl of about nineteen. Johnny
ard T gazed nt each other in petrified silence, both of us unable to take in
whet we were seeing. After a few seconds my legs regained strength and I sprin-
ted away through the gathering twilight, bleatine writh paniec.

The look of incredulous rage on Johnny's face hounted me until I want to
sleep. That night somc of the lighter slcepers in the Company were aware of a
nild disturbance in the amall hours of the mornins.

Yhen morning cam:z most of the boys fourd themselves liberally daubed with shoe
nolish. ¥Pnquirics revealad that the Captain ard a couple of scnior officers had
got up during the night to play a nranl: on the juniora by decorating them with
"Cherry Bloasom” boot polish.

Yy om experience of the affair diff-

ered from that of cveryhody else. I

vras fast pslecp when something big

and strong descended on me like an

e cnregod incubus and showered me with

vicious, peinful blows. This went on
: for nhout a minute before my terri-
fied moans wakened the others in my
room and the intruder fled.

I never fourd out for sure whc had
done it, but next morming I saw John-
ry smirkirg contentedly at me during
breakfast. As soon as possible after

iw/ the holiday I resigned from the Comp-

‘ﬁ_any as a2 sort of dramatic protest
agninst the comnmany officials.
N\ I don't think anybody even nnt:Lced

that I had gone. S
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I FIND IT rather difficult to write
ahout science-fiction matters, since I
do not as a rule associate with the
world of science-fiction. The reason
f‘or this exclugiveness on my part is
mt that I am finer tl:mn’ the other
arlence fictioneers; gt Jeast, I don't
comnder myself so, deapite the fact
that so many intelligeht Bnd perceptive
ard altogether wonderful ple feel.
haiway. Tt is just that i never : sean
to ba quit.;; comfortahle at -scxence- 3:_
fictidn @ther'mgs, largely'.. "I euppose,
becau&e it %'somewhat unnervzng— t6 find
myself: one of tha few humans amphg a
preoorﬁemnce of aliens. AB a resault,
1 seldog aftend them litt].e corfréeat-
ions, wh:h:ﬁ is why I am not &u courant
with acien e—f‘ict:g.oﬁ aff‘airs 1---~at
least,, not-"with the. mntahlexonep.
somehow,‘desplte be out of: toueh, A
always: gzet to hear abhut the athera.

I Qidi attend my £irst -- ald lpst --
sclench-ﬁctmn convention hene,'in New
York las: fall, ard I had such B thor-
aughly: ah"ul time that I won'f gven be

polite: ebout it. In the first place,

it and'us? to me. t.g.gt the convexs't on
cmmnttee, ‘who new full well dthat the
convention was goihg to take ce
during one of our gungle summ s show-
ed excessive aadiss: in going %cl such
paing to rent the only un—an‘w ition-
od floor of a largs hatel (which, by

the bye, T happen to have hated fram ;
time immemorial). A little sadism is:ia
healthy and expected.thing.in. .aciencet
fiction; howaver,:iwhen it is 4:&1'1‘1&13L
to such an extent §a to endanger the i
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it is overstepping:the boundaries of
tasteful paycheea.s»

As foritbc reat of the convention, I
found it so‘diacouraglng that I finally
wardered off to a record shop, bought e
large quantity of (riental disks, at a
fantastic (ally low) price (it is not
true thnt I was paid to remove them
from the storc), amd went home and
sulkily played them until I was lynched

'Preaent company included. I may be
tactleas, but not to a fault.

WEIT=HEIfig and temper of female wrttids,
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(not cveryons can amirecinte the delicate nuances of Pelog "Kinanti madumurti").
So much for the convention, which, to tell you the truth, I saw littlc of - jusat
enough to make me shun conventions in the future.
T hnd onc othcr recent science-fiction experience -- a much more pleasant one, %

T must add. . T attemded a vreview of the Pichard Matheson film The Incrodible
Shrinking *‘an, nnd, though T knowr T am a lone voice erying in the wilderness, I
enjoyed it -- all exceot ©or the emd, which was terribla. ™ith bated breath, I
followed each hoir-raising adventure which the star, Grant Tillioms, underwent,
culminatine in the most awesome of all, which took place shortly after the con-
clusion of the film -- his death—-defying encounter with Harlan Ellison. (Inciden-
tally, those Puropean readers wh~ have been worrying about our value as a milit-
ary ally will be vastly gratified to learn that *arlan Fllis+n is now-a member of
the United States Armed Forces. I mean ™estern Furopean readers, of course.)
Anyhow, I thought The Shrinking “an was a good show and that Mr. Matheson and Nr.
"i11liams 3id a “ine job with the scrint and the title roll respectively. To
introduce a feminine note into this stalwart and virile field, I should mention
to lady readers, as well as to those males with a highly-developed sense of

; aesthetic a~wreciation, that the aforesaid 'r. —illiams, besides being an excel-
lent actor am3 a holder of his own against organised science-fiction, is also a
recal knock-out, and well worth seeine in his own right.

And, on this heautifully inspirational note, I shall leave you.
f0ulfully yours,

Enncngarde.'.

T i E A pP R E N T | C E“ He hunched over the levers, tense with

the thought of the lives that denemded on
By his 8kill at this moment. Now: said the
Ron Buckmaster clicking computor with its indicators
bliniding coyly from the automatic pilot.
No! another five secomds. At last his trained instinct let his fingers curl
arourd the jJet levers, cutting port, starboard, left amd right jets in a amcoth
sweep. Ye caught sight of a saucer landing on his left at the limit of his field
of vision; these Marts, no respect for Tarth traf€ic regulations at all. vhy:
if the liner captains like himself were not seasoned men with iron-hard nerves a
trick 1ike that could spoil the delicate balance of a thousamd ton ship landing
in an instant, and change its coughing ‘lame-tipped grandeur to a shambles of
tortured men and metal. With that thoucht his hands hod automatically gone to
the steam landing jet controls, a prectised twirl of the wrist and the ship was
anveloped in superheated steam, serving the double purpose of cooling the liners
of the jets amd providing a gentle upthrust for the last moments before the ship
surrendered again to Farth's pervasive gravity.

His body ard minmd let go in a moment of liquid relaxation, tensing again at
the self-aggrandisement of a vagrant thought, he beat it down hastily; he must
not get into the odious habit. 1Istely he had been far too fond of pursing his
mental lips and giving the verdict: "Yes captain, a magnificent lamding. Not
many of our men would have been so cool in the face of that exhibition by the
¥artian. "

*Took, laddy, I aaked for exopresso coffee five minutes ago. If you don't give
it to me right away T shall call the mannger.”

o Te fools, he thought. Little.do they know who it is who serves them so meekly.
| O Mne day I shall show them.




“alter Yimgelf haas expressed a wish
that the ensuing chapters of "The
Fistory" be given a di“ferent treat-

ment to that of Chapters 1 armd 2.

‘. Himself states that in the sections

i, contributed by Madeleine and George

the frame of reference of the work

) =0 hns bean exceeded in that the few
SR DR S events mentioned have been completely
swamped in a mnas of extrancous autcbiographical detail (I'll tell you what it
means later, John). 1In the Charter's contribution, for inatance, we learn in the
space of thrac thousand words or so the fact that GA™C did not as a youth suffer
from any fatnl diseases and lived to a2 rips 0ld age without suffering even from
0ld Ags, a malady from which ho still does not suffer. After this long amd --
clinically -- intarcating introduction comea the meat of the article, the atate-
ment that he met thc members of Irigh Fandom and that the next chapter would be
written by Yadaleine. Madcleine alao spent some time swinging from her family
trco before coming suddonly down to earth. After a five-ycar whirlwind romance
she was married to Waltecr Alexardor Himself, othervise known as willis, and this
cnds her introduction to Chapter 2. ™Tha chapter itself is such a model of brief
succinet reporting that T will ropeat it horc in toto:-

"Chapter 2. IT WAS ON ™E 25th AUGUST 1947, that the firat mecting took place
between the Tillis's and another acience fiction fan. T™e stranger's name was
James "Yhite."

This is where I came in......

~
S WHI:TE R

—

Chanter TIX

hen I first mct, ond almost immediatcly began regularly visiting, the Willia's
in late 1947 I felt surc that thoy muat have thought about me with somewhat mixed
emotions. Mn the credit side wna my extreme height and interest in s-f, the fact
that our political views wera more or lcsa in accord, and that religion-wiasc we
couldn't be farther avart. However, there was a peculiar twiat in my personality
which tecnded to outweigh all these good pointa. At a time when it was not yet
fashionable to be a little crazy mixed-un, I wns juat g wec bit queer.

Censider, please, the sort of person I was at that time. 1 :7



At the age of ninctcen, emd having contracted an incurable but quite harmless
disease some monthas previously, I was inclined to view the world with a somewhat
jaundiced eye. (The disease was diabetes, not jaundice.) T was inclined to
scream. shrilly ard “roth at the mouth if anyone came within a yard of my teacup
with a sugar-bowl. ‘7ith easy tolerance the Willis's amiled at this 1little idio-
syncracy of mine, but they could not, however hard they tried, conceal their
shock and horror at my contimied ard slighting reference to food as being merely
Puel --- being on a strict sugar-free diet had soured me, you understand. As a
result of this they tended to regard me as something of a parvert. There would
be awkward silences vhen the tea-tray arrived, ard frantic talking about Courtney
and his boat or rain on Venus, or same such. Pinally, Madeleine could stand it
no longer; she initiated curative theraopy.

You will ko of Madeleine's cooking even if you haven't experienced it first-
hand. Tt is pernicious, indescribableé and intensely habit-forming. ©Deople who
have been exposed to it for any length of time, -such as harris and the Bulmer's,
are forced to return for more agnin and agnin. Tere's a ginger-bread monkey
riding their backs, with Coffee Kizses for eyes and a brain made of steaming
colcannon. They're aildicts, all of them, you can tell by the way they slurp and
dribble at the chin, and the way they make it so difficult to tell the clean from
the dirty dishes after they finish eating. But I'm digressing.

Understated simply, Madeleinc began experimenting with sugarlesa pastry. Short-
ly ofterwards I found that I was smiling when I referred to food being juat fuel
--- both with my mouth and my purty brown eyes. A little later I was calling
food food outright and the cure wns complete. Wy wife Teggy, who is famed throu-
ghout Trigh Pamiam for her way with sausnge rolls among other things, is in daily
attendance novadays to see that the patient does not suffer a relapse.

But it was not only as a psychologist-aook that Madeleine proved invaluable
in the oarly days. Many a time ond oft, as Wzlter and I set type for SLANT ---a
Jbo which required deev concentration amd no chit-chat between ua for hours at a
tim¢ --- Madeleine would be downstaira nursing the then beby Carol with one hand
and acting as an unpeid but proficient disc-jockey w:ith the other. The music was
relpyed to us in the fan room, and no metter what records she chose to play, they
were 2lways frequently interspersed with Doris Doy numbers. I was very fomd of
Doris Doy 2t the time ---- cxtremely fornd, cven to the cxtent of buying seven of
her records without hoving a gramophone to pley them on ---- despite having dis-
coverad that her real nnme was Rapplchoff. I'm pretty cosmopolitan, I guess.

-3-1nter, when she morried her agent without telling me, I was terribly, terribly
hurt and my composing spead sufferod for several weeks.

It's hard to remamber for certain just when George Charters arrived among us:
he waa the original Quiet Yan. He would came up from Bangor on Surday afternoons
ard say "Hello" and "Goodbye." 1In between he would spend three ar four hours
browsing among Talter's magazines or silently watching us set type. He never
helped us nor did he speak much in those early days, but later, when he ceme up
‘threc times instead of once a week, he began doing odd stencilling jobs armd bee-
amc more loquaclous. e were exposed to the first Chartcer 's-type pun. We wished
for the silent, unhelpful days again.

Ten years is a long time, and it is hard to recsll incidents in their chrono-
logical order. Talter hopes to do a definitive history which will treat the
trenrds and influcnces over the ycars as well as our own peculiar roeactions to
them --- if cnough people twist his arm, that is. But the things thnt come to my
mind seem relatively unimportant: 1like the ™illisg's Bem, for instance. 5

18 Bem wag a big, lazy and very friemdly cat which haunted the (blique House fan-



room, ard we werc childishly oleased at being nble to tell visitors that we had a
copy-cet instead of a copy-boy. Then he was run over we all felt very bed about
it, and it vasn't until some years later that ¥alter took to himself another.
T™is one was, and is, canlled lucifer. Ye is a mean, black, qunrrelsome creature
with permenantly shredded ears who treats us all like dirt. Iucifer won't even
8lip-sheet.

Then there was the time Iyell Crane visited us and fourd Walter amd I design-
ing a bridge with Carol's plastic building blocks. Iyell Crane was a real,
honest-to-goodness engineer but, we suspected, not a true fan. Instead of join-
ing in aml contributing a little valuable know-how, he insisted on talldng about
politics, dianetics and ILyell Crane.

And then there was the incident of the Douglas "oman, & nice but rather gush-
ing widow who wrote "whimsical tales about leprechsuns and the Wee Folk, most of
them too good to be published." Me night, in a twitting mocd, Mrs Douglas ment-
ioned matrimony to GCeorge. George's fnce still shows blench marks around the
edges. MNobedy mentions matrimony to George any more.

“here were not many visitors to (blique House in the early days. Forry Acker-
man was perhaps the most important, but there was Frvelyn 9nith -- a contributor
to SLANT and 1later an editor of C ALAXY -- remembered chiefly for being accused
of being a Russian Spy in the london Underground, and Clive Jackson, our first
columnist, who should have been a really gord professionnl writer, but isn't.
Inter, of course, there was Bea Mnhnffey, whose visit has baen treated at length
in P~" Ny 4, and Chuch Parris, and the Bulmer's. Then there wns Chuch Harris
eard the Bulmer's. And the Bulmer's ard Harris......well, as I said earlier,
they‘re addicts.

The arrival cf Bob Shaw merked the beginning of the True-fannish period that
has stayed until the present day. A relatively small man --- 5' 115" --- Bob
possessed a dehydrated but very purc amd exacting sense of humour amd an intense
avpreciation of food in all its forms. Bob's mind fitted the fan-room like his
stamach fitted )Yndeleine's cooking, amd nll of a sudden we fourd that we were not
doing so much work on SLANT but were enjoying ourselves just telking. The talk-
ing moved out onto the lawn in the summer and was interspersed with pitched water
pistol battles or sharp-shooting against butterflies and bees.
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Graduzlly SLANT went from irregular to sporadic ~ni HYPHEN replaced it in order
that we could spend more time on these fannish pursuits. We were so busy enjoy-
ing oursclves that RY"HEN began to go sporedic too.

Events culminated in Wanlter being big-porded. 0n his return, after having
written and travolled himself to a frozzle, Walter took a ten week rest using
pPneumonic as his excusc. George, Bod ond myself continued to talk, throw paper
aeroplanes and enjoy ouraselves cround Walter's Sick Bed -- it had caught pneu -
monia too.-- while HWimgelf lay propped up on pillews grimning feebly amd groan-
ing. The groans were for George's puns, not Bob's. EFEventually he was driven
from his sick bed and a few months later introduced Ghoodminton to get his own
backe HYSHEN went from sporadic to infrequent.

Ghoodminton, like the nrt of the duello, is a gnme which demamds cool, scien-
tific apprnisal of chonces -- the back of your opponent 's neck not quite within
rench without climbing the table and the referce temporarily unsighted -- amd
camplete co-ordinntion between eye, muscle, hecd, shoulder and boots. But with
the arrival of the Berry ™hcncmenon on the scenc, the grme lost its delicacy.
Berry, with his "Fverybody on my side is experdable, even me" school of playing,
dragged the noble art down to the level of simple, bloody messacre -- a level
from which it h2s not risen to the prcaent day.

I necd not mention Berry's cffect on Fandom, Irisk or otherwise. I can't,
on account of T don't use that sort of language.

At a timec when the unspeakable harris was laudly reviling mec as a filthy pro
and sex-fiemd, and Bob was certooning me with a halo because T wouldn't, as Art
Riitor, allow nudes to supplant spaceships in our zine, T met a girl called
Peggy Martine ™ired of hearing me talk about her amd not believing thnt she
could be that good, "alter ordercd me to bring her along to the (blique House
Christmas party. She was nervous, shy snd reluctant to come, because, like o
fool, T'q told her. something about the peocplec she was going to meet before
bringing her. ®verybedy was there, Mndeleine, Halter, George, Bob amd Sadie....
the lot. But things were working out fine, a great time wes being had by all,
until Yalter announced that he had o present for me.

From Chuck Horris.

Irmcdiately T sereamed "NO1" I knew Harris, I knew that beastly little mimd
that sloshes about inside that large pointed head like o gob of primevsl ooge,
and T “eared the worst. But alter rcached the present -- a large manilla
envelope -- and panssed it to Peggy instead of me. She opencd it, she cried out,
she hnd hysterics......

For some renson she didn't throw me over on the spot, nor did her father
horse-whip me, nor did I ignominiously end it all in a Milk Bar by ordering a
cup of sweetened ter. Instcod, she laughed. She laughed at the four pages of
typing couched in psucdo-poternal phrascology to her by ¢ well-meaning, double-
meaning, treacherous lecher called harris which decscribed the things which dig
ngt happen to me during my visit to =aris thc previous year and which accomp-
rnied the present.

She locughed at the present too, -- a large, technicolored pose of one Marilyn
Yonroe to which was clinped a note apologising for the fact that the picture
wcs retouched, but explaining thnt they were inclined to be prudish in the
Charing Cross Road, not like in Montmartre.....

All that remnins to be said is that for some reason she agreed to marry me
and we lived havnily ever after, and that Bob Thaw will be doing Chapter 4,
though he doesn't kmow it yet.

GieeD
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2 :i[bISU"DOS._ E THAT every one us, like the famous Irishman Aesop, has his little ;Htf’,t
oibles.

Chuck Harris, for example is a sex-fiemd; Walt Willls is a fiemd; I am
interested in old movies.

There was a time when I could take a sncbbish sort of pride in the fact that
1 seemed to know considerably more about English cinema, for examnle, than many
of my friemds. I admit there were occasions when I delighted in pulling my
J. Arthur Rank on them with references to Ernest Thesiger, Tom Walls, Jack
Buchanan ard others who cavortel across strions of British celluloid back in The
Thirties.

Those were the poverty-stricken days of the Depression; for some time it was
possible to give credence to the claim that the greasy, half-naked gentleman
who struck a gong at the beginning of a J Arthur Rank Production was J. Arthur
Rank himself. Over here in the States, we used to get English movies as the
second feature in double-bills, but surprisingly few people seemed to stick
arrurd amd see them.

As one of the few, it was my privilege to make the similtaneous acquaintance
of Al“red Hitchcock and Peter lIorre way back in 1934 in THE GHOUL and THE MAN
WHO COULD TORK MIRACLFS: to see American actors such as Miward Everett Horton
in such odd but enthralling efforts as THE MAN IN THE MIRROR: <to admire Rolard
Young and Lillian Cish in BURTED ALIVE, and to familiarize myself with the work
of such teams as Basil Radford and Naunton Wayne.

As late as 1951 I could enjoy an occasional evening with an expatriate like
the Milwaukee television director Ivor Mclaren, -- who had worked in films ard
musical comedy for years in England, -- cutting up o0ld bits about Cicely Court-
neige, Wilfred Hyde-White, Olive Sloane and a host of others; much to his
amazement and to the bafflement of the Yankees.

But these days, alas, are gone forever. Television has reared its ugly tube.
Today the American TV viewer in immdated with imports. In our particular area
I venture to say we receive as many British films as local products, and
Naunton Wayne has become almost as familiar as John.

Coogle Withers, Dennis Price, John ¥ills, Aubrey Mather, Sonia Dresdel, Derek
Parr —- we get them all. And of course Guinness and Hitchcock and Sir Cedrio
Hardnose are household names in America today.

So my day of glory as an expert in obscurantism is long-since past. T shall
be forced to study up on Kabuchi dancers or Grand Guignol performers of the
Twenties if T want to maintain my status as a wisenheimer or wije boy of the

Beaux Arts.
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But it is interesting to

, °'| see this cavalcade of British

| cinema rushing past on mill-
ions of television screens
over here —- particularly if
one holds to the belief (as I
do) that the movies of a
nation unconsciously roflect
a good deal of its mores ard
attitudes.

The subtle differences in

characterization, for exampls,
afford cluea which emphasize
the difference in British ard

Z American temverament.

™glish heroes, for
ingtance, are usually much
less self-consciously atti-
tudinizing than American ones.
Outside of farce comedies
such as the Bob Hope films,
American movies seldam permit
the presecence of a hero who

declares himself to be afraid of anything. Once in a great while we get a
coutious hero (such as Gary Cooper in HIGH NOON) and this switch seems to greatly

impress and almost shock our audiences.
willing heroes.

Yhereas Pnglish films are full of un-
The British scientists of SCHCOL FOR SECRETS, for example, would
never be permitted on our screvns unless shown in terms of broad comcdy.

Cceme to

the semi-heroic role he played here, to say nothing of being handed outright

think of it, Raloh Richardson would never be cast in anything vaguely resanblif;g

leads such as his MURDER ON MQDAY or THE FALLEN TDCL.

He 's much too ol4.

Yes, we have plenty of ageing heroes ourselves (Cooper, Gabl:, Grant, Cotten,\" :
Stewart) but they make every attempt to appear youthful and athletic ard sexy as /

all get-out.

Once in a while same of them, notably Stewart and Cooner, are even

allowed to get just a wee bit tired -- but show them a villain with a gqun or a
knife or a girl with an oversized bust, and at once they rise to the challenge.

The sex-situation, by the way, offers striking contrasts.

British films,

generally speaking, are both more forthright and more mntter-of-fact ebout sex-

relationships.
husbamd, ™fake love to me."
sartially disrobe -- but keen her mouth shut.
but seldom verbally direct.

Dinah Sheridan, in GENEVIEVE, sourawls on the bed and tells her
In an American film she would leer, wriggle, cling,
We are often visually erplicit,

As to the matter-of-fact part: in British films a happy marital or pre-marital
or extra-marital relationship is subtly implied by a mere showing of a harmonious

relationship between the couples in question.
of affection.

There is seldam any overt display
In American films the formula is different;

there must be con-

stant nuzzlings ard clinches to "get across" the iden that Daddy and Mama are
still That Way About Znch Other even if they have kiddies, or that young Miss
Masochist still gets 2 wallop out of young Mr. Sadist.

The first time T heard the word "hcll" used in its common profane connotation

on the screen was in TSENTY THOUSAND HORSEMEN.

gince that time I've noted that

"hell"™ and "damn" are common expressions in English offerings -- but it has only



been in the nast two ycars that one finds such langunge in American movies. Even
80 recent a picture as THE BLACKBOARD JUNCLE evoked a gnep from a typical aud-
ience vhen a knife-vielding juvenile delinquent told his teacher to "go to hell."
Get that, nos: nobody wms shocked because the dd pulled a knife on his teach-
er. Whot shocked them was the fact that he came right out ard said a nasty vord
on the screen. Bloody strange, what?

In terms of plot and treatment, differences are so great that they have been. ..
general}l ncted by critics. Pew American producing units would essay a BLACK
LACE or 'a RCCKING-KORSE YINNER: few would tackle a film like TIF TRIRD MAN and
risk an erding where Joseph Cotten and Valli forego a clinch. The impudent and
inspired conclusion of THE CA®TAIN 'S PARADISE might or might not get by -- cert-
ainly we'd never permit the implication that the Cavtain was not legally (altho-
ugh bigamously) united with Yvonne de Caslo unless he Paid The Penalty.

It has often been said that British films are more "talky"” than American; that
they are more "episodic"; thet they have a slower pace.

If so, I regard these circumstances as blessings in that the very plethora of
dialogue and wealth of casunl asides and incidents affords we viewers over here
with a partial insight into seemingly realistic evidence of the national charact-
erigtics. 3

American minor end bit roles are usually nasigned to "stock types": over and
over again onc sees the some clerks, flunkeys, secord-asaistant hoodlums, yokels,
western bar-roon habitues, policemen, etc. 0f'ten the same people play the same
roles in endless repetition. And almost always, they repeat the same dialogue.
ILord nity the English if they attempt to learn anything about American attitudes
and ways from the few pitiful stereotypes generally handed out in our films: I
have the feeling there's far more naturalism, for more realism, afforded in the
average British cinema effort. 2 s L - : o

Of course I have yet to run T :
: TUST SAY SemitiiNg Foe DAG ) Wity "o

into a counterpart of a John
Berry or a feorge Charters in
an Fnglish movie -- but I =2
suppose you have ygur censor- - =
ship to consider over there, LR £
too.

Meanwhile, rest assured that
motion pictures, in their own
way, serve to cement the bords
of American arnd British fandom.
any day now I look forward to
seeing Robert Morley and Cecil
Porker indluging in a rousing
session of Ghoodminton while,
in the background, Dame Riith
Evans
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B BILL SCHILLER

(NCE UCN A ™IMF 1t gecma this hunter was on safari in Africa and the natives warn
him, whatever you do, don't ever shoot one of those birds over there (pointa)
because that's a foc-bird and don't never shoot one of them, nossir. "Why?"
Because the foo~-bird uses its last dying breath to give a distinctive scream ard
this summons every foo-bird in fifteen miles amd they all come ani cirecle around
over you and besmirch you with their drovpings and this wouldn't be so bed, altho
the amell is abominable, but if you try to wash it off the chemicals in it combine
with the water nnd form an extremely corroamive acid and your sidn sloughs off just
like the ckimmy stuf” on top of scalded milk, yessir."

90 the hunter hunted and he hunted but ro luck at all and everyvhere he goes
these infernal 1ittle foo-birds follow, hissing aml screaming and making a noise
like great derisive laughter ani finally he can stamd it no longer amd in a red
roed rage he whirls and blasts one to bita with one charge from his elevhant-gun
but the bird manages to give one little but unforgettable cry as it falls and sure
enough, in no time at all the air is SLACK with foo-birds all whirling and dioping
and dive-bombing the daylights out of tho poor frol with this inecredibly gooey,
sticky horrible excreta of theirs ard he wrighes he hadn'ta' done it. Ghod, how
he wighes. :

Ard he figures maybe if the native legend was right ebout what happens when you
shcot e foo-bird, they're most likely right sbout what happens when you go to wash
it off tno 8o he's very careful to avoiq water as the plague but it's no good
trying to rub the stuff off with bunches of dried grass and it aticks and spreads
and suwurateg and smells and smells emd smells, worse each day by far than the
day before. fe,

S0, after meybe about a waek or so he says Eell, he says, I can’'t stand this a
secomi longer. T'll take juat the quickest sort of a dip to see whet happens ard
maybe get just a little relief but 1'll be out before nnything can start happen-
ing. S0 he wades into the river amd makes a ccuple of hnsty splashes at his arms
erd shoulders whore it's worst and atarts for the bank but it's too late. There,
before the horrificd eyes of his porteras and gun-bearcrs arnd everybody the water
reacted with the foo-bird droooings with 2 hiss and curla of whitish smoke and his
skinblistered, went soft nrd ran off him 1like pcint urder a blowrterch only worse
ond s he:staggered for the bank he geve a cry of unbearable pain and died, ----
oroving the moral of the story,which is, If the Foo shits, wear it.

. /
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ANTHOXY BOUCHER IS & VERY BRIL_IANT }AY, and one
o nerceivea that there are finer thirgs in life
3 even then science fiction. In the latest R.SF he
e »\/ draws our attention to a8 phenomenan t&iich nobody
seans to have rararked on before——the i stand-
\ ard of locks of the girls in af, It io tma, of
j courgo——and thank ypu for pointing it out—that I
did myself once make oasual mention of the mmboer
of pra. ty girla at Conven tions, tut then, as :iadel-
eino vwould tell you, my observatiana in those matt-
crs are mot always reliable. I juat do not notice
plain girla: they fail to impinge on my retina. For
all I kmow I run them down in dozens every tize I
drive a car. I may have been right about tho high
atandard of femalc besuty at Conventiona, but it
hag tcken the keen enalytical mind of Teny Beucher
to elevete such casual obsgcrvations to tho statua
£]" of a Genernl Law, the implicationa of ihich ara
pretty oteggering. Science Fiction Girls Aro Somit-
"oifuly
1f you hevan't scan 2s many of them as I hawo, ya mdy be inclinad o sarug off
tho chonomenon 28 mcre coineidence, o slight statiaticel cromaly. But if yau'vo
atudied the figures (not to mention the frces) as I hove, you'd know it wes more
then that, I heve been e keen girl-watcher, dirty old man ond boy; for something
, like 20 yeara, ond my researches show that the incidence of pretty girls in ey
rondom acmpling, such 88 a tua queue, is seldom more then 15k. It risos nighar in
om0 ploces, like Leiceater with its preponderance of light industrics ond ke
wclloco, ond Belfrat where mogt of the plain girls have probably been min over ty
now, out the overell wprld score is cbout 15%. (.wong the under-fortiea thot ia,
I'm overlocking the renr-misses.) Now, reast your eyea on the women in science fio-
tion. sacas-h, Offhend, cmn you see even one plein girl in either British or .imer-
iem fondom? Kost of them are at lergt pretty andmony of them are cbsolutely becu
iful. in incidence of virturlly 100% is unheard of outgide Bollywood. ‘dthout in
&y wey looking thia gift horse in the mouth, it beloves ua enquiring sciemtific
minds to seek 2n explenation for thig extrecordinary state of affaira

Con it be that there is something about science fiction that cttracts a1l that
ie berutiful in hmapity, in the same way it hag attracted all that is fine ~nd
noble and intelligent, namely us mcle fong? Alng, o brief ment2l reviow of the
faces of the rmele fens sends this theory acrecming into oblivion.

Ccn it be that us male frna exercise scme strange taleldnetic or hynmotic
feculty which draws into our orbit esutiful things emd repala a1l thot
ia ugly cnd sordid? islas mo, bectuse if thia were 80, how to explcin
the cantinued presence omang us of the three Blota on Britigh
rondom, knmown to all cawventioneirs; they should by now

FERAAR AR R s s rnnnunl

U — = — 2

"Ecclen, g

o you know this uniform atiracts women like flles?ﬂ

be cotching up the cuter nebulae.




Con it be, then, thaot these hign cleaa females are ettracted to un mele fons
becruse we represent the hope of the race, homo superior, adopted to sirvive in
the siper-acimtific world of tomorrow? Llas, it mst be admitted thot ncle fons,
fine °nd noble nnd intelligent though they are, do not moke altogether satiafbct-
ory busbands. They are unworldly, and have a batit of spilling diplicating ink on

\:—-\ i‘\ N> No, we are momentarily baffled. Ve
7" Ym must look for more data. We might ask
' ourselves, for instance, whot other prop
- artiea do these myateriously becutiful
%t female fona have in common? ihe! Eureka!
& (For the bénefit of you uncultured fma,
that ig & Greek word mecning "I have juat
got out of the bath end an ruming about
with no clothes on".) Thoy leve two out-
 standing pwperties vhich lenp to the
aye. (Mo, not those, ym utter Potsler.)
First, they are intelligemt. It ia just
as hard to think of & stupid girl fm aa
an ugly one. There are no faminine fugz-
heada. The second is a little more diff-
* icult to expresa with proper delicecy,
but to be frank, tha dear crectures are
egocentric. With a few shining exceptions
229 1ike Ethel Lindsay (who is a murse cnd
's‘ therefore & superior ldind of girl to
-\, atart with) and two othera (I'm no fool)
ol ?3).5  the sweet things are casplete intellect-
S St paas G ual egotiata. Their chamm znd beduty tend
to mnke us mnle fans, who are mot anly fine and noble etc but gallant tad chival-
Touas ond susceptible, blind to thia facet of thair beautiful natures, tut just cast
your mind back over all the letter sections you've ever read. How mmy detailed
conatructive Bogge—type letters of comment have you sean from femdle fenma? You ocan
count than on your thumbs. It'as not that they haven't the emergy or obility, be-
ceuse femele fana heve contributed for more than their proportionate shhre of good
oditing and writing to fandom: it's just that they h=wen't got the inclinttion to
noke the necessery effort. and since averyone likes pretty girls (wdth tho possibld
exception of other girla) nobody ever gets annoyed with them ms they would with
orle fans who behcved thu sexs wey.

So now we have it that eciemce fiction girla are berutiful, intdé ligemt cnd cgo-
centric. I cm hear you mittering to yourselves thmt I've made o right dcphme of
this investigntion—now ve've juat got three mysteries instead of cme. . h, tut
you've forgotten inthany Boucher. Good 0ld Tony not only posea tha problar in his
little megezine, but mupplies & cluc for its solutiom by printing o aipgm ficant
article by Isaac iaimov. Isaac (or, as I understand be likes to be cnlioed, Izdac)
points out that af.is the only field of popular culture in which intd lect is ree-.
pceted, and instancea the convention popularised by Hollywood that men don't like
intelligent girls. I think we can take it from there. It ia not true thet mon 1iko
stupid girla (the mere fact that o girl loves a particular man is in rost cages
token by him aa indisputable proof of her intelligence mad discerrment) btut girls
heve becn led to think they do, so they either hide their brains or try rmd find
a plece where they'll be eppreciated. So, proiase be, some have found their wry into
fendom. La for their being egocentric, that's partly just them working off thelr




frugtration at not having bad their intelligence eppreciated oy the male clods
outmide fandom, and partly their carrying over into fandom their owmn attitude to
them. Pretty girla are, naturelly, a bit vain and feel subconsciously that thae
vorld owea tham a loving. They're ao uased to being flattered aad not hoving t©
reciprocate that it seldom occcurs to tham to do it inm fandom any more thmn to
aand their boy friend flowers and tell him his eyea are like limpid poolas.

B S

“alow renders back there on te lnst poge
i that we're no nearer to finding vhy af
\ &'glrls aro pretty. But we exre, if ame of

*usg because we pide our wmen far thetr

- loaka, whorvaa they lock far atrangth and
:gimilar survival qualitiea. To honxr them

“ talk, you wuld wondar thet tho rooe

- hasn't died out centuriss ag in inbeail-

N jibe. Our hatit of falling for pretty
.-giﬂﬂ and ignoring plain cnes ias grosa

R 1indness end nokd1ity ond intelligace ol

h averything, hereas cll preotty girls (ex-
Wy cept of course the one telling you 2ll

W this) are vain and stupid and cruel. Men,
AY it's ponsense. They Inve been decaiving

“1a that ocur maaculine intuitiom hns bean
= right all along. PREITY GIRLS ARE BEFTER
- - THLR PLAIN GIRLS!

- b gl Y

e moat striking piece of evidence on this I've come across recamtly waa a
photograph of the Counteas of Bothca, heroine of the Titanic disnater. (See Lord!
"4 Night To Remamber'.) She must have been cne of the most bemutiful womem who™ o
ever lived. But look At the girls at the top of the intellectual pm{e_gitms,
like Jermifer Noyesmith, Rose Heilbron, Barbara Woolton, Prnnaoia.rSn_gz__n.“'e’to. 2
Shashers, every one. Or take the phenomenon of the Glemour Girl. Thé movie pro-
ducors pide scme pin-up for har looks alone, like Diana Dors or Harilyn ¥snroe,
tnd she tuma round and acta the profesaionala off the acream end narrios Arthur
M4ller., Protty girla tmad to bo intelligent and intelligent girls temd to be
pre ty. Of course, when yoa thin< about it, it's obvious why thia should be ao.
It's partly becmige the light of intel ligence ia part of good locka o&nd partly
becouse enart girls know how to make the beat of themselvea. But meinly, I think
becmige pretty girla are better odjuated prychologically: they're bappier and
more cgreeable bectuse pe ple aro nice to them, and so they're mice to pople,
Whereas plain girla are unhoppy and fruatrated and have got diafiguring 1inoa of
bitterncss on their faces...not to mention tyre marka.

So there you are, that'a why af girls aro so bright and protty. If you don't
baliovo it I oom only augeest you preas tha Union of Fully Certifiod Sox Fiands
(President Eneritus Chudk Harria)sto collaborate with anthony Beucher on o dot-
adled field aurvoy. Maybe Boucher athld start & now roview dopartment thr it in
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- T : 1 oan atill hear same muttering from ym

»'ity. ¥an are foola far a pretty faco, they

“#us, to sshotage the campetition. Tho truth

"] ‘wondered why a

11 your women look like flies.*

Reading", tut I leave it to hia own good taste what he ghould ccturlly acll it,

(F&SF, reviewing women. It would be 8 sort of campanion to hia "Recarmendod
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I'd like to thank very sincerely the scveral people who wrote and said they liked
THE HARP STATESIDE ond whom I haven't had time to answer yet. Bless you one and
all. That includes Andy & Jean Young and Iarry Stark, who hed the bright idea of
sending me a tape about it. Incidentally their impromptu conversation had a
counle of remarks which I hnte to consign to oblivion after I play the tape to
Arthur Thomson when he comes over in June. (Chuck will be here too then, all of
which reconciles me to missing the Eastercon at Kettering. And, by the way,
thanka to the fans who sent me from there an envelope-full of bus tickets, cafe
bills, menus, pieces of cork, amd other autographed souvenirs. I now have as
many tangihle effects from the Con as anyone.) But back to the Young/Stark tape.
Andy wns explaining about an astronomical character called Henry Sawyer, who
asparently lives in a house constructed sntircly of doors. (Yonderfully enough,
538 Andy explained later, the only way to the top atorey is by an outside ledder,
through a wirdow.)

Ardy: He built his house out of doors.

Iarry: There the hell else ::5uld you build a house?

Ardy: I wish you wouldn't keep interrupting.

Larry: How was I to know you hadn't atopped tnlking?

Andy: T was still breathing, wasn't I?

About 100 copies of THS were bought before publication and another couple of dozen
have becen sold since. That leaves over a hurdred still cluttering up the place
here. ((Slipshects, anybody?)) 2/~ or 35¢ to me at 170 Upper N'ards Rd Belfast
if anyone wants to help tidy up Gblique House. I've becn doing a little of that
myself, incidentally, and fimd that there seem to be spare copies of HYPHENS #6,
#7, #10, #11#12. Also of WILLIS DISCOVERS AMERICA, the fanfiction serial of 1952.
A1 1/- or 15¢ each. Pardon this high pressure merchardising.

By the way, since there seems to be occasionnl confusion abeout this, I might
scy that as far ns I know there's no bar on anyone sending American cash money
into this country: all the low says is that we must change it into sterling
right-awvay so that the Govermment can spend it and we cen't serd any money out.

S0 please don't serd cheques (checks). ((As in Cheque Harris Fsq?)) You have no
idea of the consternation into whiech the Provincinl Bank of Irelamd is thrown by
a cheque for 35¢ on the Pirst Federnl Bank of Oshkosh, Wis. ((And there is tag
a place called Oshkosh, Wis. DAG sent us ao photo of a sign at the City Limits.

So there.))

Pranklin Dictz has sent out 2000 circulars about a proposed round trip New York
--Iondon for the Worldcon by chartered aircraft, leaving New York 30th August.
Cost 8285. ‘mericans kmown definitely to be coming include RORY FAULKNER and
JUDY MERRILL. Advice to visiting Americans: bring warm clothes, a waterproof
(for rain, not zapguns), cignrettes and a large purse/7allet. (British money
takes up a lot of room for all it buys.) ((And, seriously, unless you are, er,
furdamentally thick-skinned you might bring a teilet paper that you are accustem-
ed to use. Visitors usually find our brands rather coarse)). Rory Faulkner will
be secording the bid for South Gate in '58 which Forry Ackerman hooea to be there
to propose. The Little Men of San Prancisco have unenimously decided to aupport
the South Gate bid. Other West Coast activity includes a forthcoming anthology of
the Rick Sneary lLetters. This fannish treasurehousc will be opened by Len Moffatt
59689 lanto St., Bell Gerdens, Californie.

Brinn Varley is still not marriad.



RORERT BINCH Of all the time to
(Tisconsin) - write, New Year's
Day is the worst --
I do so. only because
I have strong doubts
* of lasting the day .
" out armd if I must

.

" go, it is fitting

midst of a letter to
Willis, pun in hand.
" Even if I survive, I don't think
I can face 195-whatever-it-is
with any great expectations --
and that's the dickens of it.
Seems pretty much ag if everything has already hapnened in 'S6. You know, of
course, that Rog “hillips is married, but did you also know that Bea Mahaffey has
taken the veil (bridal, that is)? A Christmes card inadvertently informed me of
the fact, and when I heard the news I died a little. T can hold up under the
realization that she is now a ¥rs. Raird, but Y doubt if T can erdure the in-
evitable fannish corments about a Baird in the hand, etc., which I am sure will
be forthcamine from some of the mwore insurgent elements. And just wait until
Tucker actually becomes a grandfather in a few montha: I am sure that people
like Grennell and Harris are already sitting back and scheming up commenis on
that, too. Maybe Berry will investigate it: he investigates everything, it
seems, like the cop he is at heart. Always charging about like a bull ima
mocking-shop. ((Berry is no commonbull' -~ he is actually a defective
constable...a sort of inconspicuous G-string man.))

Irdeed, Walter, so much seems to have happened in the 4 short years since 'S2.
And all of it a repudiation of your theory about fanzines being a substitute for -
sexual activity, or what we refer to as "sexac". Consider the record: in.4
years, Tucker has married, Hoffman has married, Rog Phillips amd Mari %olf both
remarried, Yahaffey and her sister married, Mari-Iouise Share likewise, Calkins
ditto, ¥1lison Gestetner, also Cibson, “ilverberg, Rotsler, Klsberry, and ever so
mary other people you met over here. Ard the spatmings: Yours, the Shaws, Dikty
Ford, Sidrvan, Matheson, Gunn, Marty Greenberg, Isaac Asimov, Ted Sturgeon, ard a
dozen more including the 7Youngs and the Grennells. T'd be irclined to take a
different tack and say that fanning is an aphrodisiac. MNow =ven Rardy Carrett is
engaged, amd to John Campbell's step-daughter. Apparently everyone is tainted
with lust due to the influsnce of fandom -- Rory Faulkner has just admitted to me
that she is a sexegenarian.

No, the coming year can't possibly hold much new, and there are few surprises ~ g}
left in store for us veterans: T should not bat an eyelash if I learned that ‘i



Doc Smith had suddenly run off with %.). Carr.((Must have taken you years to
train those eyelashes.....but supnosinz if, instead of Doc Snith, it was Bill
Danner or Towner Himsel?, hrm?))

T wish T could say thet I expected to make the London Convention (or at least a
sizeabls female portion thereo®!} this ycar, but it docsn't secm likely at this
writing. Of course, there's always the offchance. Maybe I'11 fird uranium in
the back yard. I© there's none out there noi, it's nossible that the Russians
may drop some €or me. Bur barring such optimistic developments, I doubt if I'll
he able to get over. -

¥ecdn't tell you how much I contimue to enjoy Y°HEj: ¥ read it on two levels
«ssefor nlensurc, amd also inferentially, to discover now life goes for you ard
the gang over there. 1've been deliphted to see Yadeleine writing and to see
evidences of social solidarity in the doings of the Belfastere. In.this bloody
age of political and racinl strife, of pressure-grouns and artificial alicnments,
it's comforting to imow that a fortunate f>= of us have foumd a pattern offriend
ship based on more innocusus interests.

Such as the serxnc I referred to above.

0 course that damned cover of Atom's on the current FY='Ei has caused a lot of
trouhle: I snent three hours this morning trying to re-eriact the scenc with
Marion's nid, amd I found that you just can't nossibly tyoe in that position
Unlcsz, of course, you're double-jointed.

....%ere is an intcresting quote from Sidney Colcman, Pres. of University cf
Chiengo Science Piction Socicty, which he gleaned from SCIRITIFIC ANERICAN: "An
cxperimental nuclear reactor that combines the advantages of tvvo radically diff-
erent design: has heen developed at Argonne National Laboratory. Its designers
call it the slov-fast or half-fast reactor."

To which Sidney adis, ""ell, I've known some 'holf-fast' physicists in my time,
but 211 the samc..."

RICHARD FNEY Chod, I'm Aull this deccnde. Thiy was the first time I'd noticed
(Virginia.) that wymmite logo fentured letters made up entirely of hyphens.
({(Don 't worry, wc've bucn doing it since the first issue and you
are the first person to noticec it, Hawkeye.))...ailmost got thrown
on that third page when Bob Shav started telling ho: he broke his
fast on tea, chocolate biscuits, ice cream, and a bag of potato
chips..... Iarry Stark's return of Dugler was rather better, I
thought, than Eric Frank Russell's rcception of the commemorative
vphollic symbol, and not baocnuge of stuff that I 4idn't understand
either, ., 7ickedneas and folly: is blasted: After cutting a page
crem the Birch Barz Bible for ™™, you pet T70 Gestetners for a total of six

unds? (hm, times 2.8 =520.80...that IS good) 7hat ghuguiled or foofooled
?gr Blochelutched) heretic can fail to nerceive the truth once it is pointed out
to them that the number of Gestetncrs inveolved was EXACTLY Ti™® SAME AS THAT OF
NOSCNE'S MICHTY AND TERRYBLE FRONT TZFTH?....

((No, 011 you religious cracikpots are the same, -- you seize on any coincidence
and present it as infallible proof of thc Divine Touch. If you aren't careful you
mny finish up in alliznce with the Rev Sorehcad, trying to converi us all to
Roscoe-Christianity. It was good about the 2 dupers though, -- and even' botter
ahout the old FL.LAUS machine that he had. Fe flogged that to a Methodist clergy-
man from the country for £7.... more than tvrice what he paid for it 4 years ago...
ard is no considering retiring from the Civil Servico and going into the duper-

SOienling business. )



ERIC FRAVK RUSTELL E. Bentcliffe (a fan) has already written to inform me with
(Cheshire) indecent glee that HYOHFN'S tale of The Award has created a
: : very large stink. T expected as much. I realised that the
yarn tends to belittle the gift and that may annoy some fans
== though T could see no way of overcoming this difficulty
except by holding tight and saying nothing at all, thus
f depriving a few of one or two laughs. Maybe you'll allow me
to mention one or two things, thusly: The Award is treasur-
d by me as much as if Figenhower gave it to me at a meeting
of Congresa. The ludicrous circumstances of the presentat-
! ion were nrbody's fault except possibly my own. I couldn'’'t
very well invite the Bulmers to come here and hand it over ceremoniously when Xen
had just made it plain that he and Pamela were feeling far from good and had only
object in 1ifc, namely, to get home on the next train. Before writing the sorry
tale I asked Ken's permission to call him a bastard and he sportingly gave it.
Finally, the whole yarn is at my own expense. If anyone 's made to look small,
it's me. Th? And I'm not complaining about it. ((You? Look small? Ghod, --and
T'd alwvays imagined you to be more trif©id than human being. Seriously, very few
of Tric the Bent's informants have written to us with their stink. From the
correspondence T have at hard, we had one outraged letter, two mild complaints,
and a plea from a neobod who wants to know what the first word on page 28 was.
With most of the readors it tied for first place in the last issue with Walt's
plece about fandom being a substitute for S®x. Our spy Birchby mentions the

trophy to0.....))

SID BIRCHBY E P. Russell's piece was amusing in a tonic sort of way. As a
(Iancs) matter of fact, I can claim to have scen the troohy in queation.
It is, or was then, ensconced in a place of honour on the desk,
So I guess that in spite of his disclaimers, he is pretty proud
of it.

And with good reason. ((Yes. Only one thing remains to both
me......we never did find out which was the story, beginning

with "A" - but not "Allamagoosa™ - for which the award was
M made. Does anybady mow? ))

PAUL, ENEVER ﬁp Got HYPHEN. 1It's slipping terribly, you know; no book-reviews
(Middlesex) %Dﬁno amateur s-f, no fanzine comments or articles on astronomy;

f in fact nothing but a lot of words amd pictures. And by the
time Y'd crossed out all the ride words in case my teenage
cheeild saw them, it was mostly pictures.

Please do something about this. Ve wnnt HYPHEN to be a Family
" Magazine, with something in it for everyone. You could satart
.. by using fcolscap paper, which is just about big enough to wrap
- our chips in.{(personally, I nlways keep mine on my shoulder))

Octavo would do for the fish, of course; present day cod must

be a mutated species judging by the microscopic cutlet a
shilling buys. Yhere was I?

Ah, yes: 1let's have something controversinl, like Is Science Piction Ferdom
What She Used To Be? 1I've tried this, and believe me, it never faila.

And for goodness sanke cut out this reprint business. You knew the trouble Tubb
and Hamilton have been getting into over the very same thing, nmd even they would
never have used a Bligh short like that. It's too short. \J]
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(still more Fnever.; Use the space you save to publish something bv a neofan.
There are thousapis of them up ard down the country, all chockfull of fannish
genuis and denied any outlet for it. T darc say there are one or two:in America
too, although fandom over there is practically meribund.

That "™o be continued next issue" isn't such a hot idea, gither. TFor one . "4
thing we're never certain there's going to be a next issue. - "Hen even regular
fanzines falter and fall backwards it ill behoves HYPHF! to .atart getting all
anticipatorily coclyy. Por another, ever if the next instalment is written in
time for this hypothetical issue and the two happily coincide, the reader can't
possibly pick up the threads without either a synopsis or reference to the Jrévu
ous issue-

And who the hell wants to wade through a humdred yards of mud to the potting
shed juast to get the last WY™FN?

BOB TUCKER
(Ilincis. )

4&9 Two or three glacial ages ago I corresporded with you ---
; wrote tr you fairly frequently, ss a matter of fact. But

then 1 sort of slumped. Call it a slight touch of gafia, a
. recurring ailment that visits me every ten or twenty years.
% (I remerber the awful attack in 1936 -- now that was a siege)
Rut I am trying to makc amends. T am sorry, do you hear?

T am abasing myself all over the floor and down the stairs.
My wife and the cat are disgusted writh me.

“~ A fer davs ago T hud a nice arousing letter from Roberta

= 14. She wanted to know if T cxpected to come over there
this year. "hat's a mighty pregnant ouestion, amd T wish I knew the answer.

Chod kno=s (salsam!) Y've touted Tondon long enough, and voted for it half a doz-
en times on every balloting; T owe it to myself to drift over amd find out what
Y was ghouting ahout. ™» be blunt, T am faunching to go. But. Ah, there's that
pregnant but. Currently, T am subject to a kind of disease called lack of money
(and guess where T stole that?) Tt may be that the next fow months will correct
the matter; T have a number of ships drifting about in thc horse latitudes, and
anyone of ther just might came in for me.

There is another small hiteh: in the next two or three months I'm due to
become a gramifather....but that ain't the hitch. nDuring the summer, at about
convention time, I'm supposed to become a father again. That is the hitch.
((Another onc. Sveryone wants to get in on the act, and wz'll be knce—decp in
neo-habies by the end of the year. 7illis started the tremd. Ghod, what hast
thou wrought, Talt?))

I don't quite know how to cxplain te neofans that one can be o father after
one is a grandfather Y neglectced to include instruetions or explanntions in
The Neofan's Cuide, and this news is apt to plunge all fardom into war.

I am als~ serdinz away for a hock about birds and becs, to find out what
happencd. Iucky for Harris that he isn't in the States. T'm auspicious.. ((No,
definit2ly kaven't ha? the pleasurc, old boy......but if the off-spring does
arrive with a silver mimeo crank in its mouth, you might send it back to me
sometime.)) ((No, dammit, ths crenk, NOT the small Tucker. )

Tell, anyway, this is apt to put a damper on my London plans. I r2alise my
possible absence will cause consternation, cven perhaps the total failure of the
oroject, but the Cormittee must rcalize that Claude plantwi his propaganda well
ard Y consider it my first duty to procreate Starbabics to take over the Cosmos.
I am ®inding it so healthy and invigorating that it may go on for years.

A3 on this chzerful note T leave you.



I liked the artwork much better in "-%17. FEffect of the Gest-
etner maybe. Actunlly I'm not much of 8 Thomson fan. I like
some of his work, -- mostly the .larger, more detailed drawings
such as the "-" covers. His filler illos are sort of cute,

The coment in Mal As'miorth's letter reading "Xen is awaiting
posting...." gave me a momentary but fascinating picture of

3 SRy e of someone slapoing n few stampa on the gentleman and pushing
him headfirst through a mnil-slot. (( Walter says that only generals are dealt
with in this way. I think he's hinting at a bloody awful pun about the General
Bost Of<ice, alas. About Our Arfer, -- it's not his fault that the smaller
illoes lack aome detail: I ar continually screaming at him to keep the interior
atuff light enough to nllow me to duplicate it without slip-sheeting (heavy lines
off-act badly), and we have a Thing about economy of line being something to aim
for 1n cartooning. Gawd: even if we had Thurher somebody would moan.))

- -~ "

ARCHIE MERCER Well, I DO like your editorial ef‘ort. Not at all off the heam.
(Lincs) 44 Pushing the converted pram back fram Tyxeham Moor sub-P.0. yester-
day, T did feel a sort of satisfied - sated - fceling. ((Archie
uscs the nram to get the M™®; mailings down to the Most 0ffice. I
L!E usually take "-" down to the P.0. in a couple of large suitcases -
O.Mpal T just don't have the nerve neided for prampushing. )
@ - EFR aa usunl overdoes it. Surely he can't really be like that?
((T've wondered about that myaelf, but I think he must be a sort
of anachronism left over from the days of GCond Queen Bess, -- sort of bawdy,
raucous and about three times larger than lif:. He secms one of the fex mglish/
nro-authors tho are free from an inflated idea of their own importance and he
never hesitates to laugh at himself <whenever the occasion arisea. This is a
Goed Thing.)) There's as usual a pad of other contents, more of which are worth
reading than not. T still like this "nev readers” column - ana still wish it'd

been in when I ™AS a new reader. (One thing I can say -- HYPHE! and me were neos
together. )

"ITS Ne Qeod, we'tt JosT HAVE "%
To GET A BiGGeR STAPLER " ¢

but I'm not in favour of using him exclusively. I like variety.
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REV C.X. YMONRMEAD That happened to "=" 162 T never got it. (Neither did 150
(Ohio) rmillion other non-fans, -- why should you bitech? TYour sub
began with #17....you'll get your buck's worth if only you live
i long enough.)) ™hat happencd to my reply to the fanged remarks
that appeared in "-" 15 as a result to my rcview of HELL'S
_ TAVSSENT? Y sent it to Chuck Marris and apparently he lacked
codmmpsE ity the nerve to run it, or perhaps it waa too inflammatory 2ven

St for HY'HEN. ((Cherish the thought:)) Scems to me if you run

e a thing in the first placc, you ought to have the common cour-

. W45 5%" tcay to give a man a chance to defend himself. ((®lease, there
ia nothing common nbout Qur Farmag. ‘e print anything that we believe will inter-
est, nmuse, or instruct our Vagt Circulation. Your letter did none of these
things, and T scranped it. Temember, this is my hobby. At 8/10id a rcam for the
paper T just can't afford to be politc or even courteous to any long-winded cleric
who may get the urge to do a 1little advertising for the Iord.))

T would like to have the personal address of Julian ®arr. 1I1'll take that punk
to the mat thru personal correspordence. ((The hell you will, buster. I sec no
rcason why ‘¢ should permit our fricmds to be pestered by religious crackpots ..

-or, for that matter, by irreligious crackpots or Joan the 7od salesmen.)) The
back of me hand to thc rest of the rif-raff. ((Tsk, tsk -- it's supposed to be

\. - the other cheek if I rcmember rightly. Blesaed are the mcek, 0ld boy.))

Tho is this James Thite? T ncver heard of him before. He has o rather snide
way of taldng a man's "namc in vain."” ((Huhhh? T looked up the referencc in the
last issue, -- there was just one little jJoke about the Rev Darrell C Richar son
ohoning you ...."a parson to parson cnll." ‘thatever do you find snide or ‘mrong
about that? Are you a Sacred (bject....ar just bloody touchy? Incidentally,
don't worry about never having heard of James White. He'd never heard of you
either. That 1ittlc sninpet wns added by Walter Himself whilst he was cutting the
stencil.)) +.....0ne thing sure, you and thc rcst of fandom knoy there is a fellow
around by thc name of Rev Moorhead. You can poko fun at me all you want, ((Ta))
but I'11 still be arourd for a whilc and you'll hear from me cvery now and then.
You may all disagrce with me and cven hate mc, but nonetheless....((No, that's
your lot. If you havc a big cnough persecution compmlex to belicva that any of
our renders hate you, there's no paint in letting you maunder on, or pcople will
start calling you the Rave Mocrhcod again. I may disagree with you, but I dis-
agree 7ith s lot of people....Campbell on dianetics, Palmer on deroca, Grennell
on machinoc-gunning horses, for instaonce.... but thet deesn't mean T hate them.
0ff~-ha-d, I can't think of anybody that T hatc ot the moment. 1It's a pretty pow-
erful cmotion and I can't scen any of our group wWasting it on some cantankerous
cleric's eredulous viewpoint., Thank you for your leticr.))

808 SHATY.! "lay of Life." This was good, oespecially thc cnding which was so
(Alberta) sncppy and unexpected tat I read it about four times. The only
b thing you didn't cover in the cxposition is the casc of people like
me who ncver produce fenzines but merely make it possible for others
to do so. Tould the Psychictrist say that I'm qucer? And that in
fendom T gain satisfaction by adopting a female role? .nd what of
tomen who edit fanzines? T think you could do another article or
story for the ncst ish.
«...othis i3 my twenty-fifth birthday so I'm anxiocus to try out my
more mature mind. A quarter of a century; Twenty five runs in the
MOEETN great Test thet is 1life. I can scc now that people have parties on
:351 their birthdays to cheer them up amd not to celcbrate.

L TH
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FRIC FRANK RUS"E'L ((Agam')) This issue goems to mo to register a decided rise’
(Chcshlre) Cia : .. toward the dizzy heights of Hyohen normality. I
= il deduce that the bryan-thing has started aleeping

more and piddling less, thus enabling you to
recover from the animal effort of procreating
yourself. Maybe the experience will be a lesson
to you. There are or should be cheaper amd
cagier ways of maldng up for the loss of Shaw.

¥ ol { I'm delighted with the analysis of fandom by
Prof. Havelock 7illis. 'f‘he hunour is vastly enhanced by its vlausibility.
Thore's just enough foundation of truth to make the reader think that there
really may be something in one hypothesis or the other. ™robably the root-cause
of fanning lies somewhere betwaen the two extremes, i.e., a means of asserting
oneself on rcaching adulthood, a mcthod of satisfying natural desire for compan-
ionship of one's own generation, a release of creative cnergies which, sexually,
are held in check by what some call - with a light laugh - "civilisation."
Huh? FAuhn-n-n? ((Yes, you don't know how right you are, bwah, --- but that
second reason strikes me as the most important....companionship and the urge to
become part of the gostalt are the umderlying reasons for a vary large part of
all fanac. And especially so in my own case.))

Russell’'s piece was intereating. I've often wondered what these authors are
like behind the scenes. But I don't approve of the wulgerity of his language.
It's not necessary and it isn't funny. However, I think he shows promise amd
should get somewhere providing he learns to write with more restraint. The
winning of a tronhy docsan't moke a writer fircproof or infallible and you can
tell him that from me.

"NO, DAMNIT, TS NOT My TURN To HAUE
THE Con-COMMITTEE WMEETING!Y
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MIKE WAILACE I rate WAY 'P LIFFE second only to E.F.R's piece mso give over

(Leicester) being so bloody modeat: But as to itas subject matter........

h“i There seems to be almost a competition running at the moment
\ ,-‘-!i@ to think up reasons for being fen; to justify fanac. Why? I'm

C / not at all certain about fandom acting as a therapy for mild

- /7 malad justment. It may very probably act as a sort of buffer

5 against the outside world, but when that world finally forces

5 V) ? itself upon the person concerned I doubt that his-experiences
of fandom help to lessen the shock any. ((It can do so though,

and, like religion, it's always there. There is always something going on in

which you can share, something creative in vhich you can join. It's a sort of
$ correspordence course in Getting On with people, amd, in my opinion, of far more
*# real value in life than a whole anthology of Dale Cornegie. And, for shy people
who don't make friends easily, it can be the finest therapy in the world. Have

you got more friemds in the macrocosm than you have in fandom, hmm?))

But in any event why bother? T like jazz and I could probably justify that
lildng if I was called upon to do so. "hat's it to me that (Oswald Plin next
door thinks it's a godawful row? If he doesn't like it that's his loss, not
mine. I don't need him or his approval. Same goes for fanac. If I want to
fan, I'll fan, but I'l]1 not do it for any other reason but that I want to. I

n't believe in justifying anything. ((I feel exactly the same way sbout

~margina.)) Understanding between people is a very rare thing indeed, ard unleas
you have samething in cosmmon with the other peraon then you are beating your
\head against a brick wall trying to get your meaning across. Nope, it's much
less trouble to do what you like without bothering to think up reasons for
doing it. (( T hove an idea one or two people will be having a word to say to
you about this odd viewpoint. And, if it's Harry Turncr, -- it'll probably be
the same word again too.))

CHICK DERRY? «+...that notorious piece of slander, the purported facts of the

(Marylond)

Antigoon. Of course, the device of calling a super criminal ‘'a
super hero has been used before. But never so blatantly. What
lengths this White character will go to get into HYPHEN, ughl
Naturally the U.S. office of the GDA has been alerted to counter
any dastardly attacks that might be forthcoming if this seedy

) Raffles should try any of his unierhanded tricks this side of
the pond. I have it from very relicble sources (N3F, no less)
thnt Antigoon is really Dean Grennell, who has gotten tired of
being a Good Man, and has gone berserk. Though this might be a
miscalculation. ((Or a miaspelling, maybe?))

I must admit though that White has copied the master's (Berry, naturally)
atyle well, and if he minds his ways, and doesn't get too closely tied up with
thia Antigoon type, he might go far. He might oven sell a pro story to OTHER
WORIDS. ((No, that would be too far.))

LFN MOFFATT Doea Jomes really have same fan in mind as the true identity
(California) of ANTIGOON, or is he lecding Berry a merry but fruitless
aOUTH mental chase? If there were any clucs in "The Goon Pighter"
GATE as to Antigoon's identity I‘'m afraid they eluded me, but then I
IN have been out of touch with current fandem for some time....
158 ((Yea, Antigoon does cxist....but only James nows his true

identity at the moment. 7T don't think that it's DAG though -- I have an idea
that it's probably Good Ol' Ted Carnell fighting off the forces of evil with
6hia rolled umbrella.))



JEAN YDUNG There are, I sulpose, peovle who don't like HY"HEN. T even
(Cambridge Mass.) know one of them, come to think of it. Tt's their tough lueck.
T like HYPHEN. ((Me tooi)) T suopese T am conforming to the
mass in this, but so what? I like HYPHEN. (This is getting
monntonous- ) ((Not to this glutton for egobca, ma'am.))

I thought "Way of Life" wonderfully funny, very complete, ard
gads, but there are narellels and germs of truth in it I'd never
thought of. Pandom usually seems so Innocent to me ...ai-ai.

I liked Bob Shaw's column just as much from Canada as I did
from Darkeat Ireland, and T wish I could meet his friemd David.
Their adventures sourd remarkably like some Pield Trips I Have
Known... out of my wild amd woolly past .

Ard T liked Iarry's FAPAZINE tno -- he can write gently funny stuff when he
wants to. T AM SOMPTHIMG -- ocog ard mighod. T was utterly and absolutely
crog?led by this; in fact, in most places, it vas so fumny I couldn't laugh, but
merely sat, stunned. Gheod, and ATMM'S dArawings for it....

I loved that line "She has a ring with five diamomds in i¢, three of them
visible to the naked eye." The said that? ((A very modest genius.))

ICE CREA SUNDAY -- one always worders, of course, just hox much of the
chronicled doings of the various wheels and spokes of IF are for real.... ((for
8 Berry article that ivas damn near gospel. They really did go by train in a
reserved carriage labelled "The Willis ™arty” to Portrush. James did sail his
toy bnat, and George was a bit tired .... which probably makes that the most
factual article Berry has yet written.))




Joe Sanders Y'm not much on athletic-tyne snorts. Intellectual sports like
(Tndiana Scrabble, ™kcr, or Spin-the-bottle occupy my timc. However, I'd
always wanted to try bowling. Just for kicks, you lknow. I had

\ the chance during my Christmas vacation (though “vacation" used

= in this sense is a misnomer). I was out of school, visiting an

- aunt wvho lives near a bowling allcy, and talking to two of my
;( )’ . uncles who are rabid bowling fana. “hen they heard that their

/% \f‘avourite nephceww had never bowled in his life (™vhat, never bowl-

ed in your life;") nothing mould stop them from taking me to the
bovling alley. That was okay by me.

“e enteread the bowling alley amd I took of© my coat. Me uncle cringed. The
other just put his hands over his eyea. Darned if I knov why. There is absolut-
ly nothing wrong with a crimson, black, white, grey, ard canary yellow shirt.
Although it may be rother disconcerting to look from one eight-inch-on-a-side
square to another.

Ve got bowling shoes and fourd an empty alley. One of my uncles went to get a
score shcet while the other advised me to select a ball. I did so. Thud
"Heavy, isn't 1t?" saild my uncle.

T watched my uncles. They srould stand back of the linc and then take three
graceful steps forward, at the same time swinging thc ball back ani then forward,
berding limberly and releasing the ball straight down the alley toward the pins.

T hefted the ball, then took thres stepa forward, at the same time bringing my
arm back, then forward. Then I starcd at my hand. ™A nice hand," I thought,
“long delicate fingers; yet with plenty of power in it. <hows character. Only
rne thing wrong with it."

No bowling ball.

I turned. At first I thought that both of my uncles were laughing at me. ‘Then
T saw that one of them was holding his foot as he writhed. I walked back amd
retrieved my ball.

I wont back to the line, took three graceful steps forward and brought the ball
forward. Pvight into my leg.....

™z next attempt, the first to go dovm thc alley, bounced off the pins and into
the gutter.

™at was when I mede the mistoke. T stepped towards the ball rack ond selected
a ball at ramdom. T noticed at the time that the ball fitted rother tightly on
my hanmd. T took thrze graccful stcps forward ord....

Suddenly I felt an irresistible tug on my arm. Then T was being turned over
and over. T got n glimpac of my uncles staring down the alley ofter me. T tore
my hard loosz from the ball ard it continued on its way; meanvhile, I stooped
and lay sprawled in the allev, about halfway down. Dozedly T looked at the
automatic vin machine which registered a strike. A strike; All ten pins with
one ball.

T walked back up the alley to see what my uncles would have to say.

They didn't say anything.
JNY CLATKE It doesn't matter which zine I'm reading I always turned to an EFR
yarn first and this ((the trophy saga in the laat issue)) outdoes
all his other stuff....T chortled with glee all the way through.
™his chap shows signs of being a good humorist. <“thy doesn't he try
\ to sell some stuff. Joking aside though, he outdid %alt on this

issue. without FFP he would have been the beat in the book...but,
as Annderson said, -- let's hope the P.0. don't get hold of a copy
and start perusing.
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BNARD ME™"ING. T shall be in Belfast from the 7th to 21st of June. Arthur the

Art Department will be there from the l14th to 28th June. GChood-
minton will be waged, of course, but apart from that we are all looking forward
to a peaceful holiday as we read through the 248 letters of camment that we will
undoubtedly get on this issue. 1Incidentally, we have just about clesred our
backlog of material now, and we would welcome any contributions for future issues,
---fiction, articles, cartoon ideas, or even a quote for the bacover.

The letters that we get about "-" are thc most important thing of all. Your
money is put in the till ard soon forgotten, but your letters are pored over,
read time ard time again until the type is barely distinguishable from the eye-
tracks. Nur thanks go to all these people who wrote in last time as well as to
those we managed to squeeze into the letter column: Xen Potter, Greg Renford,

Ken Bulmer, Bobbie Wild, Alan Date, Don Ford, Dean Grennell, Gregg Calkins, Joe
Sanders, Buz & Flinor Busby, Dick Ryan, Pam Bulmer, Blith Carr, Ving & Joy Clarke,
Tarry Jeeves, D.R. Smith, len Moffatt, Bob Coulson, Harry Turner, Jan Jansen,
Bill Norse, (who has just gotten married), George Richards, Dick Ellington, (and
he's just gotten married too), John Brunner, Ron Bennett, Steve Schultheis, Rick
Sneary, George Metzger, Claude Hall, Rory Faullmer, Terry Carr, Jean Linard,

lars Bourne, Richard Eney, Boyd Raeburn and Nicodemus Puddlefoot.

WORIDC™. For the umpteenth time.....from 6th to 9th Septembor at the Kings Court
Fotel, london. All bookings must be made through the Secretary, Miss Roberta
Wild, 204 Vellmcedow Road, Catford, Iondon, S.E.6. Accomodation is limited amd
i1f you haven't done so already you should write to Bnbbie and let her ¥now that
you are coning, or even that you hgpe to come. This applies especially to U.S.
and Continental fans --you'll get priority for rooms as long as you notify us
quickly. As far as T xmow, Stateside visitors will include: Rory Fmulkner, Bi
Hamilton & Loigh Brackett, Bob & Berbara Silverberg, Mr & Mra John Peterson, 4e
Ackerman, Riward E Bielfeldt, George Nima Raybin, Frank & Belle Dietz, Dave Kyle,
Ruth Iandis, Audrey Iovatt, Mack Reynolds (maybe), Joan & Harry Harrison, Judy
Morril, and (we hope) Lee & Iarry Shaw agoin. We shall all be there, of course,
--- and we'll be most happy to spit on you if you don't join our happy throng
who'l1l be voting for SOUTHGATE IN '38.

Yalter 'c column has just arrived, and T know one co-editor who doesn't believe
a word about all these beautiful women running loose in fandom. T haven't read \
such taradiddle since Normal George sent me his laat post-mailing. I have spent | :‘"
many, many hours dceply absorbed in a study of femanle fardom, and I can say quitel
honestly that during my investigations I have noticed two beautiful women and !!
three very pretty ones. The rest are mostly a homely sclection who'd look a lot!
better with the light off, and it will take more than Valt's lLays of the leost ¥
Minstrel to make me think otherwise. Mind you, I'm not bitching about it, --
there's a lot of other things besides physical attractiveness, ard I like female
fardom. I love every singlc one of them both individually amd collectively,
(saturnalias twice nightly, matinees on Surday), but I'll be damned if they are
beautiful. Pnchanting, yes. Provocative, stimulating, intelligent, and equipped
with the moat fascinatingly forked tongues that you'd find outside a viperium,
but they ain't beautiful and most of 'um ain't pretty either and it will take more
than Willis and Boucher to change my mind. So there.

Boucher, of course, is a Dirty 013 Pro and needs no excuse, but what is happen-
ing to Walter Himself? 1Is Thuo Bhoy's eyesight dimming at laat? HKas he joined the
ranks of the Elderly Ghods, hmm?

Pardon me whilat I duck.

And T have an idea that my complimentary subscription to PEMIZINE has juat
expiredeccoees



HE IS AN EMGAGING CHILD BUT L FEARS TO REGARD
¥t" BEING PUT TO BED AS AN UNWARRANTABLE INTER-
“FERENCK VITH THE LIBERTY OF THE INDIVIDUAL...
’VEN HFR HONEYMOON WAS JUST A BUSMAN 'S HOLIDAY
««.. THEY CAN'T VERY WELL EX-C@P{UNICATE YOU
SINCE YOU'VE NEVER BEFN COMMUNICATED.......I
HATF KICKING MZN WHEN THFY'RE DOWN --IT MAKES
THEM SO BLNODY USFLESS AFTERWARDS. . ..HOW DOES
IT FEFL TO BE INFAMOUS?....STF IS A GREAT
COMPORT T0 SOME, LIKE JESUS, JUNIPER PILIS OR
JOENNY WALKFR....IT HAS A SORT OF ADULATORY
TONF ALL THE WAY THROUGH WHICH LED ME TO THINK
> IT MIGHT HAVF BEFN DONE ON A ROSE-TINTED TYPE
® VRITER RIBBON...I'M PRQBABLY THE WORLD'S ONLY
« FAN WHO STILL HAS HIS GAS-MASX...T NEVFR INEW
N MY HUSRAND WAS A DRUNKARD OUNTIL ONE NIGHT HE
:| CAME FOMF SOBER....I'M CERTAINLY ALL THERE,
4 EVIN THE RABBI NEVER GOT WITHIN SWINGING DIS-
if: TANCE OP MR.....WHAT'S THE FRENCH FOR"POT-
¢ POURRI?"....HE ALWAYS SNPAKS IN WITH HIS DIRTY
I LITTLE WHISKERS TWITCHING....WELL, IF YOU
REALLY WANT A PA™ED CALP, WHO AM I TO QUIBBLE
+ .. HF SAYS IT'S HIS AMBITION TO SEDUCE EVERY
FIMALE TN SCIENCE-FICTION AND HE'S BEGINNING
WITH ME BECAUSE I'M THE HARDEST.....HE Hi8 A
PRF-COPERNICAN BGO - THE WORLD REVOLVES AROUND
HIM....THINK -- or thwim..... HE EVEN SLFPPS
™ A MATTRESS STUFFED WITH OLD AMAZINGS.....
YOU CAN JUDGE HOT BAD I WAS FROM THE FACT THA
ALL THE LFAVES FELL OFF THE LILAC TRFE IN MY
GARDEN....SHE SEWMS TO BE THY MOST INTELLIGENT
OF ALL THE ANGLO-FEMS, ESPECTALLY NOW THAT
JOAN CARR HAS SPROUTED TESTES FIC..... BELIEVE
IT OR NOT, ONLY LAST FEBRUARY HEF WAS A SECOND
IN THE KANGAROO ®ATROL. ... THE PROGENY QF
MFRSEY IS NOT TRAINED....THANK GOD THEY'VE
WORN OUT THE GILLINGS VERSION OF "MY STRUGGLE"
¢«.0s THE MOST UNIQUE ONE-MAN SKOW SINCE
CHRISTINF JORGENSEN....EVEN A PRO-EDITOR ISN!T
\ INTITLFD TO POINT AND SAY, °GET!"....YOU REA-
LLY GOT FLUSH TOILETS OVFR THERE T0O0?...SHE
HAD THREE DOUBLE PORTS AND SAID I MIGHT AS

N -

4

' WELL KNOY SHE'S PREGNANT....WE COULD DO WITH
NGO T A FAN ARCHAEOLOGIST JUST TO TALX URDERSTAND-
INGLY TO THE OLD GUARD....I HAVE A VERY GOOD

GOING TO THE REASON POR GIVING UP FANAC: I FAVE DISCOVERED
SOMETHING BETTER. ... A PUKKA TRUPAN, MELLOVED

I_.O.NCOJ\', WITH THE DXPTRTINCE OF ALL HIS TVELVE YE:RS...

TWO HEDONISTS ARE BITTER THAN CNE, DARLING..-

S EE \.( O u THERE ? PAVFIDROPPINGS FR(M: Correspordents of Rric

: Frank Russell 13: Walt 2: Jean Grennell 1:
An X hcore means your DAG 2: Bob Shaw 1: Daphne Buckmaster 1:
sub hos expired. Bobbie ®ild 1: Chuck 4: Atom 1: George
Charters 2: Prmengarde Figke 1: ‘and othera.

(%




