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"41l I want i3 “n 2cccunt of your hazerdous
journey thrugh a fallout cleud."



4s Harry the warner iforeboded to us e
other day, thirty issucs is o dengercus
age for a frmzine, a climactoric which
Quandry & Confusicn did not survive, vhen
a thing has lastcd that long in our eph-
emeral mierceca it eomes te be regarded
as a natursl phencmenon, like roin. Each
issue is nc lenger a remarkoblc cvont:
weather has tecome climate. The voy res-
pense has been scmetimes Ian & I hove scr-
icusly thcught we should howe scnt copics
tc each other to mcke surc the vholc con-
sigmment hesn't beun sbolen in o noilbag
robbery. Mind you we have tricd other
ideas, like turning for advicc to the
august beings tc vhom we 1littlc fons lock
up tc with such awe and vancrzotion, the
pres. 4nd after scarching diligmtly
through cur promag collections we feund
this back cover of F&SE.

& "Lock!" T said, studying it vith growing
mthusiaem, "Lo'k what the great Germsback has te say!"

"Plus ca change, plus c'est la meme chosc-—-is a French truian,
lamentably accurate of ruch cf cur litter day sciencc fiction,
Nct so in the cyelotronic lingnzine of Fantasy and Scicncc
Ficticn vhieh injects s phisticated isctopes, pregnant vith
inmaginetion, into muny of its best narratives."

"Huh," said Ian, I ign-rec hin. He is Just & scientist, you see, ond docan't
really understand these literary pr: fundities. '

"See,"I cried, "how Great ien kep the cumon toueh, Note how he expleing about
it being Franch for the benefit of us ign~rant little fans. Oh, he's 21l heart,"

"aorta be ashemed," said Ian,

".und look at the advice he gives," I went ¢n enthusiastically. #It might have
bcen made for us. we ean borrow a hypodemic from Jazes white ond you,; ‘being a
simine for-real atomie-tyre physicist, can easily swipe some isctopes.'

Ian locked a bit deubtful, but he dutifully brought home some litélce lead flasks.
They locked pretty unai stinguished to me, though I admit I'd never scn ™ isctope
before. "are you surc they're sophisticated?" I asked deubtfully.

"Stridght out of the cycletron," Ian assured me. "They've been orcund.™

So we laid then in the bo-kease uncer ny file cf Imagination, end vhen it emic
tine tc run off this issue we injected then into the tube of duplienting irk. Ian
put on the first stoncil ung squeezed the tube firmly. "You knowy, I don't think
this is & gocd idea," he said, trying te scrape several fine streans of duplicating
ink off his yellow pullover., The attenpt wasn't tor successful. "You loolr like a
sclf-portrait by Jackson Polleck," I told him. "Of course it's a~gbod idea,®
€Continued on inside back coverd
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he classy looking title of this colurm
means,. as any student of Feke Lotin will
tell you, vhat gives with Carr; Groham,
Benford and Vhite? whither goest they? For
sore time rnow I have been reading the ed-
itorials in Void with o certain mmount of
unease---row Number 26 has shovn wp here
and I have tc give voice tc nmy onguish.

BORUSHAW ¢ BVSHEL ;

Iy big trouble is that I strongly suspect myself of being insensitive. 411 ny
relatives and friends seem to be gifted with more subtle perception, or & priori
knowledge, which enables them to sce merits or cdemerits where I can only lcok on
with uncertain acceniance. Show them the material for your new suit, 2 roll of
well-paper, a painting, a pub, a carpet, a foctball match---in fact anything-—-
and rightaway, iight there orn the spot, ther dMoke 4 Doecision. They announce author—
itatively that this is good, or this is bad. Erery <ime it happens therc settles
over me & fecling compounded of inferiority, milt and despair because, not only
had T not Imown vhether the thing in question was good or bad, it hadén't even oce-
ured to me to judge. I just accepted,

ik

To take cne perfectly typical example. One evening ny wife and brother and I
Werc cut in the car snd we.dzcided to have & dzink. I drove o a new pub about half
& mile up the road fiom Oblique House and led the way 4o the lounge. Zbeut half
Wiy across the mom toc tae bar I suduenly realised that Sudie and Gerry were no
longer with me—they were stemding in the docrvay with lccks of horror on their
faces, With a2 sirking feeling I went bad: and asked “hat was wrong,.

4

"Lock et that ghastly uplicletery!" they choruscd. "Hew covld you drink in 2
place like thig?" '

Eefore folloving them baciz to %he cor I sneatzed o look round the place, 41l the
seats were covered with scme kind of yellow plactic—--mayte it wos toc bright, even
garish, msybe even vulgar, Thce voint was that I had baen in this 7ub . thrce or four
times previcusly and hat ez* *hoere iz continted cx~like ctlivion swigging Rlue
3ass without realising how bod i% ves.

Years of this sort of tiing have lef+ Pz, as I saia btefore, with 2 suspicion
that I'm insenzitire., Thas's vhyr Void has beanr Lothcving me. Presunebly if somecne
i ing to put six pases of editorial in a Fenvine there must be 2 lot of good
stuff in there. The trmuble ic that I Jist don't.get i%. Are people laughing at
some new form of Immen~ that mag mrpnletely over my head? Or hare these reports
of desultcry conversations got some other aquality which, like jazz, ballct ond
most poetry, is lost cn me?

There is cne page wich Terry Carr devetes to claiming proudly that he invented
the seying, "Well, it certainly is 2 wnderful thing', plus a lot of words on how
Tithy ond useful and good the sentence is. New, this might be 2 {iendish pley aimed

N



drectly at a persen with the failings I hawe cutlined above! To ne the sentence is
corzletely unremarkable snd I cannot see why anybedy should even wents to clzim it
2s his cwn., My first impulse was to sit down and write 2 take—off in the fom of a
triumphent claim that I had invented scme saying like "what time did you say it was"
r "There's a piece of chicken stuck in uy teeth." I was going to go on to prCVE
that my saying was catching on all over the werld and give examples of people using
it, just as Terry did---then the dcubts begzn to cregp in....

vos there scmething in the sentence I had missed? was the picec I proposcd to
loarmpoon actually » lampoon of something else? s&nd sc on.

Or dc the editors of Void fecl that editorial pages are essenticl ond, lacking
irmediate inspiration, go ahead and stencil anything that comes into their heads?
Somc people might feel that = few prges of friendly, though festureless, chat done
with 2 willing hmd are better thean no pages at all. I disagree, It is perfectly
nomal to be temporarily stuck fer something to say-——anybody who docs 2 bit of
writing is only toc familiar with the feeling-—-but if it happans you should (a)
say nothing, or (b) really get down to the job of writing and find something to say.

Fons scmetimes complain that there is not encugh of Willis in Hyphen, but I
think the reason for this is that Jnlt shares my views. If he hos not the moterial
or inspiration at hand tc write something werth while, he prefers not to vrite at
all, To write jages of stuff simply to fill up space does 2 fonzine more hom then
grod---it preduces something which has the form of = fanzine, but neot the substance.

Hawing snid 211 that, I should niention in passing that I enjoyed the rest of
the magazine~--especially Harry Wamer's all Our Yesterdays, the two L7 pieces
and Bhob Stevart's artwork.

THE QUACK 4ND THE DésD I got =2 nasty shock in the doctor's the other night. I had

always locked up to him with a mixture of reverence and
ove vhich had been instilled in me by long hours of viewing iiedic ond Dr.Kildare—-—-
but those days are gone forever.

Sadie had been taking = tonic and I was supposed to pick up @ new bottle, 4s I
w0ts coming out she repeated my instructions-—-I was to get the oronge bottle. in
observer stationed among the clunys of grass growing in the Shaw drivevmy would

~7e noted a tolerant though slightly supercilious smile on my foce as I went down
te ny motor, what a simple soul Sadie was. 4s if a doctor would tolk about an or-

cnge bottle; probably she had never seen = complete episode of lledic ix: her life.

‘hen I explained to the docter vhy I vas there he asked me vhrt sort of o bottle
Scdie had been teking. "uell," I explained, "as far as I can determine Trom my pre-
liminary inspecticn it is a rretentious little compound, vith o substenticl 2dmixt-
ure of iron, fortified with the usual phosphates, glucose, and in 2ll probobility
& concentrate of Vitomin B2 to build up the bloed." I settled back in the chair te
ewnit his lock of grudging respect.

He gnve o patient sigh, toyed vith his pencil for 2 few moments, thw soid,
"Was it the red bottle or the orange bottle?"

"The orange one," I mumbled, aghast---it wais easy to see thot this note never
anﬁ{ed under Doctor Gillespie, or cven James Rebertson Justice. I wes still sneer—
ing when I got home an hour later ~nd plumped the bottle dovm in Scdie's lap.

"I think we should c:mnge our doctor," I begun. "That bloke doesn't kuow much
about phos-- What's wrong?"

"You're stupid," Sadie interrupted, with a shodcing disregard for nmy scientific



oppreach to medecine. "You've brought the cloudy orange bottle———it!'s the clear
oronge tottle I toke!"

it that point I gave up. Not only did the doctor classify his stuff vy oo lour,
but he had clear and cloudy. Of course, I should have exrected soneuh:mL, like that
vhen I learned, sometime before, about soothing unguents.

Isn't it funny how these modern doctors cun't prepare a decen® soothing unguent? .
If you ask for one they just stare at you and mutter about orange bottles---ond yet
every medical man from Biblical times until @ couple of hundred yeors ogo could
rustle up o first class soothing unguent in next to no time. In the old days it wos
the standard treatment for everything from spear wounds to the assorted contusions
one 2cquires while being trampled by Roman horses or Carthaginien &lehonts. There
is even something about the very sound of 'soothing unguent' vhich right awny mokes
Jou feel ur to trying @ little clear soup #nd a couple of turns round the word.

The only fairly recent imnovation to come anywhere near it was the hot foment-
ation, but even that seeams to be dying away too.

AND BON 40T TO YOU TOO! My brain, fresh from its success in hoving conceived the

title "Stand and Deliver" for a recent porlicnentery re-
port on the overcrowding in maternity hospitals, has just thought up o little slo-
gen which I am prepared to donate to the ililk kinrketing Board, Dr.Edw-rd Teller
~d everybody else who recommends fallout for the over-forties. It goes: drinky
»inty strontium ninety, drinky pinty str... On second thoughts, I will not start
criticising milk--psychologists can deduce 2 lot from a man's attitude to milk,
md, for 211 I know, Ted Sturgeon might read this. which brings us, in & mther
devious fashion, to...

PUKE OF THE MONTH The first word in the sub-title is intended to be & pun on
'book'. There is a much better pun with the stme mecaiing os

pike, namely 'boke', but as far as I know the word is known only in Ireclond and

Scotland and is therefore unsuitable for an intermational publication lilze Hyphen.

The book, juke or boke in question is Ted Sturgeon's new novel from Ballontine,
'Some Of Your Blood'. There is only one woy to describe it: a failure,

This is a case vhere it doesn't matter whether or not one is insensitive, be-
ccuse the blurb explains, with an zir of carefully restrained enthusiocgm; just what
Ted was trying to do-—-ond reading the book reveals that he didn't do it. The idea
vous to teke 2 man vwho might be called monstrous, 2 fiend, a warped ond twisted
crecture" and by sheer good writing and knowledge of the workings of thc brein in
the head "meke the recder feel and understand the guts of the bedst so thoroughly
thnt he becomes & very human victim". The blurb goes on to say thot "oven vhile the
b ck of your neck chills with terror you hope that some lutlon vill b" found
that con keep the monster both safe and happy."

Wovody should ever state baldly like that vhat a book is supposcd to do. If
p®ple don't know for sure what is supposedly going on they. con usurlly find some
other virtue which the man who created the work had not deliberatcly put in, or
elsec they are inclined to be puzzled but slightly respectful. In this cose, during
the whole time I read 'Some Of Your Blood' the arca of skin between my bock collar
stud ond my hair remained at o steady 98. 40 Fehrenheit. In fact, overy time my
little girl came near me she ran away sgouting, '"The back of Dadéy's neck is
maintaining ~ steady 98. 4 Fahrenheit."

.ﬂle first vay in which the book friled wes in trying to create terror. George
Soith was not & frighteming figure. He was violant enough, =nd nobody vould like
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to run into him in real life-—-but there is no terror in this foct., 4 mon-cating
lion would be much more dsngerous, but people read zbout them 2ll the tine without
tuming 2 hair.

To create terrer, therefore, it is not sufficient to offer physicnl donger—-there
must be an enccunter of mentalities. The nermal mind recoils -nd experiences fear
vhen it encounters @another mind filled with the intent to kill. In short, vhen it
cneounters en evil mind.

George Smith was an innocent. 4 person is evil only if he understonds vhy he
should be gocd ana vhy he shouldn't be cvil, and then gees shend and docs evil. Be-
side that scrt of a persen, the cne who murders because he thinks it is 211 right
tc do sc or because he doesn't even realise what he is doing, is relatively tame
stuff, He is like a falling rock—--ycu get cut cf the way but your soul doecsn't re-
ccil the way it dces from the fellew creature who is sufficiently like others tc be
one cf the tribe, but has gone terribly wrong in just cne respect; in that he
doesn't agree¢ with you regarding the desirability of prolenging your life ond
hapiiness.

The other respect in which the bock failed was on the purely technical level, a
Judgement I never expected to pass on the zuthor of Killdozer.

e were suprosedly taken inside George Smith and made to feel ond understond his
guts, But, in the account of his life which cccupies the first part of the book
cvery single detail of the growing insanity is carefully omitted and thaa h-nded tc
you in a lump in the last few pages. If you had been acquainted with George's foib-
los right off you would heve h:d a chance tc accept them, but all thut hoppens is
that you get a queer sensiticn during the reading. 4 feeling perhaps similar tc the
one you might experience when ycu stare at Holbein's 'The Embassodors' for ten min-
utes ond begin to sense, tut nct understand, the cccult symbclism.

There were things I didn't like even in the =ctunl writing, eg the life story
vritten in the sc familiar dmerican rustic style, ccmplete with uncrthedex sentence
acnstructicn and what are suppcsed to be flashes of untutored briliirnce of descrip-
tion. For example, "...lying there he watched the grain of the dry groy weod vhere
cnce wes a knet, and the way the deep furrcws of the weathered wood svirled in and
“round and cut cf that knot, you see things like that scmetimes thet though they dc
not riove your eye keeps geing into and cut of +nd arcund ~nd ba ogeir there are
twe spirals of hair on 2 cat's back that way."

To be confronted with an undigestible lump like this is bad emough, Wt vhen,
loter in the beck, Sturgecn ruts the feclloewing words of praise into theiouth of one
of the characters I get the feeling scmething had gone wrong, "I om also impressed
by this kid's deseriptive ability...his descripticn of the weathered ket in the
becat's side...I never failed to get expetly what he meant."

apart from anything else, the descriptive piece just wasn't true tc life. Right
after I read it I went cut and had a geed close lock at my neighbour's cat and the
heir on its back was just like on all the other eats I have seen—---—slishcly reminis-
cent of George Gebel's crewcut.

: Ted Sturgeon must have set cut to shew us how far wrong 2 mind con g0, 2nd he may
h~ve succeeded. after all, he has reached tac stage where he could scll o back on any

subject under the sun, sc why-—-cut =f all that he could have vaitien “bout---did he
chocse this peculiar form of vampirism?

I think he must be 2 fcod crank.



Illinois fan Rog Ebert, on a flying
visit to Irish Fandom, was due to be at
Oblique House round about 8 pm on Sunday
3rd September 1961, We weren't sure of
the exact time of his arrival, because he
had arranged to go for the day to the
Giant's Causeway, a unique rock formation
on the North Antrim coast, about 90 miles

" from Belfast,

Ian McAulay, Madeleine and Walt Willis
and myself were in attendance, awaiting
the appearance of Rog, and I suggested
that it would give me great pleasure to
~actually watch a game of SCRABBLE, one
of the major sporting activities at Ob-
lique House these days, and well advert-
ised as being a gigantic battle of wits,
having such high I,Q, personalities part-
icipating.

Ian McAulay produced a massive chart and a thick scorebook, denoting the
closeness of the scores to date in 1961, and as the game was only an exhibition
match, he and the Willis's agreed that it should not count in the contest,
which Willis was winning by 18 points or so,

I.don't know if you are conversant with SCRABBLE ? It is a large board, div-
ided into 225 small squares. A bag of letters (seemingly with a scarcity of
vowels) is hung nearby, and the participants dive trembling hand into the thin
neck of the bag, and select several letters with which, in rotation, they att-
empt to form words using their letters and trying to add them onto the letters
of words already formed by their opponents.

Willis gave me a dictionary to hold., It was about six inches thick, He said
it was the 'bible'., He said that if a dubious word arose, I was to look it up
in the dictionary., If the word was in, it was O.K., if not, kaput.

This dictionary interested me, Willis, I noted, was a shrewd manipulator
of two letter words, which served to prevent the two other players from havingy




much to build their words on, With reckless abandon, Willis used BA,KA, TI,
PU, XI, OE, MI, etc, to which Ian McAulay strongly objected. Willis said I
could look up the words if I wanted to, but he could guarantee that such words
were in the dictionary. T £s

"PU," he said with disdain. "That is a word used by the ancient Etruscans
to give vent to a.strange smell in the immediate proximity. Look it up, John."

It was as Willis said. And bear in mind that McAulay is an intellectual,
and would be expected to be conversant with such unusual words.

Yes, that dictionary wag interesting.

The first thing which struck me was that the print used was reminiscent of
the old SLANT, whlch ycu all know was produced on a printing machine. In fact,
I wculd go so far ,as to say it was the exact type face of SLANT !}

Secondly, I looked in a huge reference library dictionary this lunchtime, and
none of those two‘letter words are included.

Thirdly, and perhaps most significant, about a year ago, just after Ian
McAulay had introduced the game, Willis was off work for three months and was
rarely seen out of the fanzc den in_which the porinting machine is situated.
© It doesn't need Perry Mason to put those three clues together.... I insist
" that ‘Wirlis PRODUCED AND PUBLISHED HIS OYN DICTIONARY.

€Eoovon @oe9 80 o0 ceo0oe ®0 0 000

Flfteen minutes after the start of this contest, Rog Ebert arrived., He sat
covn next to m2 and evinced considerable interest at the titanic struggle, E=»
looked at *he letters Ian lMcAulay had to work with :- YYTOK

Ebert nudged me,. and I paled witnh horror. Even admitting McAulay's intellect,
what could he possibly dc with such a terrible selection of letters ? He secemed
to be somewhat. of the same opinion. He sank back, a beaten man, It was his
turn, Willis was ahead, and Madsleine was only just a few points behind. He
was brepared to take .a risk tp gain important p01nts9 but just what could the
poor chap do with YYTOK ?

After twenty minutes, in which he hypnotlsed himself into immobility, McAulay
admitted. he could nct make a word; it was impossible, an observation which
caused Walt and Madeleine sublime happiness.

He . had a point. The middle of the SCRABBLE board looked like this:-

IS EESESE

He 1it a cicorette, ol S v

Ebert tried to hring some joy into ‘the party. He said he 1liked puns, and he
understood we were zuthorities. Had we heard about the man who fell into molt-
en glass and made a'spectacle: of hlmself ?

Willis turned-ashen and left the room without bothering to open the door.
Madeleine made soma: gxcusa about putting the kettle on for tea, and McAulay
said -that when he was stuck with YYTOK he thought things couldn't be worse...
but he was WRONG 4:!

I told Rog that it was pretty funny really, and I tried to put him on the
right lines by ‘quoting a Bob Shaw pun,....about the time when I was always using
the words"qryfof frustration'y; and I came home one night and my wife was fry-
ing ©rDrawms 1n a pan, and my sudden entrance caused her to drop the pan, and
she yelled oyi.” I asked her was that a cry of frustration ? 'No,' she said,
‘it was ‘a; fzy of crustacean .



Rog beamed in awe, and suddenly Ian (5 ;i : =

McAulay smirked at his moment of tri-
umph, He picked up his fjve letters,
YYTOK, and arranged them as YTOKY, and
put them at the end Of SHEE G making
THELYTOKY,

"Seventy seven points, I think," he

beamed, //<;\\/f <? g
"Incredible,” said Wriltlg, 07 thought /[flij7

O itk &f course, ‘but, .,

"John gave me the idea," said McAulay,

"he was swapping puns with Rog, and he r‘/ -
gave me the clue " Qlﬁ?

Of course, I had to give a spirited i
guffaw, which T hopgd suggested that LI'd thought of the word, too, and didn't
want to actually tell McAulay, but just to suggest it.,..,. I secretly think
they weren't really convinced,

It .took me a while of dictionary bashing to trace what McAulay was gabbling
about...I went from 'crustacean' to 'parthogenetic! to 'virgin births' to BHELS
YTOKY, .. sexy things, dictionaries,:, g : ' '

The .game continued, ;

Then Madeleine, on my left, was really up the creek, She had these letterss
LR IRigy

The top left of the board was thusly:-

F

McAula 's-eyes grew wide, He ::shook me Wit e e S

by theyhand. He patted Rog on the back, ./ HWA'T own ﬁdf»:AG'nEwi
"Supeib” he said, "onderful...mag- 7 SAENNATNS | TRSEEST et on

nificent, " : e é/P B ROUTE You BVER SR 1
He was jumping up ang down in his é:// = .

seat, impatiently awaiting the retumrn it fﬂ Vi "‘*7%??2 s

of Madeleine and Walt, who came back ‘[;7 i é%?fy [

shortly, Willisg sniffing at a benzedrine | «14%/ \

inhaler, | !~ ﬁs%
Do you capitulate, Ian 7 he asked, ﬂ

B AT *9
HALO W
e L

€, E

WORD ;

I swear the poor girl was going to sob, Willis and McAulay smiled confid-
ently, as if they knew what to put, but Madeleine Was completely baffled, as
were ‘Rog and myself., i

Another deathly pause, and to pass the time, I conversed with Rog about the
different costs of living in America and Northern Ireland, .

"Heck, it'sg desperate," I told him, "Look at all these bills I've got to pay,

I showed him a wallet full,.., I asked him about the price of electricity in
America, displaying a long wide Electricity Account for four pounds., .-, and -Mad ~
eleine almost went berserk, ‘She winked at me, 9iving me the opinion that I'd
done her a favour, :

She scrted out her letters thus :- YRS BRI 2and She added them to
AL O T AtomakeL AT RIGIG T RANE, 9



"Never thought you'd get it," murmured Willis, biting his lips,

"What 's a pelican got to do with Berry's Electricity account ?" scowled
McAulay,

"It's a long bill," sneered Rog, quoting verbatim from the dictionary, which
I'd hurriedly opened to LATIROSTRAL,

"Actually, folks," I said, "I was thinking of a cormorant,"

Still didn't seem impressed, though,

I never thought I would live to sce the day that Willis was stumped by such
mundane things as a few miserable letters.

True, he had a mean selection:= HH I I I
The right hand bottom of the board looked like this:-

{2 R _AS A
BRI SIe SHIE b SI8SELIN ST
AV A A X E i
. M L A
i I
T N

Y

It was embarrassing, really., Willis could see that his prestige was sinking
lower and lower in front of an American fan, and Willis with a trip to Chicago
just a few dollars away,

The minutes passed, and McAulay announced that if Willis didn't get a score
soon, he (McAulay) and Madeleine would tiec for first place.

Willis drummed a tattoo on the table-top with his lean sensitive fingers,

I felt for him. I was going to suggest he made up ALE to ALEHIHI....the
illegitimate daughter of Nerfititi, but he said he remembered the name, but you
couldn't use proper names in SCRABBLE.

Rog was bewildered by the apparent complete annihilation of the Master,

"~ "He's not doing very well, is he ?" confided Rog to me in a stage whisper,

"No," I breathed, "he definitely isn't up to scratch."

#illis broke out into a smile,

He shrieked hysterically in t riumph.

He sorted his letters into place, to make :-

Rl R AS A
into
FO T B R T A4S Fof

Willis thus won the game, and Madeleine brought in the tea,

I had to leave first, and Willis came to the door with me,

"Thanks for the help, John, " 'he whispered,

"It was nothing, Walt," I cringed, “I'm glad you picked up my clue,”

I uncrossed my eyes and held my breath,

"Oh yes, as soon as you mentioned 'scratch', I remembered that phthiriasis
meant to be infested with lice. I've been talking to Madeleine and Ian, and
they are quite surprised at your superb intellect, as I am, and we feel that
the least we can do is to invite you to join our SCRABBLE contest...we'll aver-
age the points so that you start on par with us....see you on Wednesday night
for the first session."

I thanked Willis, and said it was an honour, and staggered away,

I wonder will Rog let me go back with him 279



an{e

THIS TILE I would like te give ny mem-—
oirs a rcst and deal with events which
happened last week, instead of rurmaging
around in wy untidy past. The truth is -
that I can't remember, accurately, what
heppened between the time we got engaged
and the day cn cur honeyncor a year later
when Ted Carmell plied Peggy with crean
buns and me with water biscuits in the
Nove offices which were then off the Strand., That year included ne learning to
play temnis, writing five stories, the Supermancon and getting married, but until
I can recell them in greater detail —- or until, Peggy says, I con recell them in
the proper order of importance — I'd bettcr watch myself,  So this tine I shall
be topical and detail the histery of me as it actually unfolds, discussing the
cvants which are even now moulding the warm, human, vital, sensitive, intelligent,
likeble and esscntially modest personality that is myself, Particulerly, I would
like to talk about fur-lined flying beots. But before the flying boots actually
&prear, & certain amount of background his to be filled in.

From & very early age ccld feet and a yeaming for Space -- both Interplonetory
tnd Living -- had been major problems with me. The Interplanetary asyect was scl-
ved, so far as was possible, by me starting to read s-f and eventually joining the
British Interplanetary Society, but the second and more rundane part of the prob-
lem was more difficult of solution, Possibly this was because ny requirenents
increased constantly as I grew older =nd bigger. To become philosophical for a
roment, I suppose it is im the Nature of Things that as my fine, creative mind
and long, skimy body grow they both need mere space, Certainly o chunk of the
space-time continuum big encugh te swing.a Manx cat in a2t the age of fifteen ——
me, net the cat —- would simply give me claustrophobia now and make the cat dizzy.
In those days I worked, slept and otherwise had my being in a room seven feet by
nine which contained a six-foot double bed —— in which I had tc lie cross-wise
to stretch —- and a narrow 'L! of floor-space filled with s-f magazines, home-
made radics and covered dishes of developer and hypo. Thers was also o bad
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draught under the docr.

Later on when we moved to Riverdale I had the box-room to work in, This was,
and is, a great, fat, opulent 'L' which is more like a six by nine foot rectangle
with & square yard bite out of cne ccrmer. There is nc bed in this rocm, just 2
table, chair and bock-shelves., There is roccm te swing two Manx cats, one in each
hend, But in case some of my gentle readers are cn the point of phening the RSPCA,
let mc assure them categerically that I speak only metaphcrically. Even if I was
the sort of insensitive lcut who weuld swing twe Manx cats at a time there are
strcng reasons for me not deing se. Manx cats are without tails as you know, so
that to swing them at 2ll would necessitate holding them by a leg which is formid-
ably amed with claws tc scratch me with, I dislike being scratched by cats, it
is a phobia with me. But then I already menticned my claustrcphobia s o o Anyvay,
this lovely rcem has a draught under the doer, teo,

When little whites began to arrive, a c:t was meved into this fine rocm and me
and my bockshelves and typer were moved out to the garden ‘shed.. This is on eight
by six wooden affair, Werking here gave me solitude but nc peace —- in summer it
stank cf hot tar, in winter the timber made eerie creaking scunds and all the year
rund there seemed to be 2 constant drizzle of insects fzlling from the rocf,
Inevitably there was a draught under the door, in addition to a couple of lmot-holes
with hyper-spatial link-ups with one of Bob Shaw's wind tunnels. Now thot the kids
are sleeping in one bedroom I have moved back into the boxroom tempororily. I say
temporarily because I am at present constructing a room in the roof space which
will not have any draughts. lNMeanwhile, I've bought fur-lined flying bootg.

Two, in case you were wondering,

leybe it sounds & bit sissy for me to be so eoncerned about my cold feet, and
that I am pampering myself shamelessly by indulging in such luxuries, t for me,
and I'n sure for many other vile pres in similar circumstances, fur-lined flying
boots are a necessity. In an enlighténed socicty they would be tax deductible.
From my ovn experience I would even say that many marriages are in denger of going
on the rocks because the husband does not have them, or refuses to wear thea be-
cause of silly pride or in the mistaken assumption that they meke him less mascul-
ine.  This isn't so, and the only way to prove that flying boots are good survival
characteristics seems to be to tell you what happened to me,

Being a very slow writer I hate to bresk off when a story is beginming to o
well and so frequently. work late at night., Peggy is very understanding ebout this
and usually goes to bed with a gentle reminder about not being late for breakfast.
This isn't a complete exaggeration because twe or three times a year I work right
through the night, to kcep in training for conventions mostly. But usually I just
work to two or three in the morning nnd then go to bed. ‘ The trouble is, however,
the drought under the door. The room is stifling with the heater in it, and with-
out it 2 gentle, frigid breecze plays around the ankles. Whilc concentrating on a
story such purely subjective phenomena as petrified fect and ice-jammed ankle joints
just fail to register. It is not until both patellas have glaciated and thc goose-
bumps are marching incxorably up the thighs that the realisation dawns that you
are cold, colds With stiffening fingers you make a few notes for what you want
to start with tomorrow night -- which you won't be able to rcad tomorrow night,
the writing is so bad -- and stagger into bed to get wamn.

Normally I don't go in much for writing about wam, scductive bodies, ond Hyphen
isn't that kind of magazine anyway. I mention them this time simply to state that
Peggy does not like being awakened in the middle of the night with two freezing



feet and knee-caps being pushed ageinst hers. She gives a little screcm, and gets
peevish and sometimes makes improper suggestions like if I'm so bla cety-blank cold
why don't I bring a hot water bottle to bed with me? Firmly, through chattering
teeth, I tell her yet again that hot water bottles are an insult to my menhood, and
“nd the argument often lasts for hours. But now, like I said, I bought these fly-
ing boots & couple of weeks 2go and brought them home on a night I intended to work
I Gile 16

They are shiny black and come up to the .
calf, The leather is sort of grained and
pliable, with the sheepskin lining so
thick that it tufts out over the tops
vhen they are being worn. 4 small leather
loop at each heel helps with pulling them
on, and when they are on the feet seem to
sink into a wam, bottomless softness.

For the first half hour I paced up and

dovin the room, getting the feel of them,
admiring them, then I sat down to write,
Occasionally I broke off to wriggle my

toes and flex my ankles, luxuriating in

the wvamth and surprised and delighted by
the fact that it was a2 eold night and I
could actually feel my feet. Then about e
cleven-thirty Peggy stopped in to say good- °
night, during which she observed that I =
looked more like Famer Dale than one of
the star-begotten., I told ‘her that under
those bulky boets lay feet that were as NG
wern as toast, and she said thank goodness., B

The story went well that night and I knocked off at two-thirty to go to bed.
I hot-footed it into the bedroom and began to undress quietly in the dark so's not
to woken Peggy, This is something I've dofie lots of times, .but on this oceasion I
had to' switch on the light because the boots were tight-fitting and I couldn't pull
onc off while standing on one leg. Vith the light on I found the chair ond tried
“to toke one off vihile gitting down. No dice. I tried to take the other one off
while sitting down. Uh ah,  I'vas beginning to feel ridiculous.. Despite:my grunts
. of exertion and the creaks of the chair Peggy was still asleep, so I lay dowm on
the floor and adopted various contorted attitudes in my efforts to get them Oy
btut in vain —— they centimued to grip my feet like 2’ couple of black lenther Puppet-
Mosters, I tried cunning, slowly wriggling my feet and ankles then tugging sudden—
ly when I thought.‘l had them lulled into & false semse of security, and sometimes
T lost all control and -heaved, and strained, 2and made animal dounds deep in my
throat, but nothing was any good. I got to my feet shaking, sweating D_.nd'spent
from my struggles. Switching mentally to upper case I thought 48'&/@) (33

My pants were cut to the latest slim-line styling and were too norrow to be taken
off over the flying boots, and while I would not have felt completely .outroged at
going to bed in my trousers I vas not going to get under thé sheets wearing flying
boots,. & man has a’ dertain code he pmst live by or he is nothihg, . He rmst be true
to it, and truée to himself. Perhaps my code leaves something tc be desired in many
vys, but I have never gorie to bed wearing fuir-lined flying boots nor do I ever in-
tend to, Vith a sad lock at my wAam, trapped feet I made the only other decision

possible to me., I called sottly, "Uh, woeken up, Dear . , ." 13
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I DECIDED to tell

a broken hip and resultant convalescence -
in my FAPA publication, Horizons. After
filling a dozen pages, I realised that

I had done a good job in all respects
but one: I'd omitted all the interest-
ing things., Such as:

It was late on Christmas Eve, only a
few hours before the arrival of Christ-

HARRY
mas Day, and I was in the emergency room
of the hospital, undergoing basic train- ‘ —_ E;};Z
ing for the weeks of hospital enlistment \/\/AX‘T{F\‘ lthEL

that lay ahead. "You aren't in such bad

shape," an orderly tried to console the

groaning, quivering, desolated me. "The last one with a broken hip in here
really had something to worry about," I somehow found the spirit to grow angry.,
"You're crazy," I muttered. "I'm worse off than the last one. I don't have
anyone to look after the house, and my will isn't made, and there's a hole in
my undershirt that's going to embarrass me when they undress me, and I've got

a pulled hamstring muscle in my good leg, and whatever troubles the last one
had, I've got them too." The orderly called to the nurse at the desk: "Hey,
Marge, better send this one to the third floor, He's eight months pregnant"

Convalescence that involves ten weeks of hospital care is never pleasant.
But the second through the fourth weeks were the worst for me, This was be-
cause my boss was also a patient on the same floor, only a couple of doors
down the hall, To complicate matters further, one of the floor nurses was the
wife of a man who works in the press room for the newspaper. Just before Mr,
Baylor had plumbing troubles, I was growing fairly confident of my status, as
a long-term patient whose whims would get a bit more consideration than usual,
in order to increase the probability that I would pay my bill promptly. Then
the boss checked in. The second night that we were neighbours, I was drift-
ing off to sleep, and abruptly decided that some unidentified individual was
getting into bed with me, knocking me out cf traction and pushing me onto the
iloor far below, I let out "@a®magnificent shaut that not only woke me into



awareness that I was alone in bed, but
also woke the rest of the floor., My

- roommate jumped upright in bed with mag-
nificent disregard for hemorrhoids. I
somehow calmed him, just before the head
floor nurse stuck her head into the door.
"I breathed deeply and slowly, my room-
:mate had prescence of mind enough to do
.= likewise, and my boss never knew the
“=.source of that shattering cIy, so I'm

§

WS '5fnot sweeplng out the composing room now
“that I'm well again.
Mrs., Myers, the wife of the press

room man, had problems of her own. "You
know that he's a director of this hos-
'.pltal don't you?" I asked her. " cer-
ainly do," she said fervently, "He's
my boss and he's my husband's boss and
hey give me the job of sticking him
fNith a needle every day before break-
fast," This conversation took place
with numerous 1nterruptlons and grunts on the part of the nurse., She had been
assigned by my physician to a special task in which his surgery training had
given him no skill, Myersie had brought a formidable assortment of cutting
instruments, none of which was really adequate, and she was systematically
breaking her back, attempting to find a position in which she could operate
without taking me out of traction. An hour later, she was totally winded but
successful., She rewrapped the bedclothing around the little basket in which my
foot hung and told me: "You have the toughest toenails I've ever tried to cut,"

I went home after ten weeks in the hospital. The morning on which I was due
to get my discharge was a tense one. So many things could go wrong: I might
stumble on the way to the bathroom, one of the three physicians interested in
me might forget to sign the necessary papers, the funeral director who had pro-
mised to carry me home might have too : .
many corpses on hand to find time for
the living, or the clerks at the corner
drugstore might not be able to find the
key to my house that the relative look-
ing after the place had left for me.
Then I realised that I was the object of
the most intense scrutiny that morning
by all the nurses, aides and orderlies
on the floor, They kept looking in to
see me, repeating goodbyes beyond all
reasonable necessity, and talking in low
tones just down the hall frcm my door, :
safely out of earshot. I must have chec-
ked a hundred times to make sure my pa-
jamas were properly buttoned and I tried
vainly to penetrate with the strongest
eyetracks at my command the metal covers




o uy hospital record, in the suspicicn that I'd just c¢lsplayed some unfavour-
able condition that would prevent me foom gcing homae A few minutes before the
zero'h0ur, the cleaning wonan asked me if I felt quite weli. On my assurance
that I was splendid, she stared at me in amazemeint, and told me the reascn for
my status as centre of attention, All the milk served for brealifast on the
floor had béen spoiled that moraing, the more intelligent patients had noticed
it instantly by the taste and recjeched it, and all the rest who like me had
gulped it dova had bkeen violentlyv eick for hours,

One roommate .stands. out in my mental picture gallery with particular vivid-
ness., He talked constantly and stlil didn't have ime to utter some important
connacting materials for his mencicgues. There wes the time that he was tell-
ing me about scie indisposed friends in his circle of acguaintances, like this:
"eoshe's becen getting sicker fox years and even his vife's given him up be=
-cause he's not coinseious any lencer, but at lezct ha's not veeling any pain,
and that reminds me of the way the halls never went dovn pronarly and they be-
came cancerous, - M'ow. there was really some pain, and my sister didn't notice
a thing until she saw that he couidn't wag his %ai S MHES What P T Aatsrr-
Upted. "His tail, ry sicter’'s dog's tail."

a
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Then there was the time he returned from the men's roor. I knew he had
been suffering from constipation, and Lo chose that subject for his conver-
sationt ";,.And I'm telling you, it was o struggle, .but I had-some luck this
time, it wis cncuch to make a man stop and think. Just imegine, it was near-
ly two feet long and rigit on the end therc was a litile green lignt that kent
flashing on and off...," '“Green? And it fiashec?" WQOf course, haven't .you
cver ceen any of the machines these dociors have to look up insids’ you?!

It was. nice to see how mdny cagual
acquaintances and almozh formotten fri-nd
“took the trouble to .come 1o the hospital
: o vigit me. Pud the afternoen when I
v raally overwhelmed was the time -2
rRtar strangexr came into my room, inquir-
ed . in extreme detail ahout my conditiecn,
and wented tc knew how “he accident oco-
uved, It restored my faith in humen nas-
ure, to think that semecre who didn't
even identify himsel? should devcte the
better part of an afterncon Lo an effort
to relieve my loneiiness, But I was
startlec when he -turned and staiked out
gef my rcom abrupily, just as I was tell-
hims ",..c0 I wae halfway across
stocet when I.-slippad and fell on
: icec™ I asked cne of the nurses who
.—1%t was and why hr had gone so suddenly.
"Oh, that was tho janilor at the apart -
iment house acress the street from where
cu fell, He just wanted to make sure
you weren't going to.claim you fell on
the sidewalk and start a laweuit, "




SSTSORT P! TP ks g
r.t'ub.LbbR]._. I8¢ voa.Walt willis Svren Devidson, 410 est 110th St., New York
! City 25 =+= Your littlc grcon vonder -

(de you mind if I shift the norgin over? I'm
not nade of meoney, y'know, Thanks) arrived
some fow duys ago, and vae reod vith pleas-
ure and put aside for acknovledgaient, iy

at Beswell got at it however ond, doubtless
vexed by a publieation from Orongclond being
cclored green, ripped the boeck cover off
with one rakding rip., 4s I tenderly bent t
lift the severed leaf I found, in o wee min-
isecule cursive hand in the left hond nargin
of p.25, urite vhen you haven't pgot woxk., If
it hadn't becn fer Bez I'd never hove seen
it. This is as close tc reecciving o sccrct
nessage (pardon me, 4 Seerct essoge) as I'W
come acrcsg sinece giving up indsivle ink,
not long bafore puberty claincd mc ond y
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TS THE LATAST CRAZE FRom friends. I'm re end thrilled, Ly Sensec Of
NEW YoRK -~ A ML, RupegR wonder is now sitting up and ablc to take
CTAME whTu ' 1V ReTRAcs! scme thin broth. I put the breth on to cock,
| ON 1T, EVERYRODY 13 QETTING locked the cat in the wC, ond @ now ~riting,
b Y 4 LTRSS as Heven't Got work.

Cux'iousg but on the way heme today I sterved in a bar and ordered o shot of ny
fovourite (vhen I can afford it) tiprle, Irish vhiskey. Viz Jumesom, vidich is twice
the price of bar vhiskey. The choracter next to ne imediately locked wp from his
drink ond cressword puzzle, and anmounced he had Troubles. Could I Ldp hin? "If you
vt the ntoe of an extinet New Zealind bird in three letters, yes," I sadd. "Irish
Ged of the sea," he rmttered, "Sorry, I said,"but my knowledge of Celtic mythology

is very limited." He fixed me with o blerdshot eye. "Not Celtic," he mmttcred, "Irish. '
The barmaid came back. "Sorry, all I have is Paddy's and Bushmills, she onnounced,

4ag it hoplens, Paddy's is the only Irish whiskey I can'+ drinissi~of thoge I've tried.
It tostes as though they haven't streined the peatbog cut of it, Sc, "Bushiills, by
all means," I said. "How ruch is that, Jim," she asked, bresking the foil. USniorg s

I think it's sixty," rumbled the croscword character, Timorous but hencst, I suggest-
ed it might be more. "Give it to hin for sixty," Jim insisted. "...he's o gentlenon

of the cloth..." I denied it, but to no swail, In NYC anyone with o beord is assumed
to be either a beatnik, 2 rabbi, or o follewer of Fidel Castre., In a few rimutes

this las possibility had occurred to Jim, tut by then I'd finished the drink ~nd

Ve.s on ny way out... Suy, who is the Irish god of the se2, by the woy? (iim SN0 ——
hence the Isle of Man and its nationsl :mblem, keananan had threc legs.)

_ Think shame to yourself, walt Willis, for saying that Brazil had & prexy neoncd
O'Higzina. It was Chile you Celtic clod; but I em't recall vwhether imbicse or his
nephew Bemardo, I'11 agk Jin. €It was Bernarde. Sorry...tut in whot other fonzine
> you get so ruch not only useless but inaccurate infomation? [nd think shme to
yourself for ycur isnorancs of Irish mythology. Ve know all about yours, ¢

I sympathise with Les Gerber cn his having to "date" (euphemism, cuphcariem, as
lscae asimov was heard to mutter vhen Teny Boucher, at the Solacon, stid of o certain
writcr, "kr.X hag been frequently antholegised by dss Y.") in a car vhose "useless"
E;fz-ats vcre divided by am rests, immovable ones; but when he further carloins that

it could seat only four people" I em moved te inquire if he wented o drte or o
nass orgy.

vhat's an SDT rhene number? €Subseriber Truvik (Trans. 'Long Distm ce') Dinlling.
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#ndy Young, 42 Progpect St.,Somerville 45, uess. =+=

I notice & general trend towerds mere ..oml pecple
in frndom, By this I mean that the days when fans were,
by end large, pretty enotionally incenpetent people, are
ressing cr hiave passed. Lock at this bit by Jenes ihite.
Lock at Ian hckulay. Look at a lot of the peorle who
entered fendem as lonely adolescents »nd have since matured
to o greater or lesser degree. Lock, even, at Kingsley
Avis,...Science fiction has not matured, but fandon hes.

I've seen a number of other tromslations of technical phrases lotely; first in ny
nind in "vithin astrorhysical accuracy" (vhich I believe I proacted in Londen last
year), meening "the agreenment is hopelessly bad, tut what con you expect in this
business?' €There are Civil Service ones toc, like "Your case is under considerat-
ior!"="We have lost the file." imd "Your case is under active considerction = "We
have lost the file, ut are locking for it.")

Hovr dc you get a2 photen to hold still long encugh to print "HYPHET' on it?

Ethel Lindsay, Courage House, 6 Langley £ve., Surbiton,

Surrcy. =+= It was vith a feeling of inevitobility that I

saw Hyphen 28 arrive: there vas always scne queer fecling in

the sdr vhen Hyphen was in the neils, I'll adnit that vhen I

was & wee nec I used to think it was o touch of bilicusness.
I vender if the last few lines of James ihite's article

8% ) might lure Chuck out of those glades of gofic., After all,

£ éig who have we got to take his place and yrcduce these well

{chosen words tc deseribe Janes? who else has sich vivid de-
e munciation at his eomand? ENo cne, appare tly, It must
i i have been a tirade secret.}

I an 2 bit dubicus about Bob's conclusg on that it is now
- an Ok thing to read sf. I guess it depends on tho cimes
-~ in vwhich you trawel....There was the tine vhen in & fit of
dgploced pride I showed off nmy autcgraphed copy of New Maps Of Hell to the dssist-
°nd Liotron. umis hed inseribed it...'"with sincere iartion twitierings’, The Lsst.
{at. tock one leck at this and said "Pehaw' mnd clapied it shut.

Eric Bentcliffe, 47 4l1ldis St., Gt.Mocr, Stockport, Ches, =+= 3
I know who 4lan Shepherd and Prudence rotts are, at vho is

Yuri Gogarin?
I enjoyed Jmes uhite'a mtobicgraphy greatly; and his

todking of Buried Treasure =nd the ATC sparked off a rien~

ory for rme,..it hesn't really anything to do with 4TC and

Bried Square but vho earcs

Len Cheglin, 18 New Fam Rd., Stcurbridge Rd., iores. =+=
One thing that really hits is Beb Shaw's statement tc
the effect that fang niss being "prmwud and lonely", I
know I do. Sncers and brickbats were nothing comparad
to the wonderful sense of knewinmess, liartyrdom was
swect.,.but indifference is dam infuriating, /
So now vhat hapens? Should fandom dig & hole Sl ool W
ond retreat int. it to maintain the di fference? NN
I suess fandem itself is an eypression of the
desire tc be exclusive.

Sid Birchby, 1 Gloucester ave., Levenshulme, hianchester 19
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Thonas rYerry, 1130 Garfield St., Linccln 2, Nebraska
Just fren the tone of this issue, I rather presune A\ﬂ/]
thot Fandem Is Dying, 211 lst through 9th of it. ind I %A§ %
cm alrnost see why. as Bob Shaw nentions, sf has becone ;
rospectable, Mmd any young men whe expresses an interest
in science has all his gpore time filled by corporaticns A
ond goverments offering vast suns if he will only stay
inEsclic ol ; , )

The wey I see it is that shortly, after a few more issues in which only characters
like ne write you letters, you'll grow quite di scouraged, and fmde's last basticn
will give up the ghost. Like ran after all his worshiyiers had deserted hin, you'll
c0 out intc the world and beccme an crdinary nan, pertal 2nd with nc extroordinary
sowers---nayhe net even Impeccnble Taste. ind Fadox will be dend.

Your cnly alternative, as I sec it, is to Jo 2lcng with the trend. Chonge the nane
of your negazine to MINU3 SIGN FANZINE R4CT. Stick in scme rhotes end orticlesy take
out the humer; make the sex scientific; and stert using sone of the phrases Shaw
explains in his cclurm. Your circulation will g up right off, cnd soon you will be
finding cut if that Gestetner counter is accurate up to 20000, 4nd after o vidle
you'll heve to go photc-cffset tc keep up with the denend, Of ccourse you'll charge
fifty cents & ccny. iaybe seventy-five. e while all the cranks, oddballs, offbeat
huncrists, wild thinkers and rcmanties who clustered round sf so long will move tc
another less crcwded field.

I hope this is all a bad dream, snyway, do put in a let ter coluwm, ven't you? Ycu
sec above what its omissicn can lead te.

W . vt WETHER

Jerry vage, 193 Battery D1.NE, istlanta 7 NOWRDAYS ‘_00“ SO e Ay

Bob Lichtman, 6137 S.Creft sve., La 56 e SR e EERD LT AT oosn
Horry uarner, 423 Sumit, Hagerstcwn, iLid. . R computoR”

Joln, il.Baxter, ©0 Box 39, Sydney, snust.
4 pity Bob Shaw was joking about the
langurge cne finds in technical reports.
I could have devoted some 5000 werds to
ny experience, having become pretty adept
ot Elenentary Burcaucratic Gibberish after
five years working (I use the expression
looscly of ‘course) in & Gevernment Depart-
nent., ’hroses like "these figures, when
offset ageinst current marketing condit-
ions..." (well, they were @ll right when
ve nade them out) Toll fronm the tongue
with beautiful fluency...But an encourag-
ingly fresh trend in business letters vas
illustreted in cne we gt frem one of the
big US netwerks the cther day. "is you
know," it begen, "all Railway business is
going tc hell in a peach basket."

Vic Ryan, 2160 Sylvan Rd., Syringfield, Ill. 558
Roy Teckett (MSgt.L.H.Tackett, USLC, H&HS 3
-1 (Comm.), M.HG-1, 1lst lihi/, RMFrac, c/c
FIO, San Francisco. s free lifetine sub
if you'll desert!}

ial &shworth, 14 westgate, Eccleshill, -

Bradford 2 19




Terry Jeeves, 30 Thompson Rd., Ecclesall, Sheffield 11
Edith Carr, 3 Orchard St., Cambridge 40, Mass.

Peter liabey, 10 wellington Sg., Cheltenham, Glos.

Bill Temple, 7 1m Rd., uembley, Middlesex

Colin Freeman, wd.3, Scotton Banks Hospital,

Ripley Rd., Knaresborough, Yorks. ﬁ”’
Betty Kujawa, 2819 Caroline, South Bend 14, Ind.,
Jin Groves, 29 Lathom Rd., East Ham, London E6

Sid Birchby, I Gloucester ave., Levenshulme, Manchester 19 =+= .hat's all this
about Ion collecting dust for 2 living? Is that a fact? The reason I osk is that
iienchester Corporation Cleansing Departrment is having sone difficulty getting
enough dustmen, and they may have to cut down bin-emptying to once & fortnight be-
fore long. I wonder if things arc =ny better over there. Is Ien 2llowed to solicit
for Christmas boxes? Our chaps aren't, and I think that's part of the trouble. that
does he think of this idea of changing over fram metal bins to paper sacks? I
should think they'd be rmch easier to 1lift. The drawback seems to be that peoople
will persist in filling them with damy rubbish like tealeaves so thot the bag falls
to pieces ad the dustman is left with a armful of wet slosh. '
Cuwell thenk you, Sid, tut Ian is not actually & dustnmon, though
the mistake is pardocnable enough if you ke seen his _car, sct-
uslly, @and I merrnzion this for the infomgg‘\ir%%ﬁ%uﬁgs%d
encugh to explein for him the Laws of Themodynanics, he is a
Ph.D in physics engaged in research at the University on atmes-
pheric dust pollution.}

1al ashworth, 14 Westgate, Eccleshill, Bradford 2 =+= Believe nme
I understand your tribulations. You are not @lone. Ve other
fanzine editors appreciate what it nust be like for you, out 14
hours a day slaving your knees to the bone to get & manuscript
out of an august and temperamental professional cuthor like iir.
White, kncwing all the while that your co-editor is comfortably
seated at home, under the table, amidst & pile of aupty lager
bottles, singing 'The Mountains of liourne' or 'Kevin Barry', and
ruttering darkly about the Second Law of Themodynamics, and that your ace colum-
nist has taken 2 hundred mile trip into a foreign country seaching wildly for a
frec drink, Wwe all know how you feel, swimming back all that way clutching between
your teeth a polythene bag contzining manuscripts from those two august and tenper-
smental professionals Ted white and Bob Tucker, to reflect on & letter like Joln
Gutteridge's and woender "am I really giving these intel lectual gicntg the nental
neat end manma they demand of a magazine like mine?" We sympethise. I myself have
experienced many of these heartbresking tribulations (though I never did have =
John Gutteridge; rerheps they are scarce) and I have at last found 2 sclution to

@% most of ny troubles. I
%[% AD3IUST youlR T -

< hate to sce & fellow fan
Pvfsusmt\ls‘sweit_&_}
L\o
0 \
— = AV

editor suffer unnecessar-
ily and I offer my solut-
ion to you for vhat it is
: worth, It all lies in
1% those magic vwords "iadjust
your publishing schedule,"
1 have cdjusted my jpub-
lishing schedule; you can
do the saome. Uy, it pekes
hardly eny cflfort at all!
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MHE SENSE OF WONDE & o AN GS
T Ali WRITING you a serious letter on a train of thought sterted by Sid Birchby's
vige vords in 'Postscripts'. Sid alwsys seems to write sense, and vhot he says
cbout fan activity and the old sense of wonder has more th:n 2 groin of truth in it,
Let me tcke the thing @ bit further.

It would be simple for snyone with a crude smattering of history to feel sorry
for the imericans., They are, after all, a nation founded by alicn peoples vho gt
awey from Burope and tried to stert mmew. .ith a big country to do it in, they could
livc ond tiild end spread all unhampered by the fetters of tradition. Optimisnm =nd
simplicity were theirs-—things most of Burcpe had lost long ago. The provalent
feeling was that they had ™ilt a new and better way of life, full of vhat Deniel
liebster called "that unconguerable spirit of free enquiry, & diffusion of knowledge
throughout the commurnity such as has been before altogether unknown cnd uniieard of.™

One of ithe splendid things abcut the US is that even today this spirit is not
dcad, though it must be threatened tc judge by several first-hond accounts I have
hearl of cne's having t. guard one's political pronouncements even in troaditional
eatres of uncrtliodox theought like universities. But the US is now incvitobly in-
volved with Eurcpe; the old cultural ties overcame the new Eden. Surcly this will
"'-fl'”v; tc be the most vital facter in the history of the world during the last two
decades?

:hat we used to refer to patrenisingly as the naivety of imericene hos largely
:“zlishcd, Contemporary americen novelists such as J.G.Cezzens, Wallace Stegner,
soiovac, lailer, Jckn Updike (read his newly published "Rabbit, Run' for o lock at
“uc current americon dilama), David Karp, the English-born Alfred Heyes, not to
'liﬁmd the lis%, all examine different facets ¢f modern life; they give off a
svmng snell cf weltscimerz; they cculd meet Burcpean disillusion blow for blow;
th(fy I-*E.Otlongc:- offer essy sclutions, hunt fer happy endings, see peoplc in black
fad ¥hite,

“hy? Because as ve have become aiericenised, they have become Burrpconised. It
oS iz?e;viﬁable. (In the same way, the Russian rulers of the semi-hsictic USSR are
Jccoming smerlcanised-—-bus that's snother story). The hope of the 2lien hns be-
cone the hope of the alienist.

; +s I have sald, i% would be simple for :nyonc to feel glibly sorzy thot all this
a R ¢ . 4

};ws hu-_,_-‘,t.nuq. to the US, It would also be inecrrect. The hmericen outlock hos merely
“rdamed md matured (as indeed has the Buropean outlock after tve world wors on cr

Pkl sheir decisteys), You don't regret maturity. You accept it, oven when it is
.,hmst uI‘Cn N/B1EL,

41l right., "hig attitude, this way of thinking, has at last sotked down to and
o reflected $u of, slthough sf writers write about the future, they hove never
Bedh leaders of philosophiecn-ecyromic thought; they've been lagging belind. Now
they're trying tc cakch up with the werld situation. Some cf them—--iiock Reynolds
for instance---are Yrying tc project it shead., american sf in poerticular is chang-
ing, md you all ¥mnw the howls Campbell is getting because, however funblingly,
ke is endeavouring i help it change, as he helped it twenty years baclk. :
2
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I3's no good, mates; the old days of glorious swashbuckling epics ore dead, in
»stl life ond so in sf. Sf has a hell of a great and mighty future, but only if it
keeps up with our complex present. There's & disunited United Arab Republic where
mhny of the gentlemen adventurers used to rove, remanber? e can't plcy cbout so
moch ony more. Reslity mst brezk in. Once writers feel this in their bones, they'll
find the good new fermlae to help it get in.

Porgive me if I put all this dann crudely. Although it is something I have felt
for o long time, this is the first ccoasion on vhich I have ever tried to says it
2loud; though I have had one cr twe tentative stabs at embodying it in fiction--in
Ly novels 'The Male Response' =nd 'The Piimal Urge' (due from Bellentine in early
1_962) and particularly in 'Basis For Negotiation', due out in 'New Worlds' soon
(md my sincere thmks, Ted Carnell.)

This explains why I gct so sick of this crap about the sense of wondcr bcing
lost. Forget it; it's mainly a yen for corefree adolescence. My God ycs, it was
great vhile it lasted, but a sense of reality is a hell of a sight more useful.

With a sense of reality people might see thot good sf is still being written.
Why isn't everycne debeting their heads off about Parisian Heary Waxd's two stage-
ering novels 'Hell's Above Us' end 'Green Sune'? What sbout Will orthington's
"The Food Goes In The Top' in a recent 'Science Fantasy'? Now there wos 2 fine con-
tanporary surrealist itale that brouzht me at least m authentic chill in the pit of
nv stomach. Perhaps my siomach is particularly susceptibles I've seen no corment
on’' the stery. Why? lsybe because fans are too busy saying how lousy sf is, or
writing screeringly funny ar‘icles about the trouble they had with that cover
sSencil. They do themselves an injustice.

I core deeply about sf, mnd rot only because I eam a living by ity I'm & fan
myself,; mmd & sucker for fenzines, or I'd not allow myself to s2y this., Fun is
funn, lads; but is it cnly fun?

Now I'11 stand back and let you throw things.

Ted ‘hite, 107 Caristepher St., N7i4 =+= It will be interesting to scc vhat dir—
cction the sf mags ta%e. Pohl has already ‘nstituted chargs in Calaxy and IF, al--
though not all of then seen for the bettor (the art depsrtnoant sears curiously
incpt)s Cempbell has had the s department of inalog taken away frem him, vhich
might mean fewer artists who can't draw bt vwho can strip down amd reossanble a
Jeep in the middle of the desert (this is Campbell's prime criterion in crtists,
cpparently); and Cele Goldsmiih keeps plugging right along with the nost interest-
ing mags in the field.

Kena Potter, Roydon Mill Coravan Centre, 2o3don, Essax
Phil Harrell, 2632 Vincent ive., ¥orfolk g, Va.

Enile Greenleaf, 1303 Mystery St., New Crleans 19, La.
Rory Faulkrer, 724) East 20th St , Westmimster, a1
Bob Iichtman, 1441 Eigh®l St,. Bericeley 10, Calif.

Zob Tucker, Box 702, Bloomingicn, Ill. =t Rog Ebert hag been dsacribved os one of
the vhite hopes of micwestern fumdom, I hope you didn't soil hinm. I wonder if he
teld you of our drive Liome Trun “ha iast Ibdwescon; with him driving cnd singing
to keep himself awake :md alert? I didn'+ mird his singing so rmch; it wes his
foot on the throtile that gt me--he maintained *he proper beat by banging his
foot on the gas, causing the car to leap forward in %time. One of the fans vwho rode
bome vith us hasn't been heard from sirce. CYcr mesn he wen’ into the future with
the enr?}LBob also correcis his articles first record fmz was SE.NGRI-L. RECORD,
1941; by, of a2ll people, falt Dmgherty.)



wimel fien inside front coverd
Bt whan we bad the page run off I begen to wonder myself. The norrotive locked
Just the sane as it had in the namuscript., "It won't woxk," sadd Iz,

"That's what thoy said to Gemsback when he sat down te invent the viecl,” I pre-
tested loyally., "It must be your isctepes. are they pure?"

"cll no," aduitted Ian, "You said they had to be sophisticated, so I adulteratec
then & Dbit.!"

"Hm, that's right," I said, checking the F&SF baciicover. '...scphisticated isc-
cpes, pregnant with imaginatien...Oh you pheclish Ph.D! That's thc trouble. Your
isctopres are $oc sophisticated to get rregnant,”

So while Ien pedals his cycktron, we c:m only offer the usuzal mconcteonoucly brill-
iont stuff. well at least it's the -nly fanzine that glows in the dardc, = you can
rcod it in bed. If you're a.slow reader that's about all you'll be able to do.

You nay remember how a few issues agr I deseribed hew fortunatc vwe were here in
Irish Fendom tc be permitted to cluster at the feet «f great Thinkewrs lilc mro> auth-
or James vwhite 'md listen to his mutant »lct ideas, like the one 2bout the thowed
c2t on the interstellar voyage. Now I wouldn't like you te think thet this culturnl
cxchonge is all cne way. Dr,lan wesulay is 2 great Scientific Thinker hinself and
often startles us vith plot ideas from the rescurces of his mighty intdicet, fear-
lossly renging as it dces the mystericus frontiers of science. The ctiicr night for
instonce we had been discusd ng the longevity of certain fish., "Supnose,” seid the
learmed doetor, '"that these fish, whose breins keep growing end developing for un—
toll years, hnvo aeveloped ‘telepathic and precognitive faaultics. Supoosc then that
throwh their precognitive faculties, the.s(, fi sh realige :that there is going to be
tn inerease in sclar radiation resulting in a eataclysiic dreught. Than, using
t lepathy, weuld they nect persusde groups of human beings o eonstruct ead neintain

great vessels te be filled with weter t' ensurc their survival?!

"It scems just a little far fetehed," we amrred.
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Net so," soid Ian grimly. "In fact crganised groups of aich nen c:
nonent in cur very ridqst!"

"Not" we cried, dumbfundec.

3} . - T . . . -
Yes," said Dr, desuley fimly. "Surcly you've heard of Cery arlz wticndonts?!
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I'il GOING TO GIVE UP PROCRASTINLTING
4LTOGETHER F:Oi TOMOREOW CN.....OF COURSE
YOU CAN'T EXPECT UCH COMIENT ON LN ISSUE
WITHOUT 4 LETTER COLUMN. .'...SHE'LL LLuWAYS
HaVE HER BACK TO FALL BuCK ON.....IS YOUR
CaR INSURED 4GAINST FALLING Liv.QBi0V/ERS?. .
ool T SOME SORT OF BIRD OR SCMETHING?..
. BARRY GOLDWATER THINKS HE'S GOIIIG TO
FUN IN 1864.....4ND BOB LEZJT IS GOING TO
VOTZ FOR HIM..... %
THE DAY THEY :
REPO SSESSED
THE WORLD....
THESE &4RE MY
FARFNTHESE
——-I CAN SHOW YOU THE RECEIPT ....JOHN A
CAPBELL IS & LuN WITH NO REDEEAING
VICES..... «TER L4KES a4 VERY GOCD SIDEALE
«HEN MIX®D WITH CHENT..,..THaw'S L NEJ

11t
‘J( //

HYPHEN 30 ‘ NuiE FOR fuTTENING FOOD-—-T+0 CHIN CHOY..
Decenber 1961 g AR R WHY DON'T YQU BUY i LITTLE BAI AND
BOO IT YOURSELF?.....I H:VE DRUNK BEER
From W,Willis & Dr.I, Mcmuloy IN THE PRESENCZ OF.& STRONG iLAiGNETIC
170 Upper N'ards Rd., FIELD.,....WHY DQESN'T SOMECNE EXPLAIEN
Belfest 4, N.Irsl. o TO THE AMERICANS THAT THEY JUST HIVEN'T
GOT aNY HISPORY?..... NOW, THERE S &
MAN WHO DIIN'T HAVE TO STAND UP TICE TO
PRINTED MaTTER cnsr A SHnmw ceeol M & GRBAT .BELIIVER

(Reduced Rate)

IN THE CHAR:CTER-BUILDING
QURLITIES OF LUXURY IND
SELF-INDULGENCE: . . . . REPOST
ALL SHOKE SIGHALS TO /EST-
. BExN UNION.....siRE YOU IN-
; ” SURED AGAINST TYPSS?.....
_THER; i3 NG DEFENCE EXCEPT STUPIDITY
£GoINST -THE TWPACT OF A NEW IDEieo...s
PRO LUTHOR IS KERELY &4 DEBUUCHED FAN.....
TV IS MILES «HE4D OF THE PROILGS LiTD IT'LL
BE THE FIKST TO GO OVER THE CLIF%....OXY-
GEN} I'S LN EIGHT-SIDED GiaS.. .. Hi¥ m’.lTl.C
lr.dJ‘I S iz HePPY RELIEF FROL. HER PERSIST
MDS..... WHY, Hi'S NOT EVEN ERIC JON“S
es+s o THE NUMBER OF CRUDZINES NOWWDLYS IS
«PPALLING. WHY DON'T PZOPLZE CLRE FFOUGH
IO SEND ONLY THE VERY BEST? -~-beb shav 4,
vie rysan, wvaw @, archie mercer ', nort
sehl, vill f jenkins, eccl stupnogel, ion
nacaulay, ulster folk saying, thon perry,
rosco wrighty erie frank russell By .V C;
nchu.rd be.rgeron
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