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"whet would 'Fugghead of the Yeur' be?!"



ON THE SU.. IT OF JIQU-T RIPP-
URE, to the zout: of Dublin,
stands the ne.s Telefis Fr-
earm televicion trineamitter,
hurling & capler: Celtic
wavetorm over tze sty begs.
To the ncrth, hewover, it
dashes itself in impoeiat
fury againgt the heather-
cevered ane eifficienuly
grounded iiscume Hountiins.
iy faint vestisge hog then
to fight its wwy rcund the
Slieve Crcob massif and over
the rolling Cogtlores:gh
Hills, so thot Wy the tine
it reaches the Ujoer Hei~
tovnerds Rosd in Belfast no
sane person vwrueld ernect it
to excite even the 108t sus-
ceptible cathedes 1y Hude.

who then is this harassed
fisure sheuting to the sky
about televisicn ceiials
and arguing wilth on angry
nesress?

Yeah, it wig ne. I know

I should hiwve bee: cutting
stineils and writing letters, but I had found thet this new tv station 1os rwriing
twe prmogrames 1 had been faunching te see for years...Dwilight Zone ond torld Chanp-
iCllf‘hiD Golf. The combinaticn was irresistible, so 1'd crdered this grecss 17--clanent
»fzmal, cverhuled my three television sets (I used to have four, Wt I'n tiying te
ive then up), and was now supervising the erection of the aerial by .o builder's
l..bour"ers The negress? well, thot was & bit unfertunste, You sec I Hclé the worknen
to Tect the dovnlead dovm the disused attic chirmey, @na thedr first atiant hod
precinitated an avalanche of sort inte the living rocn, where :ladelaine hod hoppened
tc e polishing the nentelpiece, G

A~

: i T caplaingd cemtritely thet they rust hr:.\i‘c'- triea the wrons chiimcy, the vorie-
nan sicdled evay saying sonmething aboub getting mds to clear a birds! nest, . odel-
cine gove ne & black look, for vhich she was peculiarly well fitted at the nenent,
nC went back in to clean up. Half an hour later she had finished and the wodcian
vere bock on the rocf. 4 ery of triumph, @nd I knew the birds' nest ves fpone. But
tdf»TG".-’?LS Another cry, nesrer and nore snpuished, & great black wll of daxdimess
i bilioving cut from the living rocm, closely followed by .iadeleinc. It's & gozd
thin: she has a forgiving nnture, or there'd be only cne of us ot the Chicon.

' fotd. inside bndc

________________ _oevery

Sﬁlt “‘;é%ﬁ & Ion . ciulay, 170 Upper N'srds Rd., Belfast 4, N.Irclond. Lscocinic Bob
Tt o Ee?h?mVL Gdns., Belfast 6. .rt srthur rhomson,l7 Breackhon Housc, Brockher
e ;S‘“'Qi’ Co-founger Chuck Hurris. Complicity shared by Jumes o Puyy vhite,
bGeorge Chorters, Sadie Shaw wadeleine willis, i.aterial help by Jolnm Berwy

1/- or 15¢ per copy, 7 for #1.00. US meney welcome.



JAMES
WHITE

THIS LAST WHILE BACK, to use a colourless local idiom, increasing amou:..s
of Romance and gooey sentiment have been emanating from certain members of
Lrish Fandom which has causecd all the femme fans in the area 12 go 2all
dreamy-eyed and droely, I refer to ths odd coincidence that at the end »f
7nly the Shaws are expecting a little stranger, that at the end »f July
Peggy and I are expecting a 1little stranger, and, also ai{ the end of July,
Dz, Tan R. Mclulay is getting married. All this when taken in conjunciicn
with the recent marriage 5f that prcominent ex-fan and r~ne-time sex-Tfiend
Charles Rancolph Harris -- well maybe not so one- -times 1n a recent letter
he stated that Sue &nd he were both working in order to furnish heir kousa,
aud that Shey intended to car»y on —- is having an effect on our sensitive
fannish souls. The fzct that Tan intends taking over Triniiy College

Jublin and a sub-assemdly linc of Guirnessis Brewery for the raceptio ﬂ -
Laan is an old boy of voth establiskments -~ is making certain of the rale
nenbers drool,voo. And on Saturday nights,; while Ian is slurping up Peggy's
lenon meringue pie, hLis ejyes get a soft distant lcok =— like two hadly
fried eggs —— and he gives us little sriprets of infrrmation about his
Olivia., His Olivia is a smasher., We know this, having met her cnce., Eisg
Olivia knits him Jerseys, knite his car seat covers, cza-cook, even likes
beama slinfd

A1l this romance in tae air is beginning to affect even mJ hardened tio-
fessicnal soul, and it seems fitting vhat av this point I, should returan to
oy memoirs anc the rsmantic sleppy eplsodes of my life. After all, I can
get those flying ¥Boois beth off and on now without having to get Lhrough
2,0C0 woxrds worth of conilict.

We left our hero having just become engeged to the heroine afier suz-
viving food poisoning, cdiabetes and the publication of his photo in "Naw
Frrlds," “To anyone who has been ergaged I necd not describe the joy of
the months which followed, and %o those who have not been engaged I'm afra’c



I'm not allowed to. It was a very warm summer and Peggy taught me to play
tennis. But trained as I was in the vicious school of ghoodminton, it was
pure reflex with me that when I hit the ball at all I whacked it complete—-
ly out of the court. Me being blessed, in this instance, with astigmatism,
Peggy had to go looking for the lost balls After a couple of weeks of
this she developed green thumbs, fingers and knee-caps together with an
aversion to playing tennis with me We didn't quarrel ubout it, of course,
it was simply the conflict of two mutually alien and incomphrensible ideol-
ogies, best illustrated perhaps by my habit of butting the ball with my
head when she served and claiming the point as a "Face,"

It was during this glorious summer that I attended the first and only
convention, the Supermancon, which I did not enjoy. - I'm not quite sure
why this was so. All the necessary ingredients for a successful con were
theres the people I liked, the smoke-filled rooms, the uncooperative night
manager to give that heady sense of urgency and danger to the parties,
there was even the ship canal for throwing beer bottles into. But some-—
how that con never got off the ground for me. There seemed to be an air
of tension overhanging everything Operation Armageddon, the widespread,
cruelly funny and not very secret plot of the London Circle to wreck the
Manchester Convention was part of the reason. Zverybody thought that the
London fans were too sportsmanlike ever to actually put irmageddon into
operation, but nobody was sure that they wouldn't, or that a rowdy elem-—
ent might not go ahead with it in the facs of general disapproval, Look-—
ing back on it I think:the trouble was that I went through that convention
feeling like a policeman on a beat where rioting was likely to break out
at any minute. ;

During these months I was doing very well professionally, selling every-
thing T wrote and churning out stories at the fantastic rate of one every
three or four months. "Outrider" was the high-spot, it being the first

story of mine which Good Ole Ted flogged to Sweden for me -~ egoboo I
couldn't even read . . ! —-- and at practiically the same time used the top-

icality of the first sputnik going up to sell it as a seven-part serial
to the Glasgow Daily Record.  The low spoi was "Dynasty of One'", a short-
short which I ‘was convinced was a perfect little gem. Horrible Ole Ted
sald it was vague and incomphrehensible and not the slightest bit memor-
able -~ at least in the way I meani{ -- and the only reason he was accept-
ing it was because ScienceéFantasy was desperately short of material and
the next issie had a 2,500-word hole that he had to plug somehow. Some-
times Good/Horrible Ole Ted can accept a storv in such a way that one
would much rather it had bounced, especially stories which he thinks are
not quite up to standard. This acceptance of what I had thought to be my
createst work might have wrecked my writing career, or warped my sense of
wonder,at least,; if he hadn't softened the blow by devoting a couple of
paras to gentle, fatherly advice regarding my approaching nuptials in which
he used the word '"mug" three times and "don'i" at ‘the beginning of ever
sentence, '

On the night before the wedding itself I felt strangely disturbed, I
was a couple of thousand words into a story called "Question of Cruelty"
and really should have been working on that, me being shortly to be mar-
ried and all and having the responsibilities of a breadwinner to shoulder.



But somehow I couldn't concentrate on
being a breadwinner without thinking
of being married first, and so after

ONG  OF TuESE DANS
'Ll RERD TRE SMALL

a couple of hours of getting up and
sitting down again I took the liay 1955
ASF to bed and tried to read myself

to slesp,

PRINT ON THOSE
S

RE-ENLISTMENT FORM

I didn't remember what a single
story was about after finishing the
magazine, which was very unusual for
AR ERIGIHI0S
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The morning of the wedding dawned
bright and sunny, although with cer-
tain cloud formations present which
indicated that it wouldn't stay that
way for more than a few hours, I arr-
ived at the church early and drove
slowly round the district five times
before getting out, so &s not to seem
impatient. All of Irish Fandom was
there with the exception of poor old
George, who had taken ill just before I arrived and hed had to go hcme,
His heart, we all thought, and his poor, aged, enfeebled body -- maybe 1t
was just as well, the excitement might have been too much for him. Walter
was looking very smart in a suit I'd flogged him one day when he'd been
silly ‘enough to come into the shop with money on him, and I almost didn't
recognise Bob without his green velvet smoking jacket., The girls looked
stunning. It's funny how girls seem to look more beautiful than you've
ever seen them before at weddings, even when the wedding isn't theirs,
Seeing the direction of my gaze, my best man reminded me that this was the
last chance I had of whistling at pretty girls in earnest and I'd better
make the most of it. But I don't hold with people whistling in church,
and anyway, these were my friends best wives and I wouldn't whistle at
them in earnest in anv case.

Then somehow I was knecling in the front left-hand pew with the best
man, and Irish Fandom was filling the second and warming the brick of my
neck with its collective breath But not enough, because I was shaking
and at any moment my teeth ‘hreatened to chatter out loud, There was &
little flurry of activity on the right side ol the aisle and out Of the
corner of my eye I saw a blur of pale blue, pink and black as Peggy, her
bridesmaid and her father arrived —- they were blurs because the people
who make spectacles do not make provision for thelr users looking out of
the corners of their eyes. I did try to look at Peggy directly, but my
best man kicked ry ankle to remind me that this was unlucky. Then the
pew behind Peggy began to fill with her friends and relatives and her mot-
her began whispering last-minute misdirections, the altar bell rang and
the priest, looking stern and benign, was motioning us to come forward.



I

Getting married is a sacred and solemn thing, and even the wheels of If
admit that it is serious constructivism in the best possible sense of the
word. At the time I couldn't think of anything other than what was going
on in front of me; of course, but later I wondered what the gang had really
thought of it., They were all Protestants of varying shades of black —-- not
that this ever made any difference with us —- and I wondered if perhaps
they did not think a nuptial Mess a little on the vulgar ostentatious side,
even for a vile pro who had sold to astounding. T'm sure there were lots
of cracks in that pewload of fans,; @nd considering the people who were there
they must have been good crnes, but &t no time since then have any of them
told me what they were.,

By some mireculous feat of logistics esverybody was transferred from the
church to the recertion, where Peggy and I took the places of honour before
a ceke which had enough icing sugar on it to lay out every diabetic in the
province, Tkere was also a plastic model spaceship containing two space-
suited figures occupying the space between the conventional figures of the
bride and groom. The model hed come from Rick Sneary, and I've still got
3L s mong the greetings telegrums und a demand for water rates belonging
to the best man was a unique and utterly priceless 4Atom portfolio, with
libretto by that arch-libertine Chuch Harris, which had as its theme
arthur and Chuck's ideas of how ny wedding and honeymoon should go. RSESH
as befitted my new marital status, was strictly X-certificate stuff and I
had zreat difficulty getting it off the best man, who wanted to read out
and show.the juicy bits to the assemblage. I've still got that, too; and
Peggy and I look over it occasionally in artificial light so that there
will be no danger of the drawings fading Bob haw mcde « speeck, He
hadn't been given any prior notificetion about this, which was very unfair
I realise now, but he made . very fine speech anyway -- dry, insulting adn
chock full of egoboo for me. There were other speeches, too, including a
short one by me. "his was the only part of the reception whick I did not
enjoy, - Then people beg.n to break up z«nd percolate, and Peggy and I went
around to say a quick good~bye to everyone, us having . plane to catech,

This took about an hour «nd ¢ half and I can't remember what anyone said
or was doing, ‘except that the piano was being abused constantly, that the
hard stuff was flowing in a satisfactory manner and that the cases of beer
were being shumelessly ignored. But then just before we went to change
and clear the coal and empty cans from our suitcases wé noticed John Berry
keeping them company, assisted by Peggy's fautler. hen we left for the
rlane half an hour later they were sitting on an empty case, which between
them they had rendered that way, discussing their respective cupacities
for holding beer. It gave me a little lump in my throat to see the way
these two fine people, the fan and the normal denizen of the mundane world,
were united in the common cause of making those three cases of beer feel
wanted.

=8 & meteorologist in those days I .was pretty good, and sure enough a
storm blew up just «s the plane for London was taking off. All during the
trip we kept blundering in and out of thunderheads and the plane travelled
up and down more than it did sideways, and hardly seemed to move forward
at all. 3But we had a very nice, understending hostess., When the bumps and

€Ctd. at foct of p.10}
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SO MANY PECPLE ask me to teach whem how to
smeke & pipe properly that I em surprised
correspondence schools don't 1un courses on
the subject. (Of course, that's the trouble
with these postal celleges----21ll ey ever
do is teach ycu to be the foreman of the
machine shop. I've seen it all in those
strip carteon advertisements. Wo motter
what sutject you write irn to thear about.
you end up foreman of the machine shop. )
hen I get o request of this nuture I help
the blcke tc eliminate his st -bvious
faults in things like rubbing cut the %o—
bacco and filling the bowl to the nroper

. consistency; and if he is really o keen

. pupili we go/To the mere subile ind abstruse
" prints of pipe-smoking the uy, such as the
aavantages cf putting the wi-ht @d inte -
yoewr mouth and of sucking ingtead =f bleove
ing I de 21l this, tut wy hecrt f2revarns
‘me (I listen to the zuricle) whol it is
useless~--—urless the pupil hos had the prrp-
er ccnditioning from. childhood he vill
never be a pipe smoker,

1t helps a 1lct if yru ecme frm a pipe smcking femily, althowsd in 4his respect

I wesn't poarticulurly fortunste., None of ny relatives weuld thant jru for & cigar-
ette; Lut not becuuse they dislike cicarcttes~--—they are just rude. But in spite of
tne foet that my father didn't smeke o pipe, he was instrumental in siving me the
Accessrry conditicning, vhen I was a siall beoy, ‘during the mid-Thir¥ics, ny sreatest
plecsurc on 4 winter evening was tc clesr the toble and sebtle dras oo o couple of
Lours of draving pictures <n cleun vhite paper. I had a huge tundle L coloured
pancils which I kept in large tobacec tins obtained by my father frmn o shopkeeper
pal, Bven to this duy when I amell the arcma of fresh St.Brun: I mn suc wnly bacic
i}’l my mother's kitchen with o big fire sputtering #nd vhistline in o grate oand
the rain lashing homilessly on the wiac w-prnes, ancther powerful infinnce was my
Iother's cheice of reading materinl. The enly magezines he took were The Gomekeeper
cad vide uerld (later on he tricd to take Field and Strecm as well, Tt os cewht
1 20l nearly jeiled), both - f whieh enrried several puges of pipe dvertiscnents.
'_i'h:- Pipes were alviys sticwn split lengitudinally, rev.aling fascinctin: dotrils of
toings like juice tro 8, filters, smcke eo:ling surfoces tnd so sn. These ods were
the first things I tumed to, 'md I sat there inhaling the swect hoowy nerfume o F



St, Srune vhich wifted ceilingwards from my pencil-bex, gloating over the disembove—
elled pipes and promising myself that I weuld grow up to be a pipe smoker

Parhrps I shoulun't heave attempted that scppy sentimental passage, 't I anm
rudlin nyself after Stout, 'Saki', Griwes una that great French novelist, Borsac--
ith perheps n little dash of lisx Brendy. The ecurse of the nerrotive seens to have
suffered o sharp strain and perhaps his even becrme disjeinted s-, with the custom—
2oy ‘Meammhile, back at the wrench', we will return tc where we brcke off

)

an artist must saffer, for his art, and so itiis with pipe smoking., In fact
tint through some harrowing exceriences even before I got started on the pipe. There
s the cceasion when I found 2 pipe lying in the griss during one of ny & 11., vs ot
the bottom of our girden, 4t first I thought my bfg moment hod come ‘ol thot I
shuld immediately start smcking, wut as I was only sivteen at the tine I g.cculed
there wruld be too much porental cppositicon., Besides, the pipe rust hiwe beaa lying
there in the damp for years becsuse the bewl wes all soft ana pulpy. wha I ralanb-
cred that ancther youth c2lled Joe whe was in the same class at ni{,iﬂ; school had
mcwiced impertantly, 4 eo uplc of evenings previcusly, that he wng jeing o "g on
te the pipe'. o

I brought my find intc the h'u&, dried it cut for a ccuple of days, restored
its shine by repeated applieations of fxul cd shce polish, and fin2lly tock it off
tc school end sold it to Joe for helf = crown., Joe was delighted; -nd hic g oven
hoppier when the tencher---vhe usea a min-tc-man appreoack to his wweaing closscs—-—
rve him a £ill, It was againgt rezulaticns to smeke in class, bubt imvicdiciely aft-
cimvirds Joe, surrcunded b_{ & crewd of admirers, put the pipe in his ncuth nd begon
the process of lighting it. As scon as the '1~ton zct near it the bo ,.l cf the pipe
turst inte greenish flemes and, in spite of J 's frantic efforts io pub it out,
prociiecally consumed itself in the course of few seccends, 1 found ecutb cfitcivards
thot, by some pyrotechniecsl miracle, the t- baceo 'thd.'t o2e had put ih woza't even
scorehed,

I'11 sty this for Joc-—-he didn't hit me, and didn't even ask for his iioney back.
(S'cl"nﬂely encugh some years later I %went te werk in a structural drawing cffice
vhere the selfsame Joe had onee worked, but he had left and gonc te Sondo. 4 coup-
lt of years after that hc returned bmicfly while on his way t- Sectlong, Suedn and
Scuth america, milding bridges in cach place. He offéred all his fomecer workmates
Jobs in his team but, even though he ranembered me =11 n”fh‘b he dddn'uoffer me o
Job. I didn't rezlly went te .o te Scuth smcrien myvEY ot I ddd-dhdinshe iy ht
have offered, after all, how wes I to knéw the vipe would pmctlc 210y DLewr . when

he 1hkt lt?)

“

w1d then there vas the ense of Horry, Horry to -k up the pipe on ny adviec beeause
he vos getting o bit fat and I had nssured him that he veuld eat. for legs did he
gnoked. Harry wis grateful for the sugeestion becrusc he was no (’“JCL et atlonnd)
Sariebedy had cnece told him te eut cut salt, tut he couldn't belicve that oxdinory
goddum chleride weuld be fa btening—-he tock the story with 2 prunch of gols, Harry
pufica avey hoppily for o week or sc, then cne summer evening trocedy shruds and I
hed the harrowing expericnee of secing ny protege slmest modmed by his lishtucight
PDudhill briar., ; .

dnyone whe hes smokid an elegmnt 57"'“u.nr'e Dunhiild imight seoff, atethe, ddee shat it
coulc inflict any damsge on o slightly overweight adult mals, and T would hrwe
ogreed with them until this fateful svening., Onc e'n -ppreeizte thoat, in the-honds
of o1 cxipert, o Petersen rough —cut could infliet 2 n: Lsty flesh mum. nd. in the
doxk I would hate te enckunter o thue amed vith 2 full sisc Ropp noturd cherry-



1.000-——-out & Duntiill!

Horey ond I were queueing to get cur conts st the end of onc of the loenl dmnces.
He 18 Just ignited @ hesped-up bowl 2nd wes stoanding with the pinc claiched in his
front tecth vhen & seufflc develcped in the line and o man in fmn® of us s shoved
badonrds vith great forece. Harry's Dunkill wes driven strodght dow..n g whrwoeat and’
he roedved A double injury; the mouthpiecc almest shenrea off his tensgdls, "nd the
tip of his nose was charred medium—rare through being jommed ints the bowl, The St.
Jelhm's ambulence men who woere ir attendince all cgreed it was the rwsit intirceting
cisce they had ever znecuntered, mat this vas no consclaticn for Hoxrsy Ho gove up
pipc-ameoking and got as fat as 2 pig.

=

The mest dengerous ineident of =11 tock place eny 'a few weks Orp. Somcbody had
told me that blocks of firewcsd could be purehsised chenply in the Cow 11-- Reid Pri-
scn mnd I deeided to go up thiere cne Stturd~y moming wna give it o txr I porked my
2otor outside the massive wecden gite sne gawve o gentle kmeck on one of thic anels;
Arendy I wins beginning to regret thot I hadn't spent the nmernming over o cauple of
pints "nd pies in Huinnigan's bor,

)
o sort of cutsize létter box sprong open ond o veice from the immer doxlmcess
s0id, "Phet d'ye went?!

“Towant to buy 'scme’ blacks. ™

There was o long pruse, during which I eculd feel eye tracks being loid 21l over
ng, than the veiece sadd suspieicusly, "whe teld ye ye ecsuld get btlodcs in heve?
“Crn you not get them?' I eried thankfully, backing avway. "I st hrwe boon mis

1
"Stond vhere you are,'" the voiee commonded and there cqamé o scund of Jodks turn-
% 1 glmeed up -t the machine gun tewers on either side and dscidcd ~ordngt mak-

2 bresk for it. Gragually the grest docrs swung open and 2 peliceitn svid,
'Bisht, bring your car in." e

"

I drove in enly to eneounter ancther ernctly similar o Ltc\:\’r'y abeus iy feet
Lchind the first., Then the cuter rmte clesed, +I‘.pp1u £ IS, shi tic othor pelicemen
“poeared and demanded proof of my identity. vhen this formelity e clohrel ul) and
ny nae written in 2 bock, cne of the officers got intc the err beside 26, the inn-
r g £2te opened and I was directed to the office whiere wocd sales Tore coninchcd.
Here things were = bit different, & geni<l cld boy in eivilisn cleid.cs ushcred re

into m 2ncient, Plutnrbu recn: wnleh woes peisoncusly overheated -oy tnopan gdas fire

"nT "noa e ) =00
I'n £lad tc see you," he told me. "You're my Ilr@t custoner for doys. I don't
know vly we don't get more business in here——I expeot it's beacuse we'!wc:nat 2llov

¢d o ndvertise. would. yeu like @ cun, of  ten?"

Cverecne by this show of friendliness after my I",r‘(,ptl n in frent srffilce; I nsdd-

¢, o spoke o few verds over the phonc and ~bent 2 mimute leter o brovr-swited cin-
Vics cme trotting in oo rrying a metal tray, in thL centre of ldch = “.:: oosingle

‘L,u’ SR b COVLI‘Cu with & wiite nopkin., I tock the mag, the conviet @hnlied ne pro-
fuscly wad Jog-trotted cut sgnin. fhe genmisl cld boy bewed as I drn‘:'ﬂ‘: the: tparud
:,uujdll,'y the vhele atmospliere of the plige seancd differcnt. I rclozed They liked
iie in Crumlin, 3 A .

hen I fin- ; 2 1 officor toxk my
1 4 L finally get rowumd w0 the weea yara a ehcery rea-foced officer tonl my
an I Aile oy 194 A o ; g -’.
sales Codket. “The beys will be glaa to sec you," he soid,”"Yeu're ihe fivsh custon-

@
3
3

[l
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Silvey? wid i T Beltered,

“Yes, The beys weulan't like o Suiturday rmorming te go by vwith no cusiencos.

S T A
B G na

The proverbisl icy feeling beg-n tc develip in-the pit of my stonech, fhore was
songthing going on here. Something....sinister?’ The offieer rot*kui nis finger
and . large doleful youth came trotting cver from the werking porgy vhich s
'hegging' logs in the yard :

"Henry," the officer s2id, "here's o mon wents two bugs of blocks. Fill wup his
eor. '

Henry's face split into a2 broad grin «zmd he set to happily carryirs ¢ ’.Iuls cof

wod over ana chudking them inte sticks., fAs he verdeeu the officer \'.'“.::cd b 1 gh
icnl. "uh Henry," he tecmed. "Ye chopued these legs yeourself, swiotiing 1’1\, hen

of the surmer with your shirt.off, Ye didn't think ye'd be back hore in ’-.L: ;.‘-lddl(s
of the vinter tc sell them ngnin. Did ye?"

Heary beeane posdtively ecotutie wncer this barr age, and 1 grevw-more M
weasy. iy a.cket was only fer tve bags but there vas the ‘,qu_lvo.lenu o ot
five bogs in the car befors Henry was satisfied

tLj

“hot d'ye think of the weather? the officer said SnaGenly. 0 scrret. &b i
for o few seconds trying to think up «n aénswer when there came o ery of ~uyud
from the general directicn of Henry, I swung round snd discovered that he 1nd -
tied the ash #ray of my car-——=n: then it all cw'ned en me, Tustomers fox vood
represinted a source of cigarette ends to the imnoatss, BT I 3WOKE .. PIPE:

In the centre of Henry's cutstretched palm was a small hieap of nepe ash, 't

oonle cores 2nd o partly chiewed carsaiel vhich had been dumped on thc quict by my
little u’ughter, It was a tlack, ‘?th!IY., c.lsbuc-flng imess and. judging by the lock
of horrer on Henry's faee, he h'w Just arrived at approxn "tely the stic conclus~
ion, Other econviets gnthered mund mattering 'muo,uro-rhuu_xrb'., The mab, ag the
soying goes, was turning ugly.

Scmehow the cfficer got me baek cut inic the street, tut he acted 2a thoush he
ddn't think I was werth saving., hen it dawnéd on me that I .was frec oopdn ny
nerves were so shot that I just had to hewe o smoke.

S I bought nmyself five cigarettes.

THE FuSTER ON THE FRINGE §Ctd., from -6} _ ' 7
shaldding zrev so bad that the deeper layers of eonfetti were dislodzed fren Fegryts

heir, she s:iled kncwingly 'nd insisted th-t we aildn't need the paper bogs e o

distrituting, thit we weren't nirsick at 11 ~nd thit it vas Jjust the \.::c:i'i'.u.e.‘_f f
the dny that tended tc unsettle us. She wes very persutisive mmna we bglieved hicr,

béc mse vie vere svle to returm thé v2es in mint ec naltl ¥:5

4 lot of cther pecple on the plune must b we ccm mare sceptieal, however, or
n-ybe they Luwd much mere execiting wediings th-n we aid.

"But spart from that, Ted, whitt ao ycu think of peiple whe collect Luy a] _nf':._ts’:'



"Oh,damn" JWC Jr slammed down the

phone and turned slowly to the knot of

fen crowding around him. They were t)
anxiouss he was pale, "It's no use. )/
Emsh can't do the cover either. No- '
body can do it in time to meet that : G EQ R G E
48 hour deadline.” He shook his head

in despair., They all shook their heads i)

in despair., They knew what it would SS PD EZ P\J(::EZ F(

mean, It meant that ANALOG would be

late now. Very, very late, JWC Jr

looked down at the story clutched in

his hand, "It was just too soon for them, and too difficult.  They couldn't

do it, not .any of them. Not Emsh, not Freas, not Van Dongen, not . . ." His
voice trailed off as the faces turned toward the figure striding down the hall
in theéeir direction, The name passed frem lip to lip with the speed of light -
ning,  "Snurdley" was the name, and it was said in awed, reverent tones. They
-parted to make way for him. Snurdley strede up to JWC Ty

"Trouble, John?" He smiled that famous smile of gentleness and understand-
ing. "Perhaps I can help,"

"Snurdley, if only you cbuld:" His eyes were-pleading now, like those of
a rabbit caught in a trap. "You're our last hope now. " 2 3

"Come- along." Snurdley led the way, walking with that quick, sure step
for which he was famous. He led them down the corridor toward the banquet
hall, On the way, he lifted a cardboard advertiser for the Starlight' Ball-
room from the desk and carried it into the banquet room, where the hotel staff
was still cleaning up. He placed the. cardboard on a chair, then sat:in an-
other and proceeded to read the story, scanning the pages with rapid yet mast-
erful comprechension., The group waited tensely,. What man could read that fast?
And how could he-possibly beat the deadline? Snurdley looked up and smiled,

Lk
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"Well?" said JWC Jr, clenching and unclenching his fists, "Can you help me%”

"There, there," said Snurdley, reassuringly. "Of course I can. Since we
have no paints, I'm afraid I shall have to improvise." A buzz of amazement
passed through the assemblage. With quick, sure strokes he proceeded to paint
over the sign for the Starlight Ballroom, using leftovers from the dinner
plates instead of paints. In place of brushes, he used only his fingers.

The crowd looked on as the exguisite cover of catsup, gravy, and thousand
island dressing took shape., The crowd, much larger now, milled about murmur-
ing "genius” and "magnificent." Soon Snurdley arose and handed over the fin-
ished work, JWC Jr clutched it, tears in his eyes., ‘"Never have I seen such

a thing! Snurdley, you're incredible! You're the finest artist I've ever..."

"Hey, maci Watch where you're going."

Melvin looked behind hih just.in time to see a picture crashing to the
floor. He bent over and fumbled with it, trying to straighten out the bent
corner, The fat fellow who had shouted at him came over,

"ifhat the hell do you think you're doing? This is an Emsh, and it's going
into the auction., Now look what you've done. You even cracked the plastic
covering."

"T ... I'm sorry about that," Snurdley tried to edge away, vaguely aware
that people were staring at him, Heé made his way out into the hall and tzic.
to blend into a ¢croup of people standing there., They were listening tc a
bearded fan talking about his copy of the FANCYCLOPEDIA II.

"It'11 be a while before there's a2 new edition of this, unless somecne’s
willing to spend the next two years on nothing else:" There was a ripple c:
laughter, and the group drifted ori’down the hall. . . .

"Good Ghu, Snurdley! How did you ever do it?" Dick Eney stooc there in
the doorway, watching Melvin bolt together another copy of the FANCYCLOPEDIA
III.  Snurdley looked up and smiled,

"Oh, I put in a few.Saturday cvenings on it," he said. Actually, he’d

. done it over a weekend. .Buti when someone publishes 3.0CO copies of a 68l.page

fanzine, he has to be modest :enough to pretend that it took him a while,
"The credit rcally beloiigs to you, Dick. Your little effort was the ingpir-
ation for it all." He tried to make light of the word "little". After all,
there was no point in hurting any feelings. -

"Good grief!" It was Bill Donaho at the heac of a large crowd o *Fon e @11
of whose eyes were popping. They were all crowding into Saurdley's roomn,
thumbing through copies of the gargantuan publication. “I never gaw a fanzin:
this bigi" Behind him was Ellison, who was awed into a strange silence.
Melvin gently coughed, and they all snapped to atiention o catch his woxds,

"Of course," he said, "the rest will de out within a month. Thie is just
the A" seCbion s’

"Say, buddy. You dropped something."

"How's that?" said Melvin, bringing the fan into focus,

"You dropped your fanzine.," He picked up the copy of Melvin‘s six-page
fanzine., "You publish this?" Melvin nodded assent and motioned for the fan
to keep it. It was the first copy he had given away at the con, even thouc™



he’d been there three days already, That
left only 98 more copies to go,

"You ..." He swallowed, "VYou like it?"

The fan looked embarrassed. "It shows :
pienty of ...well, promise.," He squinted _
at the cover., ™yhat's the title?"

"SPACE CONTORTIONS. Combined with
INTRAGALACTIC DIGEST, that is. I guess
that -copy didn't come out very well,"
He laughed, but the laugh came out sound-
ing strange.

"Nice bem there, though.,"

"Wh ... That's' a self-portrait, I
guess I don't turn out too well in purp-
le ink, do I? Those faded streaks across
the picture cut out the best part, around
the nose. I can draw noses pretty well,
but of course that's what didn't come
ot. Uh, look. Would you care to give
out some of these for me?"

The fan looked at his watch, then
rushed off, mumbling something aboui
having to attend a meeting. Melvin
shrugged and sat dowa on a sofa, He
picked up a TAFF ballot form which
someone had left in the chair beside
him' co0e0o0

“d

"Here's another batch of telegrams, Melv," said Ted White, ripping them
open and placing them on the mouniain of other telegrams and letters from Eng-
land. "This is the third one tihis weak from Willis, and here's the fourth
from Mercer. They're all pleading for you not to turn down this year's TAFF
race. Look at those lettersi!" He pushed on the pile so that the top section
s1id through the doorway anc into the nex: room, M"You've Jjust. got to go.

No other candidates ever get any votes but you:!

Snurdley looked up and smiled. "Really, Ted, I must give somecne else a
chance, I've won the last ten TAFF races from %his side, I should give some-
one else a chance to .go over,"

"But compared to you. wno I3 there? We've entewred BNF's,pros, editors,
anybody who's anybody, but we wore iust going through the motions, Even the
people who nominated the other candidates viounc up voting for you! Now Mercer
tells me that there's & movement afco® %o abolish the TAFF sontest from that
side of the Atlantic, and just let you go to Britain every year!

"Well, of course, ii .,." Snurdley tried to look humble.. "Tf they really
want me, perhaps «,.." - :

"Hey, don't mangle that TAFF form!"
"Uh?" Melvin looked up.
"I wondered where I'd left my voting form." The fan was frowning at him,
"It's already filled out., Do you mind?"
13
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"No .s. Of course not." He handed over the form, then watched the fan dis-
appear down the corridor, swinging his door key in one hand. ...

"Excuse me, beautiful, but you dropped something." He glided, pantherlike,
across the deep carpet, swooping with lithe grace to pick up the key, She was
blonde and beautiful and stacked, and she hurried back to him. He could tell
that she had done it on purpose. It had happened to him a thousand times.,
fihy were they always blonde and beautiful and stacked? -

"Oh, thank you, Mister, uh ..." He could see she was pretending not to
know his name, pretending she hadn't been devouring him with her eyes ever
since she saw him standing there giving a few pointers to Horace Gold on edit-
ing, pretending that she hadn't read all of his fanzines and all of his novelis
and all of his short stories, pretending that his picture on the dust jacket
of her copy of THE MARTIAN INVADERS -~ the one that won the Pulitzer Prize
last year -- wasn't covered with lipstick from her kisses.,. He smiled at her
and knew that he had another plaything, "It's Mr. Snurdley, isn't it?"’

He bowed gracefully. "But of course." He held up the key. "Shall WQ go
and ..., see if it-fits?" Her doe-like eyes blinked assent and her trembling
hand clutched his arm as they went toward the elevators. seee

"Hey, watch the doors:" Melvin quickly stepped back, but not in time to
keep his hand from being caught in the closing elevator doors. He forced:them
open and quickly extracted his hand. He glanced around and saw several fen
near the bar smirking at him. Out of the corner of his eye he saw a hotel
official coming toward him with the obvious intention of making a few critical
remarks about people who walk into closing elevator doors. He rushed into the
meeting room, which was packed with people. Melvin suddenly realised that-
while he had been lounging about outside, the business meeting had already
starteds All the seats were taken, so he stood along the wall and tried to
look inconspicuouss e |

"Where's Snurdley?" cried DeCamp, looking in despair at the front row of
fen, "This is sheer chaos: How can we start without Snurdley?" He banged
the gavel as close to the microphone as he dared, but it seemed to have gcne
dead, People continued to mill about, adding their private conversations to
the total roar, above which no single voice could be heard. Then the word
came, and everyone knew: "He's here. Snurdley's here!" They all hurried to
find seats as Snurdley strode to the front of the room. A sudden silence fell
over the gathering. Then wild applause burst forth from 2ll present, Those
in back shouted "Bravoi" for their favourite fan. Snurdley stopped on his way
up the aisle to do a rapid repair job on the misrophone cable -- he could fix
anything -- then continued on up to his special seat. It was the one they
always put aside for him, facing the audience so that all would have a chance
to see and admire. He stood up there and gazed benevolently down upon them
as the flashbulbs popped. Then he mede that slight motion of the right hand
for which they had been waiting. They could begiiic. They all smiled for the:
knew, fan and pro alike, that everything would go smoothly now. Snurdley
gracefully seated himself upon his regal .ec..

"What the devili?!" Snurdley looked up at the thin youth in the sports
shirt who was looking down at him. He looked around,and saw all the people
in the business meeting looking at him. He realised he was sitting in one
of the big pots full of sand used by the hotel as cigarette butt jars, He



jumped up, brushing the sand off the seat of his pants and pulling the cigar
butts out of his back pocket, He mumbled something and rushed from the room.
As he left, he heard some character saying something about the "wrong kind of
butt", He rushed to the elevators, determined to pack his bags and go home.
He got into the elevator with two other fen who were also going down, He knew
his face was red, but he tried to keep from showing he was excited., He saw
that one fan had a bag full of bottles.

"Laying in booze for the blast this evening?" asked the pther,

"With what we've got we could submerge the ground floor!" laughed the first,
"When I get to making nuclear fizzes ..."

"What a capacity," said the tall fan with the bleary eyes. "Snurdley, you
sure can lap it up!" Snurdley looked around at the rest of the fen, who had
long since passed out. Yes, it had been quite a party., And he'd only had a
few dozen drinks, in order to keep his mind clear. After all, he had to com-
plete the last three chapters on that novel by morning, He rolled some paper

into a nearby typewriter,

"I'm finishing my novel," said Snurdley, The tall fan staggered over to a
sofa, sat down, and looked at Snurdley with awe,

"What a man you are, Snurdley! "What a mani"

Snurdley smiled his modest smile and began to type out the rest of his lat-
est masterpiece eceee
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JUuvulinGg BY swidUntonpy 2 fanmag!'s Editors . !
spend most of their spare time in a furious
and often futile unt for good material.

The ®ditorial Boavd of HYPHEN is mo except— .~ '~ S o et S
ion to this rule and it is in response *o S SA L Pal o ;'.'.'-\ ’

their urgent pleas {wzlter looks fanny on R i

his knees!) for scmething really outstand— GEORGE

ing that I en writing this. If I don't do
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