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If this were just an ordinary
—— crummy old fanzine, you might
""" be pardoned for thinking we
/ ) were a bit late with this issue
A% But of course“it isn't. It's a
' very svecizl crummy old fanzine,
~.~ - produced by layabouts of super-: -
ST ior intelligence and its pub- °
lication at this juncture is
really a viece of fantastically
orecisc timing

Take James White's renort on

the 1ast British Convention for
A4 instance By highcer mathematics
we calculated that this was the
moment in time when you would:
Most need to be reminded of what
happencd at Harrogate and be
most cagerly looking forward to
Pcterborough, and at great personal inconvenicnce adjusted our publishing
schedule accordingly. Of course we bascd our formulae on a readership of high
IC, so there may. be 2 few di%satisficd but at least Jamus' report will show
you all how sofry Irish Fandom is to bu missing this year's Convention, as for
various' ihsuptrable-reasons it scems we 21l will Have fun for us in u+crbor—
ough, you haopy few, you band of brothers: so that gentlemon in Irclnnd then
abed w1ll think’ thbmel cs aCCJrScd  they werc not there; upon Ed Crlspln s Day.
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Thcn thur s Géorge Charters'“column,Awhich we have clevérly delayed 30 that
it will be fresh in your mind when the Purple Sage of Irish Fandom himself
visits the States this July. You will know something about George other than
that he is the doyen of Irish Fandom and stencilled The Enchonted Tuplicator.
first edition. ie is really going to visit relatives he hasn't scen Tor mzny
years, but I have a fecling this Andrew Jackson may have moved, so if you hap-
pen to- see George wandering the strects, light a Max Brand and set it in the
window for him. Incidentally,. George is about to produce a fanzine of his own
called bCARR and if you would llkp a copy write to him at 3 Lancaster -Avenue,
Bangor, Co. Down It's got a Bob Shaw article in it. Need I say morec, cxcent
perhaps that anyone who gets material from Bob has not only the tqsta necessary
to produce a good fanzine, but the determination.

The Ted White article was delayed for quite dificrent reason. So solicitous
ane we about the accuracy of everything that annears in Hyphen ever since the
unfortunatc incident when I-announced a London fan's wedding several years be -
fore it took placc...jumping the shotgun as it were that (insidc bacover)

Edited and published by Walt & Madeleine Willis at 172 Upoer N!Ards Rd., Bel-
fast L4, N.Ircland. Accessories Ian ‘TcAulay, John Berry, James % Pegry “hite,
Boh * Sadie¢ Shaw, Gcozgg All The Way to:U3SA Charters. Price ver issue: 18 mil-
lion dollars, to USA Space Administration: 31781,.66 to Terry Carr: 154 or 1/-
to you, 7 for $1.00
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AT THE *GE OF TWELVE I CBTAINZD
my first cony of Ast-unding,
read it, was hooked, and for
the next five years never gave
a single serious thoucht o
anything but science fiction
This mrnomania gave me a lot of
versonal vleasure and satis-
faction--~in fact I was delir-
iously havpy for those five
years——-but it had an unfortun-
ate drawback in that by the
time I was old enourh tn starg
o work I was virtuelly unemnloy-
able

During my final years at school when I was supn-sed to be working for matric-
ulation it had never even occurred to me to listen to a lecture nr dn a homeworl:
I drew spaceships in my class notebo ks, in between times nublishine a carbon-
copy magazine full of bl .odcurdling stories and victures Occasionally, during
a mechanics, physics or chemistry class, my interest w-uld be ar~used for a few
seconds--—-but only until I had made a note of A new word which 1l-nked as though
it would be of use in my iatest space onera.

~ooking back on it, I can be amused by the spactocle of a younger Shaw, his
mind iiterally saoped by science fiction looking cautiously ~ver the w-rld of
industry and commerce f-r a safe, ~ut-of- -the-way niche wherein he could dev-te
his life to his bundle of BRE Astoundings and Unknowns. Iy father, however,



Adced te sce ths Jtke. 45 far as he could see, a lifetime of supp-rting a
oulp migazine maniac stretched before him, unless he could find s~me unsusnect-
ing caotain of industry who could be nersuaded to take me on. several wecks
later, just as my father wes on the voint of = nervous breakdown, 2 small
structural cnginecering firm ~greed to start me 2s 2n 2vpprentice draughtsman.

fly salary was to be fifteen shillings =~ week. This was very low, even for
1546, but I didn't care---there wasn't much science fictinn being vublished in
those days so I really only needed a few shillings a month to be sble tn buy
all that was @rg.AsymlmnS%,Isﬂwmywmmtwhe

The firm I was going to had its main 2nd drawing offices on 5ydenham Road.
but they decided to nut me in a small office attached t~ the works ~n the
Castlereagh Road. This was actually only nbout two hundred yards from my home.
It was a tiny brick building only eight feet across by about twenty feet long
at the entrance to an incredibly mucky y2rd in which the company had one or twn
sooty-looking workshops. Inside .the office was an assortment of tables and
chairs along ~ne wall, a drawing board for me, ns less than three gas heaters,
a monstrous cupboard in which I later found a rusty six-shooter, and a line of
malodourous Yteliington boots belon~1ng to the ditch-digeing squad. The smell of
those rubber boots alr~ne would today be regarded as sufficient justification
for an office workers!' strike.

heigning over this assortment of junk I frund T~mmy Johnston. the pgeneral
foreman. de was a small old man with watery eyes »nd 2 tinv row of brillisantly
white folse teeth, and he 1 nked like a gypsy This effect was helped by the
deen brown colour of his face and the number of wrinkles in it, but it was
mainiy due to the fact that he always wore a red handkerchief knotted round his
thro=t to keep his collar and tie clean. No matter where he had tn gn during
the working day, no m2tter how imo.rtant the ve-ple he had to see, ho matter
how neat the rest of his clothes---he always wore his red hanky 2t his thr-ra+t.
In my eyes it made him l-ok like somebody 2 m=2n with many years of hist-ry
behind him, a hard-tough man. But Tommy wasn't hard or tough He sized me up
and immediately, very gently and very kindly, set to work on the task of my
rchabilitation.

I probably seem to be exarcerating the stote I was in in those days (and no
doubt I am a little, though tryine not to) but I definitely was not 2 commerc-
ial proposition for any emolnyer I cared for nothing but science fiction, knew
nothing but science fiction, was bone lazy and utterly withrut ambition Intn
the bargain I was tremendously nroud---I was the only sf reader I knew and
pcally reckoned myself one of the star-begotten.

Tommy never got angry with me the way other ne- nle did. “hen everybody else
got pecved it merely served to convince me that the mundane world was no fit )
place for one of the star-begotten But when I bﬂLled up a job for Tommy, as I
frequently did through carelessness or taking too many short cuts, he nnly
smiled and corried the resuits of my handiwork sadly away as though I had
failed him in something big. This never failed to vrnduce in me such 2 violent’
pang of remerse that, almost without my realisation, I began to feel that I
ought to try harder when given an assighment. Tommy defended me fr-m the w-rst
kmocks, taught me a bit of engineering, 2nd when he wasn't tno busy listened
trolerantly to my fantasies, his watery eyes shining and little white teeth



gleaming in his gynsy brown face. Hde had berun to bring me round: but there was
the question of the dust

Two of the directors came up from main office for half an hour every morning
to read 2ny mail that had come in, and for the rest of every day I had the off-
ice to myself. Tommy was usually down in the workshops. Workmen coing in and
out for boots or special tools out of the cupboard were always nlastering the
floor with brown mud out of the yard. In the he~t »f the office this mud auickly
turned into-dust 2nd, short.y after my arrival, Tommy told me that I would need
to brush it out every day or two. I vroudly refused to do this job, saying that
I was ~n nporentice draughtsman and h~d more imn-rtant things to d~ than brush
the floor. -

When I think over what those "more imoortant things" were I morvel that even
Tomny Johnston was able to keen his temmer in check. Under my drawing bosrd,
sunnorted on an elaborate arrangement of cuv-hooks, was a home-made crystal set
which I listened to for several nours » day. Under the s~me bnard, tucked intn
a disused gas radiator, was my science fiction collection, narts of which I was
ranidly getting to know by heart. Coiled on a shelf behind me was my betatron
ray. Tais was a1 fine oxy-acetjlcne welding nozzle which I had stolen from stock
ond fitted into the metal-coil tube of the gas ring in which we made tea three
or four times a day. first thing every morning I would get out this instrument
and 1ight it, with the gas turne” very low so as to nroduce n thin flame sbout
an inch long. A sudden fiick of the gas tap weuld couse the flame to lean out
about two and a half feet and, 2rmed with this deviiish we2oon, I daily hunted
down =nd incinerated every fiy, mosquito and bluebottle that entered our doors
Ihe office walls were covered with the scars of my near misses

the smell produced by this last operation was indescribable. One of the dir-
ectors, =n ancient and senile old boy known to cveryone as Oul' “Davy. was con-
vinced that it was the smell of some kind of low grade liquor "ire y~u sure,"
he would say to me, sniffing furinusly, "That that oul' bugger Johnston doesn't
drink some kind of hard tack out in the toilet?" I always renlied that I was
sure, and blamed it on the row of rubber boots.

It was easy to fool Oui' Davy, but Tommy kmew my every mrve, Sometimes he
cam¢ in through the door with his arm flung up befnre his .face as thoush to
ward off a carcless b.ast from my raygun. “hen he was lifting a sheaf of dockets
down off the wall and found them brown round the edges he would give me one of
his tolerant little smiles and glance around for fiies I might have overlooked.
I re2lly liked him...but I wouldn't brush uvp the dust.

After some weeks had gonc by the floor of that office was literally heaved
with soft brown dust. Oncc or twice Tommy scized a brush 2nd vushed some of the
dust out of sight. Thec brush head had only to travel a couvle of feet along
that floor before it piled up a great crest of dust which actunlly made it diff-
icult to move the brush forward Therc was more dust in the office than I ever
€ 1 anywhere¢ else in my liife, but Tommy didn't use his authority t~ make me
clean it un. de simply waited paticntly for me to come round

One morning I w=s dozing quietly at my board when the two directors came in
to read the mail. Oul' Davy picked uv the vhone, dialled the main nffice and
321d to the switchboard girl at the other end. "Tommy Johnston died last night
Put my calls through here for the rest of the day." &0ud. fost of p.lO)
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A chapter is ended, HYPHRN 31 srrives with "107 Christopher St,.,Hew Yoz 14,"
crossed out anu rudely pencilled over it "339 — 49th St., zklyn (squi¢yle)?  hen
I cpen it I fina Harry Warner's stutement that "Tea white is fonder oif "The Villaze
than I ‘am," Yes ('scb"). e :

Just this evening at the berely respectable and dreacfully’ early hour of 10530
I noticed that my laruer was bare cf Fepsis. "Oh damn!" I s=2id, cnd ghomel out
into the nisht, a carten cf Pepsi ¢~nties in my hand. The small Spemish  rocery
& couple of doors dwer the street was closed, a2lthou:h the neon beer si.h ncily
uaa me focleds  The uelicntessen v block ana a huali in the other direction wis .
wls. closed. The "Consumers Green Stamps'" necn sisn wus on, thouh, [inally I
retuinew, nearly beaken, :nd tcld Sylvia, "Come on, let's go for o ricde., Iiiybe
I'11 finu & place cpen which sells Pensis," 4

inventy minubes luter I maheuverea my car back into the same porizizy; opice in .
froat of the house, anu wearily trudsea back in, Pepsis triumphantly i hvad

It wos & triumph of Fan over Brooklyn.

Buried in this sad tale are muny clues to the different life we now live, now
that we have left the Villace, and if you think that I am sad to have ledt thok
aret, you ire quite right. Fer =11 the "conformity" Harry Warner scaias o see in
New York's Greenwich Villace, I focund it o marvellcusly diverse place in vhich o
live, The rents wetre ungodly hizh for.crummy little walkup flats, the poadting
situation vas impossible, and there were always the crowds of rubberedcing,
behitted tourists with their cumerns ana ezger eries of "Hey Maude, I found
Be:tnik, look!" ! ; :

But-the pecple were friendly (most of them) the shopkeepers accommcciiin,
the store hours very clese tc 'round the clock, and ncbedy batted ca ¢yclash if I
slept days ana vorked ni,hts, It was an informal sort of neighborheed, cie--ch
roxityl--one of the few. really "sufe" areas left in Manhuttan for uncscoried.
femtles lat at nisht and 21l like that,

S why, you are asking, diu we leave? why did we close up the Townmer Holl |
mineo shop ind the Christcpher St, Twenk Tower, bi. san farewell to Lerry Corr ond
Bheb Steuort (NYC fandom's lost remaining Villacer s) tnd vinish into the mrster-
icus 1ilds of Bruoklyn—- the boroush which Hurlin £llison hus deseribed o ihc
Lead of the Wwalking Dead? '



I suppose it -oes back to my lust for nossessicns. I ceme from & family
which gaved. We saved anything vwhich 17 -4 like it mizht somedoy beceinc
(or for the first time) o Useful Object.  Our motto was "Don't Lhiww it RS
bceause if you do you'll need it the next day." This worked pretiy vwell, because
we had a lot of land, twe houses plus nsscrtea gheds and 211, and -~hm thins ot
filled up there vwrs always another secticn to ndd to the house or cmother bosenent
tc be du out, and when I later bemin ,etting interested in old prefines, rimeon-
raphs, typers, and like that I tock one whole section of the basement® over., I
see things are still the sunme despite the vacuum my marriase and rawvel rust have
coused; because on my latest visit back "home" to FMlls Church I discovored. o new
"afterthou ht" hod been added to the shed which was tacked cn to thc inleshouse',
expressly for a small tractor my mether had somehow acquired.  "We neccéec it to
plow the snow out of the drives," she said. Virginia seems .to be hovins horder
winters these years tham New York st

I'n 2 Collectcr. I've never played this pnrt of my fneac up, nortlylecouse
1t's not semehow =g fascinatio - to my rare audiences to hear abcut the latoss old
lsgue of I0E $.¥iGF, or ABL-GHAR G0 ICs us is news mbout topical subjests like
lrsuits cnd vho I ve bitchea at lately., But, as my vitfe ecould ;1odly tcll you, I
C

ollect.  4nd desBite the fact that tvo small trailers carried all our worldly

Posg  esions from Baltimere fo New York vhen we moved here in 1959, Ly th: reriming

of 1861 our five reom a artment on Christcpher Street was crowded, Ints one rom
D I

1'd croomed two desks, o .mimeo and table, a couple of other tables, r<me storte
iiles, and a vall full of pear boxes Filled with prozines, books, and comic books.
Scnething threatened to burst, and I feared for the safety of the buildin: if
frother H.BLKKUK arrived in the merning's mail,

A e
of iR
Sc 1 did a very stupid thingz, I rented an office.‘tt'}j

My orisinel idea was to i© into mimeosraphin~ ’Q'_[ ’ &"
full time amin, When I wasn't thus cainfully 3 ¥

empleyed I could be writing record reviews and

taking care of the other prcfessional obligations I was
then tuilding, 4 nonfan wanted te find some space
tc store a ccin press, and he had a friend who was
o importer of elastic luszace straps (for motor
seooters and automobile tops), and whe also

needed storase space. The idea was that I'd rent .
“n office, and split the rent with them fer their i !
use of storace space.

1 ; i: i

I found a place, a quaint ex~restaurant last run by a pair of lesbirns vas'a

%

veen using it as a eall house, The non-fun put up the first month's rent ~nd
<L

Security, and I called up scme friends to help repaint the place. - 1hus s the
fetropolitan Mimeo shcp born,

We vere sitiin: around the shop one nisht after doing: most of the painting,
taliing tums on &:couple of bottles of wine, when the door opened, anc o men and
vonen peered in,  "Is thig the pizza shop?" the man-4sked, It seemed o remork-

“bly stupid question, umder the circumstances,: but Richard Win-ate wos equal to the
oceasicny © “Noy but come on in," he said, eyein~ the youn: vwomdn, - Yile've ot
scme vine, and,.." Bhob Stevart added his encoura:cement while Sylvia end I vatched,



oie or legs specitotors., Wne (irl seamed interested, but the men szid, "Uhh... when
Ivas here, um, before, this was a jizza place," Since I'd just briefed the others
on the short lurid history of the establishment (vhich had never acld .izz:), they
re;nrded the fellow somevhat closely. He squimed, but the girl had cot Gown next
to Bhob, and for the next ten or so minutes the fellcw had to stand ill &% edse in
the deecrway avaiting a sood ext cue.

T should've :uessed the pattern from that brief episode, but somehow I didn't.

‘he next six menths vitnessed, in sequence, the retreat of nmy two co--tenints
from their part in the = Teement, the marsinal success cf the businegs, slgy-hih
phone bills, Terry Carr's arrivel in New York, and the radual trensfomation ofiletro
llineo into Towner Hall—the focal point of New York fandom. e held Frncenlst
nectin,s there, published fanzines there, held many a rictcus party, slept in
visiting fen from cut of town, and had, I iuess, a ball,

And I leost merney and lost money.

The rent vas heavy from the start, and without a tenant to split the rent with
it wns all I could do to meke each month's rent in addition to my asaranent rent.
Then there vere the added utility and telephonre bills, What really tore it thoush
vas that the ;lace had beccre so pepular a han-cut for every fan in the area that I
nc lonser had any spare time tec myself there. I can't write with & lot of A5
distractions, and .vcd fanrab is a powerful distracticn in any circunsitonce, il
found nyself missin:g; deadlines, cuttin: my vritine ocutput, and vorse: losin’
interest in my vrofessicnal writinz,

It was something I sheuld've foreseen: & confliet cf business ond pledsure
in vhich pleasure tococ often’ destroyed all discipline.

The outcorme wis inevitable: an increasin mound of bills past duey; and no end
in sight, Simple math led tc the deductieon that recular bills would add o 2
nonthly amount which devoured nearly all my income, and vhat was moire, the office

T e

g no lonier fulfullin: its function in the major respect of payin for itself.

“Mmr White, have vou been f
upsew‘fn};g anyone agaw\?




One ccnclusion remained: ~ive up the office, Pespite i popularity cs o
meetin:: place, few fans were ea.er to velunteer their meacre funds to keep the
Tent and -kills paid on Towner Hall, And fasnish thou-h I micht be, T could no

<+

loncer afford to maintain this expensive charity fer my fellew fen,

One day, after walter Breen haa relinquished my typer to Terry Carr, o
typed five stencils for LIGHTHOUSE and then beqan another short story for & . S,
wiile I suttered around wendering: what the hell I was doing there anyway, I opened
ny mouth and said "I think 1'11 nmove to Brocklyn."

It produced the desired effect, After fully 56 seconds of silence, somebody
asked, awestruck, "Brooklyn?  Whyforshodsakes?"

Why indeed? Well, since movings the nimec, a desk, several tables, & nineo.-
scopey, chdirs, and other prarafenalia cut of my apartment and down into the Hioiln.
and fillin- the ap in the apartment sc fast that I never did ficure how it
heppened, I'd added a ccuch, a ccuple of beds, more tables, scme sets cf shelves,
and about thirty reams of fanzines, crudsheets and menuscripts to the Towmer Inll.
It wes a2 cinch I'd never et everythinz back into that apartment a ain, Those
five rocms, so huse and empty when we'd moved into it with our few sticks cf
inherited furniture, were now besinning: to represent a series of cluttered closets
(perhaps because the apartment contained ne actual closets at all). And the
thousht of CArryins my mimec back up those five flishts of stairs was Teoe luch,

4 new place was the only answer, "Consolidate" wag the word, Consclidote
rents, bills, apartment and office, all into cne single location. Simple?  Faw
Jet,  And just about impossible,

Monhottan is filled vith pecple,  They all live in apartments,  Once they
lived in decent-si zed apartments of anywhere from three to eicht or more roong,
New, whot with rent contrel, one of the loopheles landlords have seized with o
feindish fervor is that of "remodellin 1 apartments. You remodel one ei;hit mon
apartnent with a fixed rent cof 120 dollars inte two three room apartmenss ot 00
dollars and one "1i" roop apartment for 60 dcllars. And you're shead by 100
dcllars a month, while your tenents are vehind by the loss of about five roongs.

This ig particularly true in the Villagze, where apartments were never e o
start with, 200 dellars will still et you five or six really lar.:e roons up cn
Averside Drive or West Ind Avenue (althoush all the ads I saw wanted better thon
250 d2llars for five or more rooms), but who has that much to spend each nonth,
Just for the privilese of livin:; on the frinres of spanish Harlem?

In the Villare there sinply aren't any really larce apartments at oy price,
We thousht of setting: a loft when I first started thinkin: of meving heve in 1959,
Wt that vas before we knew that {4 was (a) illesel, and thus (b) expensive in
tems of .maft te live in a it I didn't want to ~et into that now, The
an'swer s tc move into another boroush., And for a number of reasons, st of
which weren't very rational anyhow, I ended up 4:.1iding on Brooklyn.

' A_L.‘.‘ost % year after takin,- the office on West . th Street in the Villace, I
Qietly slunk out, my last trailerload of junk on its way to Breoklyn., ihe


ju.su

sunerintendent, a very nasty old woman, was bitching at Les Gerber 2and me as

we loaded the last item onto the trailer "You goins to nut that lock back on
the door!" she screamed at me. "Umwm," I said. The lock _had cost me $20 27 and
that was more than I was willing to leave behind for ner to steal anyway
"iisten, iLes," I told him. "I'1ll gc out.to the car and drive away, while you
stand out front and act like you're watching the place. After a bit you just
walk awzy, and don't pay any sttention to the old bitch. I'li wait for you
round the corner." And that's what we did. It was the last I ever saw of the
0did Towner Ha21l.

~hen Les rejoined me a2t the car, we he~ded out of the borough, over the i'an-
hattan Bridge, 2nd down Flatbush Avenue throuch downtown Brooklyn. It was very
strange, thinking of this as my new "city". I would tske the BT subway now
instead of the IKT.

At iourth Avenue we turned right, and then drove nast block after block of
simulitancously green lights, until finally all of them as far away as one
cculdsee suddenliy turned red After verhars a half dozen pauses for red lights
we turned rizht agzain onto L9th 3t., facing downhill towards the bay only a
few blocks away. Tnere wcre lots of parking swaces, and I nuiled to the curb
in front of 33G. A threce-story row-house, with a furnished basement, it would
be my new home for, I honmed, many years. "'Tost of this stuff goes downstairs,"
L said, _esturing to the steps leadin: to the basemen® door. "The stuff over
hereNgoeshups: tanshl!

And then we bezan moving all my fannish albatrosses into the new.seven
room Towner Hall II. ’

THE GLASS BUSHEL, BOB SHAW (Ctd. from p.5)

I froze on my stool, thunderstruck, unable to take it in. I hadn't even
rcalised that Tommy was sick. I sat there for about ten minutes listening to
the two directors matter-of-factly discussing thc day's letters as though
nothing out of the ordinary had havpened; then I realised I had to do something.
I got out the brush and swept all the dust out of the office, determinedly
ignoring Oul' Davy's startled protests as the .reat chokingz browh clouds en-
vcloped everything in the nlace.

pater I dismantled my crystal set, broke up thc betatron ray, and took my
science fiction collecction home. I had a feeling that my aporenticeship had
Jjust begun.
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GEORGE CHARTERS
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Ten months ago I bought a cer. (For those interested: it is a Morris
Minor 1000; 958 c,c.; weight 15 cwt,; 37 MepP.g.) Having driven only a few
miles previously I found the motoring world a new and delightful and unnerving
experience. But now, with 10,000 miles behind me, I am getting quite blase:
city traffic does not terrify me any more, and I have even driven OTiLR makes
of cars, However, the breke, clutch and accelerator pedals seem to wear holes
in my shoes rather quickly, so the other day I bought a pair of rubber soles
(smallest women's size) and stuck them on the worndest places., in a future
colunn (broken into splinthers like this one, of course) I will report the
success or otherwise of this experiment in autobiography.

LOVa TiLNS ANZMONES

~ During the last couple of years I have been experimenting
in flower-growing. With little success: my thumb is a nice shade of pink. The
only things (not counting weeds) which are a success arc montbretia and iris,
but as thesec would grow in profusion in the middle of the Sahara I cannot takec
much credit for them. But queer things heppen in my bloomin' garden: where did
the tiny sycemore tree come from? vhere did the cowslips come from? and who
planted the single, solitary poppy which bloomed onc year ano then disappeared?
Perhaps (as Tom liocd said) there really is a garden angcl.

GEL YOUS SENSE OF WONDER HAIDY
' "Uncharted Planct" by V. Renzetta tells about
1wo men, Grant and Bob, who are in a gilant rockct on a pre-moon-flight. The
rockcet behaves oddly sometimes: "Once, it seemcd about to turn a somersault,
then righted itself with a jolt." But it goes on at & terrific speed and, five
hours after leaving Barth, enters some sort of orbit where they do not need
«.:2lr canned oxygen snd so they can takc off their space-helmets. This arouses
Grant's sense of wonder, but Bob has enticipated it, although he confesses
he does not know where they are. Suddenly the instruments, which have ceased
orking, begin winking and gyrating madly, the rocket gives a violent lurch
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end then plunges through space at an inerediblce speed. Tt dwdrls round and
round, throwing them against the walls and floor, snd causing the oxygen
cylinders to crash on the instrument panels with a soundless violence. With
a final, terrific jolt it crashes on the planet Antopia, 60,000,000 miles
from Larth.

They find that Antopia, population 20,000, is run cntirely by women,
all the men cxcept four or five having been liquidated. The gravity is about
the samc as Zarth's but the atmospherce extends many millions of miles into
space.,

Afser some alarums and excursions they manage to.cscape, and, with two
girl-friends, get back safely to carth. A giant rocket; carrying 200 soldiers
lcd by Grant and Bob, is sent to Antopia to wipe the Amazons out, only to
rind that those trcacherous females have all taken off in rockcts to wipe out
the men on Earth. In reply to a frantic 3,0.8, from the home base they return
in seventeen hours. y a

That is alil. w4 ‘ o

This story has onc grave defect: it does not cxplain why the window in
the control cabin can only bc reached by climbing a rope ladder. It is diff
icult to understend a fault likc this in such a well-constructed story.

1 Toli QUITE A TOME IN A LIBRARY
: I am a book-worm. With scven tickcets I visit
the local library once a vweck and- that is just cnough to kcep mc going. (1
am not as fost a rcader as Lavrcnce of Arabia who for ycars averaged over
twenty a day.) But this voluminous rcading has given me an idea of some of
the other qucer characters who reed books. For examplc, therc are O-fillcrs,

.who take onc page of a book and carefully fill in, in ink, 211 the O's and

o'e. There arc the corncr-foldcrs, ¥who mark their placc by turning down a
corncr of the page. When thig happens often criough with the same page the
corner drops off, end, precsumebly, that rcader scores onc point. Then there
arc the people who usc strange book-marks such as post-cerds or bacon rind,
but I heve never been lucky ecnough to rcad a book aftcr an individual who
uscs five-pound notes. The cream of the crop must be those who vritc comments
in the mergins, and arc backed up or contradicted by subsequent readers. I
have counted as many as five diffcerent hand-vritings in this type of book-
parliement.

An unusual case concerned a book I read rccently., The hero was a par-
ticularly stupid clot vho was taken in scveral times by the "villainess., '
This scemed to annoy onc mnisogynist so much that he underlined the words
very heovily every timc this happencd, and esdded his initials in the margin.
This intrigucd me to such an extent that I asked at the desk who he was, but
aftcer a search the librarien informed me that they had no borrower on their
books with the initiasls "B.P.,"

BUT THE BIRDS STTLI, SAY "CHNEP, CHIEE!"

Jack Bonnett, who works in the same
aircraft factory as T do, is a genius at sloughtering the King's (or Qucen's)
iinglish. He reported that vhen he came to work onc morning he found that
somcbody had cntered his office during the night and ramshackled the place.
He moancd that the cxpense of running his old Jaguar was hanging like a
loop-hole round his ncck and he was going to trade it in for a stationary
wagon. ifis latest cffort is very ncat. The price of blotting-papcr, he
declared, is absorbitant.



THE LONG AFTERNOONGE

Harrogate

JAMES WHITZ

In many ways this columh resembles = time machine; in that with it Time
and even fteality become subject to change without notlice. It is p-ssible to
£0 from the month after next right back to childhood and, as with physical time-
travel, subtly alter the whole fabric of reality in the process. In the matter
ol Conventiohs, for instance, it is very e2sy to make like one of Leiber's
Change War charecters so that oneself or obe's friends show to better advantage
i1 certain questionable situations, or that certain peo-le's capacity for beer
15 Judiciously glossed over and that the Juiciest bits of dialogue go to
people wiho deserve them.

Not that I would tamper with reality in such a fashion -~ anyone who knows
me would tell you different with ho hesitation at all. The forezoing nhilo-
sopaical jazz about Time is merely leading up to an avology and an e:cuse.

Any inaccuracies in this short report on the Harrogate Convention are not due
to me wilfully altering the facts so as to save, or at least salvage, someonc's
good name, they are due to my usually eidetic memory going on the blink. - The
apology is called for because of my Jumping seven years in my memoirs after
reaching the carly evening of the first day of our honeymoon, and I don't like
Leaving people with their tongues hanging out.

“e got to Harrogate on two planes and a train. The first plane was crewed
by three meh and a girl all of wiom we ahd seen with our own cyes catine fish
sahdwiches, and to ahyonc who has read or seen "Flight Into Danger" I need sav
no morec. The sccond aircraft had nothing wrong with it ver.se or with its
personnel, but it left without “alter and Ian's lugeage.  Nobly and:with great
personal bravery alt offered to stay bchind in rainswept “anchester for several
hours until the missing lug age arrived -~ anchester, several hours rain . . |
S0 that us young ones couid get to the con without delay. e noticed that the
train kent going slower the nearer we annroached Harrogate, althongh this might
have been a psychoiogical thing.

hen Tan and I arrived eager and soaking wet at the “est Park we thought
for an awful moment that we werce withessine the final scene of a fannish "On the
Beach." All the usual anpurtcnances of a con were nresent, the advertising
postrrs, the "Ethel for Taff" notices, the fan and pro artwork and Kenh 3later's
13



bookstall, but no people. It was like the beginning of a Don A. Stuart story
beforc he became John %W. Campbell; somc brooding menace had obviously taken them
all away. The first brooding mehace we thought of was Burgess and we were exam—
ining this hypothesis in hushed tones when a voice, a human voice speaking English
with a slight Caliifornian accent, from behind us said, "everyone is in the other
hotel. You haven't been reading your programmes (pardon me, programs) gentlemen,,"

It turned out that the voice belonged to Ron Ellik, who went on to disnlay
his high inteliigence and litcrary perception by saying that he liked the "Sector
General? series. Later we were to discover that a finc brain beat behind that
high, bespactaclcd forechead, although this was to be the first and only time that
hc referred to Ian and myself as gentlemen.

By hearsay we learned that we had just missed the address by E.R. James.
Previously I had heard of people doing everything but stand on their head to hold
the attention of an audicnce, but it seemed that 2.7 James had started bv standing
on his head and going qn'from there.  "as. his .facc red, we wondered.

) At the Clarendon the Guest of Honour, Tom Boardman, was addressing a hot,
airless, crowded room-full of con members, and as we were far too hot already wc
stayed outsidc chatting with on, E.k. James and a German fan ealled Thomas
Schlucck, and some other German fans whose faces I can remember but whose names

I am afraid to spelil. . “hy is it, I wondcr, that forcigners:can't have nice,
simplc easy to pronounce names like Aloysious Xavicr O'ierlihy instead of Tom
Schlucck?  From what we could sce Tom Boardman's spcech mist have been very £0ca,
bocause everybody was looking at him and not at Brian 4ldiss knceling in the
uppcr half of one of the windows with his fece and hands vressed against the
glass. It was said that he was trying to get the window open-so as.to let some

air in, but my own feeling was.-- judging by the odd, intocnt curvature of the
soine and the juxtanosition of his various limbs -- that he. had beeh successful

in gnawing away some putty aad wes breathing through the crack between glass and
sashr. .+

Bricn Aldias is very resourceful and has ways of dealing withthings like
Tan Yac Aulay, Spanish restaurants and criticism regarding cobwebs to the .Toon

which are peculiarly his own. - Later, when Tom Boardman had finished I wes
privileged to withess him in action against Ian. It went something like
ChifSHECREEes '

Tan: "Aldiss, waat d'you mean having men with diode valves in their heads . 7

Brian: "I know, I know. Totally impnlausiblie. Terrible story."

TIan: "Absoiutely no technical verisimilitude! Tow could the vacuum be
maintained . . %%

Brian: "Worst story I ever wrote. Got sent out by mistake. Thought I'd
burned it."

Ian: "Full of scientific bohers . . Lo

Brian: "I azree entirecly. A horrible story. Lousy, should never have
Seen orint. I feel terrible about it, Ian."

Ian: "It wasn't a bad story. As a matter of fact It was nretty go~d

idea-wise. But for the one small scientific inaccuracy . .
Brian: "Can I get you another beer, ILan?"



I can't remember exactly what Ian's renly was
and, not wishing to give a false impression . .
régarding his drinking I have chosen to omit it.

As the first day of the con happened a longer
time ago than the second, [ seem to have forgotten
mest of the details. During the part of the
programme when everyone was supposcd to be out
Scelng Harrogate everyone Wisely stayed inside -
it was raining buckets and buckets are even more
painful than cats and dogs when they fall from
a creat height. I met Ethel vindsay again, one
of the nicest peopis I know even when sHeMishits
hecaping me with egoboo.  And Ella Parker, who / //

//

is something witn which my four-letter alien
classification system is not equipped to deal.

Yihen Ethel introduced us I was particularly imoressed by the way she sa2id

"I've heard about you . . ! and while still holding my hand twister art-way
ub my back went to greet Ian with "You —mmmeee— o oo stinkin~ stinker!® to

which Ian replied "Aaargh!"

There have been times in the past when I have thought that there might be
something between Ian and £1la. I've scen him sut suddenly flustered when her
namc came up in conversation, scen his face redden and generally act as if he
was in the grip of some strong cmotion. He had snoken of her in somcwhat
derogatory terms, of coursc, but we all know how love is akin to hate. Bearing
in mind the fact of his avproacking nuntials in July I had comc to Harrogate

cxpeeting to sece Ian takce a tender, noble farewell of Zila -- like the lovers
parting in "Prisoncr of Zchdal onliy morc sloppy —— but I must say that nothing

likc this hapnched at all.

All during the aftcrnoon the rain bcat at the hotel windows, but inside,
to m¢ at any rate, the script was straight out of XKublia Khan —- sweet words
and soft music ali the way. The music, dealing 2s it did with mv many fing
qualitics as a writer and my cxtreme modesty as a person, was revitious but
n.ver boring and the libretto contained such thought.ful, nercentive passages
a5 "The Scetor General scrics is the greatest, man' and "You must continue
the Series, prlease, Mr, Whitc' and "Arc you a medical man yourself, Mr. White,
the technical details . . .%  When I'd rcad the blurb oh the advance copy of
Laliantinec's HOSPITAL STATION wnerce they had ssid that I could only be comnmarcd
with Hal Clement I'd thought that mv cup had run over until it filled the saucey
cut tinc way tiis ¢cgoboo was nauring in it lookod likc flooding thc whole tea-
tray I was getting so much cgoboo even I began to feel that it verged on the
Vulgarly ostentatious, and after onc varticularly nlcasant chat with one of my
oublic -- a girl who Just adorcd my storics and whosc Husband, who didn't read
S-f st all but oromiscd to try some now that he had met an author -- Ian asked
me in somcwhat withering toncs if I was ¢enjoying the Con so far?

I ignored the sarcasm, because I was feeling very good just then, and

instead offercd to buy him a drink. 15
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He rerfused it.

eqple articuiarly those who. may have been at or been
influggggg %§erggg¥tg ?Eom’lgs£ year's Con, who wgll %ouot the veracity of

that statement. They will say that it is not only imnossible for such an
event to occur it is completely ridiculous. But Ian Hoss "acAulay did on
tne afternoon of Saturday 2ist Arril at approximately 1715 hours, refuse a
drinlk. I can even recall the actual words used in his refusal, which were,
"I've only got two hands, matel"

Shortly after this Brian hldiss, Harry Harrison, Mar;ret Mahson, Walt,
Ian and myself suddenly found ourseives in the same corner of the room thinking
the same hungry thoughts. As it was still raining Margaret offered to drive
some of us to a restaurant for dinner in her two-seater car. The car is
fairly roomy for a two-seater, and Brian insisted that everyone would fit in
it. Everrbody very nearly didiste o Then Walter elected to walk to the
res taurant so that the rest of us could ride. To me this proved the inHerent
nobility of the man and also, I think, his instinct for survival. In his
younger days Walt was once run over by a bus, and at one stage therc had bech
some talk about breaking his and Harrison's le s t- make them -~ %alt and
Harry, that is, not their less —~- fit into the boot.

I was sitting in froat beside Marearet Manson, who was driving, #and
L.oroughly enjoyed the trip. The only odd thing I noticed about it was the
way our nsadlights seemed always to illuminate the base of the rain clouds
cather than the sireet ahead. Brian, Ian and Harry, however, kept grumbling
all the time about no% having room to breathe and then oroving that they could
oy going into long, grisiy descrintions of their internal injuries.

The moment we walked into +that Spanish restaurant I had the feeling that
we were not wented. It was something about Lhe way the patrons looked at us,
I think’~ we were obviously so full of life and witty conversation, hanpy, well-
adjus ted,while they . . Well, they remlnded me of a tin of biscuits ] ! ohce
sccn after it had been dropped from a third-floor window —-— outwardly polished
and shining but all twisted and broken up irside. They also ran heavily to
green suits witih red beards or dinner Jackets with the obsolete DB larels and
lines of asceticism or maybe ulcers around their mouths. Our own party was
cressed with casual elggance —-- Brian in a dark bronze shadow check number
which made me feel envious, Ian in sober charcoal grey with a yellow sweater,
which denotes that he is a vhysicist and no’ an advertising executive, Harry
Harrison in a hand-woven Harris *“weed jacket of excellent cut and nosscssing
extremely long-wearing pronerties —— I recognised it from the “Worldcon in !'57;
and Walter and I (who patronise the samo tailor, me) elegant in casual but well-
cut tweeds. fargaret looked terrific, but as I don't touch Ladies I am
unfamiliar with the terminology to describe her outfit. The patrons had,
therefore, no right to raise eye~brows at our dress nor could thev ebiect to
our conversation, which was cuite clesh and moreover scintiliated as only can
Con conversations between pcovle who have been saving up their best and worst
ouns for years and don't want to waste a second of talling time. On reflection
I think maybe it was the puns which made them not like us.

The waiter who canc forward also showed that we weren't wanted although
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in a more polite way, by refusing to speak anything but Spanish at us. But
by some strange coincidence we nappened to have two 5n2nish speaskers with usl,
‘largaret and Harry, and he retreatcd towards the kitchen to further register
his disapproval by making us wait a long time for our huevos revueltos.
Considering the fact that T hadn't had anythingexcept three potato crisns
Ziven me by an acmirer st tree o' clock, to eat since leaving Manchester seven
hours earlier, I thought my eating with Just one knife and fork showed
rommendable restraint. .

Yeanwhile back at the West Park a Fancy Dress party had been going on,
and after severing diplomatic relations With the Spanish restaurant we joined
L5 Here Ethel Lindsay, bless her long white cotton socks, bestowed upon me
the ultimate in €goboo by winning the Fancy Dress contest, as ~e of my
characters. I decided there and then that this was the best con I had ever
been - at. Nothing, even the smell of the Harrogate watcr which John Roles,
dorst Margeit and Brian Jordan were quaffing in an attemnt to win death and/or
glory in the sna-water drinking contest, made me change my mind,

About the same time somcone came up and started
developing the argument that alicns in s—f weren't
truly alien, that authors cheated by making them so
very human when they should have been making them
Unhuman with completely alien motivations and thought
rocesses. He said that Hal Clement and I were
serious offenders in this respect. I thought that
this was the second time that I had been compared
with Hal Clement, and what a recally good con this was.
At the moment I con't remember this critic's name,
caLy that he was an Oxford man, sensitive, inteliigent
and & mean climbcr of drain-pipes.

There was a certain amount of alcoholic drink at Zthel and Ell:'s party
that cvening. They had stocked up more than adequatcly and I had helned Ian
bring in some beer ~- each of us taking an end while oringing the crates from
the van downstairs to the room, On entering the rarty Ian disvlayed no sions
of inebriation, although I had scen him holding & :slass in his hand for hours,
or sometimes two zlasscs. However, as all glasses look similar -- sort of
shiny and transparcnt and with brown sturf slopning about inside —= I woudd not
like to say that he -drank continually all day. However, to scoteh once and for
all the rumour that Ian is a compulsive aleoholic I decided to count the beer
he took.

Approximatcly thrce noint two five seconds after entering the room he had
nis first beer, to be sociable, he said. This was at ten-thirty. At ten-
fifty three I made it six beers. At cleven-five it wes nine beers, and count-
ing. Blcven-twenty came and it was thirtcen, and el dgiber o o9y

Apparently somebody had pinchcd his zlass when he had been in the process
of re~distributing his mass on the bed to let Walter take his elbow out of Ella
Parken's ear: A substitute recentacic had been discovered nearby, but Ian
refused to usc it on acsthetic grounds. Finally Ethel saved him by producing

17



a piastic tooth-glass.
The count resumed.

.t seventecen and counting I made a pun and Ella threw a whishcy bottle atr
me. It was an cmoty bottliec —- shc knows I don't drink -- and it missed.
Then sine kicked me out of bed, her reason being that I was givine her 2 cramp *
in the leg as well 2s a2 pain in thc neck. So I moved to Ethel's bed which just
had Ethel, Ron Eliik, George vocke, fArchic Merccr, and nert of Brian ildiss
on it. Here Ethel gave me three whole, full bottlcs of tomato juice. All
this caused me to losc count.

I am very sorry about this 25 I was and stilli am anxious that no exagger-
atcd rumours should be noised abroad rcegarding Ian's drinking, but I must
admit that there is a fairly high probability that betwesen the hours of twelve
midnight and four o'ciock wheh the varty broke up he had anothcr beer, mavbe
cven two.  However the facts as we know them, verificd by a sober, unbiased
observer name of mysclf, are thnat between ten-thirty and twelve he had a very
moderatc scventecn boers. Any count made aftor this time is shucrest conject-
urc and shoudd bc discountced as such.

I can also statc that, although the clarity of his snccch lcft something
to bc desircd at times —- this was duc to southern Irish chvironmental
influcnces rather than becr —— the ihcisive clarity of his intellcect remained
at all times unimpaired.

Bthel, Ian, Walt, Ron Ellik, George Locke and mysclf were on Ethel's bed ~
thc party had begun to thin out by that timc -- discussing thc cxistence or
non-existence of the squarce root of minus onc, and Ian was with it. For all
of thrce minutcs he had me sceing the squarc root of minus onc as a living,
breathing thing instead of a picce of mathcmatical sleight-of-hand. (Other
pcopnle in the room were no dcubt scceing things, too, but thc squarc root of
minus onc isn't pink). From there I steercd the conversation into less
csoteric channcls by asking 2 question which had been bothering me for some
time, hamely how, if Svace is curved, cven negatively, in the fourth dimension
is it not possibl¢ for a person travelling far chough to rcturn to his start-
ing point?

Therc was silence in our bed for a fow minutes after tnis. Ron, who is

very clean cut and intciligent, looked siightly fuzzy -- ninc cans of root
beer by two-thirty -- and pensiv.:. Then suddenly his cyes 1it up. Obviously
h¢ had the answer, or at least an out. ‘ith throbbing voice and flashing

spectacles he demanded, "What is Space, what is curvaturc, what is a person?
Dcefine your termst!

Next morning we attended the BSFA AGM. Ian said that nc¢ woud~n't drink
that day but save his small capacity for th: party that night. He looked like
Dcath warmed up. and from my First Aid and Nursing lccturcs I decided that his
symptoms could bc ascribed to onc or all of a numbcr of conditions which includ-
c¢d malaria, morning sickncess, jaundicce, aicohol poisgoning or rigor mortis.

In the interests of fairncss and becausc he is a friend of mine I woudd not
wish to stat¢ the onc I thought most likely.



After the serious oonstructive business was out of the way —-— Petcrborough
1¥ving won the 1963 con to the surprisc of everyohe including the neconlc who
had voted for it —— came the Professional's Panel. This was zomethine which
I had been dreadin. because I don' & smeak weil and nre er to write my
spontaheous witticisms using anproximately twenty minutes polishing on each
one.  Somchow I didn't think the panel could wait that ling for a lousy White-
type pun. I orepared to take my place feeling scared and not a little envious
of peconle like Brian and Harry and Tom Boardman who could talk off the tovus
of their heads as if they had never used the tovs 0oj their heads for doing any-
thing elses Bu% the Professional's Panei wasn't too bad after all, T didn't
have to say very much and what I did say I said too softly for anyonc to hea
or object to it; and therc were certain undercurrents of intr: ue which very
fow people susnected which keot my mind off my tied tongue . 2

vometimes I wish I lived in the probabiiity world
where that Professional's Pancl went exactly the way
we professionals had nlanncd it - , .

darry darrison DOSSe8Sses, among his many other
fine characteristics, a diabolical brain. Brian
Aldiss's brain is such that it can contemniate mile—
iong sniders without qQuaims -~ s»iders have six feet out
10 qualms anyway —- and they both remembered that my
brain, togther with its necessary locomotive annend-
aces, had taken part in an unscheduded cun-battle durin-
the L5¥ 7eons Tom Boardman joincd in the nlot immed-
iately it was mentioned, beins a verson with boundless
cnthusiasm for oractically everytihine. I don't know if
Steve Hall was in on it or not -- it was a last - minute thing and there might
not have been time to tell him. H.R. James certainly wasn't in on it, he
bein- the person indirectly resnonsible for the whole thing.

E.R.Jamcs, a quict-snoken, iikeable and shy individual had, desvite thes
cnaracteristics arous.d foelines of cnvy within the brecasts of certain nro
autaors by lecturing the convention membershin on Yoei whilc standine on his
hcad. In in offort to reasscert themsclves in the public ¢yc¢ the diabolical,
pcculiar, enthusiastic and big brains of Harrison, Aldiss, Borrdman and “hite
rospectively devised - little tront for the convention waich, they hooed would
be rather more soectoculsr.

The way it was supposcd to c0 w5 for Tom Boardmon to keep filline the
water carafe with water from a large gin bottic. He was to do this surrent-
itiously, but in such a manner that the andience would sce him. It was a very

warm aftcrhoon and the other members of the panel had courageously apreed to
drink water for the hour given over to the panel. As an added touch I, whom
everyone knew was a confirmed water and/or tomato Juice drinker, was to grimace
slishtly every time I knocked back a glass. The idea being that I thought
the water tasted peculiar, but not knowing what gin tasted like was drinking
it anyway. Then gradualily the polite answers to Questions from the Chair

and audience were to take on a more caustic edge. ¢ would become less than
polite about cach other's stories and graduate to criticisms of versonal
habits. Not knowing much about each other's personal habits we planned to
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invent some as we went along. Some of these were to be a trifle on the bizarre
side, but as vile pros used to engendering the susnension of disbelief we
thought we could make them sound nlausible.

At this stage we exnrected E.k.James to step in to try to calm us down, or
at least aid Ron Bennett in the chair in doing so. This =v~uld be the =iechai for
us to start coaxing E.R.James to show us how to stand on our heads, and the
Chairman would be politely but firmly restraincd if he tried to stoo us We did
not foresee any trouble in this, as non Bennett without his elevhant is at a
disadvantage. We woulid start to stand on our heads ourselves, singly and in
unison. Naturaily we would tonnle and fall against oae annther, and say "Sorry"
to each other in loud drunken voices, or phrases like "vho d'ye think yru're
shovin' mate?™ And Harry Harrison would start using horrible language on all
and sundry---actually it would be Quite clean language, out of deference to the
ladies present, but he would speak loudly and with feeling in Danish. Variows
refinements were exvected to suggest themselves as we went along, such as azk-
ing the people who 5 2 - o e bl i
askecd cquestions from e
the audience to come
out and fight, but the
main idea was for it
to end with a grand
old drunken brawl ail
over and around Ron
Bennett...

What actually 7
happened was that, just .
as Harry Harrison was .
becoming impassioned
in his renlies to i
ques tions, and Brian -
Aldiss was waving his
arms more than usual .
and I was breaking in ::
on him---and the aud-
ience had gone quiet,
possibly because they -
Suspected something but : R il e
more likely because they : St
were beginning to hear us proverly for the first time---Ron Bennett wound us up
Looking at his watch he said it was time for the auction =2nd thank you gentle:-
men for.a most interesting discussion.

All I can say is he should have waited a bit. It would have beech much more
intcresting.

Up in Brian's room later we sympathised with each other and wondered how
we had all had the idea that the vanel was to last a full hour. When the half
hour had finished we had Just been warming uo. It was during this meeting that
Tom Boardman launchec his idea for an sf authors' choice anthology which would
not pay the authors. snything but-which would finance a British and/or Internat-



ional Hugo, the rest of the proceeds going to the BSFA When I think now of
how we all promised to donate stories to this anthnlogy ‘for free, hardened pro
that I am I get a certain sense of unre2iity And it was also during this meet-
ing that I saw Ian drinking whiskey out of a cut glass vase In =21l fairness,
however, I must add that the vase was cighteen inches high and there wasn't
very much whiskey in it.

Because we had been taliking about something or other during the time cvery-
one else had been out to lunch, we missed the auction and TAFF address by flon
Zllik through having been overtaken with a strange alien craving for food. But
everywhere in Harrogate seemed to be clnased, it being Sunday, exceot a dank.
noisome , first-floor cellar whose air was solid with the smell of very old
fried fish. we wasted nearly an hour before we finally discovered a Chinese
restaurant which was onen. I think it is a very odd thing that peovle who we
once considered dirty foreigners are the only pecnle canable of serving clean
food.

It was late afternson when we returned to the hotel. ihe rain had stovped
and the street and park outside were drenched with warm sunshine instead of
cold water. It really was a fine afternooh -and we went into the hotel feeling
havpy and eager to meet anybody we hadn't met yet and talk until it was time
for the film, which was one I had wanted to see for about ten years and still
want to see again.

There were other film shows not mentioned in the vnrogramme. ‘Ron Ellik dis-
played some stills of a warm-blookd oxygen-breather called Joni Cornell and
after "A Matter of Life & Death" the Cheltenham Group showed o0ld con movies
and Tarzans. The only other things I can remember about this narty are that
everyone seemed to be enjoying himself, that at one noint there was a loud -
splintering crash from somewhere, and that everyone watching the movies had
elther to sit or lie on the floor because the screen rested on a chair little
more than a foot above floor level. This horizontal rather than verticol
distribution of bodies made walking and talking remarkably difficult

Brian Aldiss and Harry Harrison were in the lounge feeding meat vies to a
crowd of emasiated fans Brian had been charged 2/6 the orevious night for -ne
sandwich so tonight he had imported nhis owh food. I heard later th2at he had
grilled them in a metal wastepaper basket, but when they arrived they were 20~
ing like---dare I say it---iike hot cakes. I managed to get one just bef-re
Brian Burgess took off with the last dozen with some idea of auctioning them
at the other narty. Hearing that there was another varty, in Etheland Ella's
room, I went looking for it and met Walt and Ian dning the s=ame.

This was a very quiet varty at first. Until nonple bezan breaking away
from the other one there was only a handful there We taliked seriously about a
great number of things fannish, and .istened with awe to the sound of a tyver
coming from the next room where some fan was already bashing out a con renort
Then graduaily more peovle came in and it became impossible to sit less than
€ight to a bed. About five o' ciock peovle had begun to drift away again until
Just Walt, Ian and myself were there and Ethel stated her intention of gning to
bed. Ella also said she necded her sieep otherwisc she'd be a sight in the
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morning. I had a choice of revmlies to this, but refrained from making them and
merely s2id that in my opinion anyone who went to bed at all on the second night
of a convention was sissy:and effeminate. Odd.y ehough, neither of the girls
objected to being called effeminite

e were all hungry again and went down to the kitchen on the off chance that
the staff had forgotten to throw out some crusts. 1 don't know how the others

. felt, but I was hungry in italics. In the kitchen we found the walls, ceiling,

floor and fittings strcaming with water and clouds of steam hanging in the air.
Ubviously therc nad been a rccent catastronhe with the hot water boiler. ¥e
waded out carefully and went to the small lounge, where a2 group containing fon
»11ik and Kon Bennett were playing cards. fton Bennett stoonmed long enough to
reassure us that the slight damphess in the kitchen was nothing to worry atout
and that the boiler had been unco-operative the first few times he had handled
it, but now it knew who was boss. He also said he knew where there was some in-
stant coffee and offered us boiling watcr nremared nerson2ily by the hands of
the Convention Chairman.

While we were drinking this glorious, warm stuff Hon Ellik gave us the de-
tails of how the other fon had tamed the boiler Not wanting to steal his thun-
der---boilers meke an explosive, hisjing noise when they blow up in any case---
and in an effort to avoid puns with highest steam in thcm 1 will not reveat
them.

ticn went back to his brag and we began debating whether or not we should go
to bed, deciding finally that we were all too hungry to sleep. ¥alt, lan, the
fan whu climbs drainpipes and compares me with Hal Clement and myself were be-
ginning to brood about the injusticés of the world and society in ‘general, our
thoughts being strictly from hunger. Then Ian, Walt and the drainpipe-climber
from Oxford left me in a last desncrate attemnt to find food....and stumbled on
an unlocked refrigerator.

After we had made a large dent in the contents of the refrigerator and left
some conscience money behind to cover the cost, we all felt more like ourselves
But still we were not completely happy. P0331bly it was a sense of loneliness
ailed us, because we had becn used to large crowds of people and how we were
only four. The fans playing brag at the table a few yards away were in another
world, and didn't count. It didn't feel right being able te talk without rais-
ing one's voice, or walk from one end of 'a room to the other without saying

Excuse me" six times. In any case someone, vossibly me, suggested that we wake
up darry Harrison or Brian Aldiss and somebody, me again, thought it was a
good idea. %We batted it about for a while, discovering that we weren't sure of
Harry's room number and that there would be an c¢lement of risk attached to
waking the Harrison up, and that we had a rough idea where Brian's room was and
that he was the typve who was invariably politc. It wes 6.45 when we left for the
other hotel to wake up Brian. :

dis hotel was locked but therec was a drainnipc which led nast a half-open
window which, according to our calculations, ovencd into Brian's room. The fan
who compared me with Hal Ulemcnt s5aid that he climbed drainpipes all the time
at Oxford and started to scale this one. But drainoives in Harrogate are made
~f softer stuff than in Oxford and it began to wobble alarmingly, so he came



dewn without accomplishing his mission. Which was perhavs as well, since we
were told later that it had been Margaret Manson's room.

Gradually we became resigned to the fact that we would be unable tec wake
anyone .p to join our party and we headed back to our own hotel to freshen up
before breakfast. The sun was still shining down warmly. and the sky, trees and
grass had a newly minted look. I think we werc all feeling a little voetic and
pnilosovhical about things, becausec it was suddenly borne upon us that when we
had gone into the West Park Hotel to sec A Matter of Life and De=th the local
meteorological phenomena had been identicai with the conditions around us now
It made us wonder where Sunday night had gone, even if there had been such a
thing as Sunday r.ight. We had all been so busy enjoying ourselves arid the time
had passed so quickly that we began seriously to doubt Sunday niight's existence

After broakfast we returned to the two Con hotéis and snent the morning
wiking people up and saying goodbye. OQur train did not leave until mid-after-
noon and so I was able to watch the convention dissolving around me---the Ger-
fans piling into their station wagon and driving off; Ken 3later, his wife,
portable bookshop and lovely little daughter vulling away in their van; and the
others who staggered away with suitcases so ioaded with auction material that
toothbrushes were carried in the breast vocket. There scemed to be a lot left .
unsaid to an awful lot of vpeople and I eyvected to fecl sad at coming to the
-nd of such.a wonderful convention, but somehow L-didn't.

Then we all lunched with Zthel and Llla, who also left us to the train ‘
wncre we were joined by the Bentcliffes, and sat tzlking in the sunshine oute
side the station .for a long time. Ethel said "Sec you in Peterborough, James"
and Ella was rude to us all again, but cven I could see that her heart wasn't
in it. All this time I was still half convinced that it was yesterday aftcrhocn
and wholly convinced that it had bech the nicest afternoon £ had cever known.
And so it was, when the train entercd one of the longr tunnels on the other sidc
of Leceds with a roar that woke me suddenly to pitch blackness, that I reached
across to touch Ian and Walt and yell that Sunday night had caught up with us.

Symbolicalily, and rather dramatically, the Long Afterhoon of Harrogate had
come to an end.
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Thom Perry, 1130 Garficld Sit., - IEiinceln

2, Nebraska :: Now that US postal rates
have quieted down. I must write vou thanks
for your Christmas card, since it was
longer and funnier than the one I sent
you. It didn't arrive, of course. until
after Christmas nroper, but that is hardiv
vour fault. An Irish life has given you a
brizht picture of postal promntness---I
remember one piece where vou had an Amer-
ican character retting his mail before
breakfast. To be sure, this is possible,
but only for people like me who eat break
fast at 2pm and go to work about 5 No,

if vou had wanted the Xmas cards to arr-

= ive by Xmas, vrobably the only safe thing
= would have be:n to have brought them

- across with you and posted them in Chicapo

vorgeai

Nor can the United States Fost Office Devartment be blamed You must rememb-
-T that they have other things to do besides deliver the mail. Thousands of
magazines have to be scanned for obscenity. I don't know how things are in Ire-
land, but in the Us everyone would go wild and becnme depraved if he could pget
his hands on obscene art, photographs or writing; people would stay home from
work to slaver over it; production would fall: gold would outflow, the economy
would waver; stocks would crash; Russia's GNP would exceed and surpass ours, and
vou know what that would mean! . and things generally would go to hell “o the
Post Office must make sure no obscene stuff is available.

And of course there are other things. ‘housands of employees are emrloyed
thinking up new reasons to raise the postal rates Mundreds, L'm sure, are busy
daily putting up WANTED posters on top of the WANTED pnsters on the bulletin
boards. New stamns are being designed, misorinted. and sold in ouantity to col-
lectors for sheer profit (since the collectors don't use them) And a select
few think up things like the new ZIP zone system, which will give everv address
a multidigit zone number by which *he USPOD will route it. This will save time
in delivery by making it easier to send something to the wrong place. If I
should carelessly address a letter to a friend in "New Orleans, Nebraska”, the
Post Office, after sending it to Orleans, Nebraska, and getting it back, might
send it on to Louisiana. If I should get the digits mived up, though thev

could easily send it to Lahore, Pakistan without blinking, and maybe never get
it back.

Speaking of being insured against typos, I note that the “ariner I Venus
probe rocket was blown up when it went off course because of a misplaced hvphen
in its mathematical instructions. This cost some eighteen million dollars, or
360 million 5c stamps You can see why postal rates must go up €No, but I can
see why our sub rates should go up If we charge 318000000.70 per copy. penple
won't go leaving them about. )



Several years ago in Hyphen there was a discussion about writing down those
brilliant ideas that occur to one at night while sleeping One product of this
system lzcame a byword betwesn me and a friend: when you woke up in the morning
to find that the brilliant idea you'd noted down was, "The obvious is not nec-
essarily untrue-" Reason I bring this up is that some weeks ago I ran across
another story in thi¥71§ an offbeat edition of the notebooks of da Vinci It
seems that this genius also was having these bursts of brilliance and forgett-
ing their substance by the time he woke up He tried several systems: one, I
recall, was cementing the idea in one's memory by placing a boot on a bookshelf
When you woke up you would be sure to notice the boot, and then you would re-
member what you had thought of €4 sort of footnote?} But even this didn't
work. Finally he placed a pad’ and pen and ink by his bedstead. After several
mornings he awoke with the fogzy memory. of inspiration during the night. He
turned to the paper beside the ved. Sure casugn, something was written there'
de looked eageriy, but the scribbled nonsense caused him to laugh out, and cver
afterwag?s he derided the notion of nocturnal insoiration. He had written
ER=mesi

Jim Caughran remarks that Hy~hen has been a victim cf postal censorship Has
it. €No, it hasn't.)

What the devil was that baquote-in-bad-taste that started "When you've been
& faned as long as I have..."? {And it's not going to be.} While I've disliked
some of your baguotes I can't imagine anything in very bad taste following tha.
dependent adverbial clause. 4 You underestimate Chuck Harris.}

Jek 2 Raxter, Box 395 Eing St.,.B0. Sydaey ;- NSW, «¢: ==
IV in Ireland? Oh well, it had to 4
hanpen, I supprse. A pity though. You werc about % 4%£ﬁ; :
the only unspoiled fan we had left, the only man ~/iEE:::>
to whom we could point proudly and say 'dere is L »
one of nhature's gentiemen, a true natural philn-
sopher of the old school, a man who lives life to
the full with nothing mcre than a handful of shag
and a pot of stew for his comfort. Here is a man
who does not neecd television, unlike those etc
etc." Of course we never actuaily did point like
that, or say any of those nice things, but the
thought was there. Now, sadly, we won't even have :
the opportunity. No doubt any visitors to Unver N%rds Rd wili find the whole
Willis family Sitting around in the familiar gloom, eyes like last night's
ice cubes, snarling at each other as they cross the field of vision to answer
*he calls of nature Even now ¥ou can sec the signs Firhting with “1ad-leine
before the aerial is even up...what a sad thing to sec vou defiling the fair
Irish tongue like that. Of course I am probably being unfair You may have used
a completely different dialect for your cursing...an Lrse of another choler, as
it were. ¢ Dag...help')

Johnny Hautz's letter. As damon knigcht pointed out in his examination of
deinlein, "deinlein's characters tend to secn commonplace simply because
they're all healthy, physically and tentally, e cept for an occasional nsychot -
ic villain. Heinlein isn't interested in necuro*ic penple, perhaps because he
feels they are obsolescent.' If vou go back throuch Heinlein's novels. especial-
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Ju 1les zad semi-juveniles, you'll find a lot of evidence +o support,
t1ls point. AlL the people in Have 3Spacesuit Will Travel, Star iummox, The Roll-
ing 3to hes etc aren't esvecialiy memorable, but thev are real in that they be
have aimost exactly as you or I would under the circumstances of the story
Valentine Michael 3mith is something else again. I'1ll be very interested to
hear whether inight cares to revise his descrintion of Heinlein as "the one
sane man in science fiction" after reading Starship Trooper and 3tranger In A
Strange Land. ; :

Hautz has a point when he says “very often modern sf seems to be attemoting
seems’ to be attempting stories for which it has not the literaiy ability." This
is, I think, worth examination. 4is I see it the big~est trouble with sf, mndern
and ancient, is that it is too big for its boots. It is continually attemnting
things for which it is iil equipped and often quite unsuited, with the result
that the field and its adherents fail into disrepute. 3cience fiction tries
social criticism, blithely assuming that because it writes about the future it
has the ability to guess correctly what the future holds. The presence in the
social extrapolation business of men like Lewis Mamford, Arnsld Toynbee and
4ill Durant is ignored. These men can eat science fiction alive when it comes
to the extension of social trends, but nobody realises this and to date hone of
wiem has feit it necessary to pin back the sf writers' ears. But it won't be
long. 3imilarly a number of sf authors try to write good artistic prose, but
again they are competing against people whn have been around a lot ionger than
they have, and who work under conditions far superior to those avaiiable to sf
writers. It's a great day when somebody nublishes a science fiction novel and
it's a lucky writur who carns top rates for his work. On the othcr hand any
mains trcam writcr of morc than aboriginal ability can Adcoend on his work being
put out rcasonably quickly and at a high rate, cven if the thing is remaindercd
a month later. This proves citicr (a) book publishcers don't rcecognise quality
when thoy see it, or (b) sf writcrs can't compcte with cven the poorest main-
strcam fiction author. Which do you think it is? As far as I'm concerned, sf
vritcrs don't have that extra somcthing that makes a worthwhile author They
don't have the X which made the dif’erchec between Alas Babylon (which sold) &
Christmas Day (which didn't), between Earth Abides (which sold) and Sixth Col-
umn (which didn't). Nobody has ever analysed X, but a large nercentage of it is
common or. garden writing ability, the kmack of stringing words together irresp-
cctiye of what you'rc describing with them tlost sf writers arc trying to be
scicnecefictionecrs first and writers sccond. That's no way to run an artform

Strange to scc so much science fiction in dyphen's letter column. Years ago
I rcmember sanctimoniously proclaiming that the latest issuc of Hyphen didn't
mention sf anyplace, and wasn't that a crying shame? Later I began to realise
that the reason I liked Hyphen so much was bagsuse it didn't dirty its feet by
paddiing around in the cesspool with all the other vulgar fans I really don't
know what to think now, now that tahc mag is starting to rcad like 1945 Brass
Tacks. It's all very confusing. I'm glad to sce sf coming back into Hyphen, if
only because it gives everionc, mysclf included, something to write about. Gone
are those drcadful days when I would sit for hours before the typer, fracturing
my brain muscles in an attempt to say something funny. Jow ail I have to do is
put pancr in the machine and pow! ---in half an hour I've insultcd ali your con-
tributors, cast aspcrsions on the morals, litcrarv ability rcligious affiliat-
ions end gcncral hysicne of half fandom and, in short, madc mysclf orctty ob-
JeE© wlelaibile, doping you arc thc samc


juveni2.es

(Continued from inside front cover } we spare no effort to check the ver-
acity of every item. So we went over
to inspcct Gricnwich Viliage and Brooklyn to make sure they were exactly as
Ted describes them. After all we didn't want to be sucd by two Metropolitan
Boroughs~-~cveryonc knows you can't ficht even one City Hall

We were relieved to find they were erxactly as Ted says In gay mad exotic
Grecnwich Viilage you can indecd buy Pepsis at half ten at night In fact you
can buy bread, butter bacon and egzs therc h2lf an hour after midnight. I
know, becausc “adelcine and I bought some there in 2 gay mad exotic suver-
market, for breakfast in Brooklyn latcr that morning.

And it's truc that Brooklyn is differcht. The first time we went there it
was by the dusty =2nd desodiatc New York subway, which we were already auite
familiar with having iost, our way in it threc times After a few miles the
subway emcrges into the open air, broadens out 2nd becomes Brooklyn The main
difference is that you can now smoke. Thoush to be fair (and to exnlain Arth-
ur's little drawing on the back cover,) we were in no m-od to annreciate the
beauty of Brooklyn, the Greyhound Company naving just lost our lugeage At the
moment. of writing (28th “farch) it is still somewhere in the States, and anvone
finding himself in a bus station with timc to spare is invited to ask after a
brown dufflebag and a bluec fibre suitcase, probably tagesed KB 4,52 192 % 193.

Anotacr thing.we've lost is a’ co-editor, Ian fcAulay having gone back to
Dublin. de seized a moment when he hapnened to be sliphtly ahead in the Great
- 3crabble Championship to steai off and get married, to an auburn-haired fellow
graoduate of Trinity' cailed Olivia. Personaliy I think he was lucky to get her
but when I found they kent the list of wedding guests in a "Which?" cnvelope
I asked Ian was this how he sclected his brides "Yes5" said Olivia "“and
those Performance Tests were terrible." They're how scttled in a house called
"Illyria", Sandyford, Co.Dublin, of which Ian writes:

"Iilyria is gradually taking on that lived-in look with stacks of
books, pancrs and magazines covering all available floor space.
Some day---carpets! ‘ost days, when I come home from my arduous
labours, I stageer in bearing an armload of drills, hacksaws and
Screwdrivers and spend 2 coiple of hours using the aforesaid
impicnents to drill, hacksaw =nd drive screws rcsvectively The
house¢ is beginning to show the results of these labours, and if
you like a house covered with drill, hacksaw and screwdriver
mATIES ASLIiS 33 ¢

Not that Ian's going to Dublin mcans that I am entirely bereft of bhe bene-
fit of nhis advice and encouragement. This still arrives, in the form of post-
cards rcading "When is the next Hyohen coming out?" “feanwhile “ndeleine has
taken his place (she looks more like a co-ed than he e or did anyway), has
‘been cutting stencils and has cven bought a new old tyoer for it. (She wants
to apologisc for those she cut on my old nortable. ) With this we hope to pre-
scnt more legibly and more frequently some interesting new style material,
now the backlog has been cut down

All artwork by Arthur Thomson, 17 Brockham House, Brockham Drive. L ndon SW2
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TALKING TO HIM, Y°T'D NEVER THINK HE
HAD 4 WOTDEN 1EG.....ALDOUS HUXLEY
WRITES LIKE A SORT OF EDUCATED JOHN W.
CAMPBELL..... YOU DON'T WANT HIM TOQ BE
GOING ABOUT WITH A NAKED DUFFIE.....
NEVER FEED A DRUNK COFFEE---ALL YOU GET
IS A WIDE AWAKE DRUNK..... IGOT MY
WIFE THRCUGH THE N3F...:. APART FROM
THEA SITTING ON MY FACE I HAD A VERY
NICE CONVENTION..... I'¥ GOING TQ HAVE
A BITE TO EAT BEIFORE DINMNER..... I READ
IT AT ONE SITTING AND STILL HAVE SEVER-
AL PAGES LEFT OVER FOR NEXT TDME.....
TOGETHER. W& GAVE UP PLAYERS..... ALL
YOUR TASTE IS IN YOUR MOUTH..... A AN
LOOKS FOR MCRE THAN A PRETTY FACE. AS
THE SAILOE 3AID TO THE MERMAID..... BT
SEUAL, » TRLS BEST i orai SATISIACTION
GUARANTEED OR YOUR PHONE INSTANTLY RE-
MOVEDL e ov: R SMER NS ONGGOD: ¢ feie WHAT'3
THE GOOD OF BEING FAMCOUS IF NOBODY
KNOWS ABOUT IT?..... 30 WHITE IS FEUD-
ING WITH ENEY TOQ.....WE LIVE IN A
SOCIETY WHICH FPAYS MORE RESPECT TQ A
GUNNER'S MATE THAN TO A WHORE..... AS
SOON A3 I COULD MANAGE IT K& I WENT TO
BZRANA AND EXPLAINED ON BOTH LEVELS
.« - THE STARS LIKE DUST. BUT I DON'T.
..... ON FILMING THE BIBLE. DO YOU
REALISE THAT THOSE PORTIONS WHICH ARE
DULLEST TC READ WOULD BE THE MOST INT -
ERESTI§G ON THE SCREEN?..... PROPHY -
LACTIC IS BETTER THAN CURETTE..... THE
MOST DELIGHTFUL FEATURE OF *TARRIED
LIFE IS THE DEEP DEEP PEACE OF THE
DOUBLE BED AKFTER THE HURLY-BURLY OF THE
CHAISE LNGUE..... david fr-st. waw 2
Bo3h I ron ellik 2, don thomnson, ethel
lindsay, pat kearney, clive jac%son
wiliiam danner, james white 2, seth
Jjohnson, lenny bruce, jane ellern, sid
coleman, harding & baxter, mrs patrick
campbell
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An X here means your
sub took a dive
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