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"I told you there'd been changzes in the N3F Welcoming Committee.!
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I don't want to worry you, so soon
after the fuss about that Ccemopol-
itan article and everything, but I
did hannen to nhotice that when Dr.
] Stephen llard was arrested he took
(;2\ into prison with him "a nhumber of
—!]" science fiction novels".

"Please don't hit me again," she
said bashfully.
il \\f,\ [ENE ;@ -----------------
.D J el 1) e \&7 : . ;
A o ,*]’ Oh well. You'll notice that Hyphen

is now up to date with Conventicns.
On the other hand this febrile urg-
ency has not impaired our sense of
VN//Q\I__ i historical perspective, for Bob
' Shaw's column harks back to hapoy
3 far-off days when his fellow con-
\A/l L_ L~_! ES tributor Ken Potter lived in Dallas
? i Road, lLancaster, and Bab himself
was renowned for his prodigious
crpetite. He is not like that now. In fact nowadays he doesn't take food at all,
2430 things he calls carbohydrates and proteins and stuff. As he pointed out to
v5 once he doesn't eat too much any more, just enough to keep himself alive.
"Some of us," otserved James White coldly, "feel that that is too much."

I mean, anyone can read science fiction, but I notice from another newspaper
report that when VWard apneaied in court on remand he didn't have any socks on.
“I can't believe my bank account has been overdrawn for so long," he said
inlktredulously. :

Ken Potter too was then very different from the suave connoisseur of the aris
we know today. Why, it was only six years since he had burst upon a2 small but
Actonished audience with the second issue of "BEYOND, A Fanzine, formerly BEYCND
THE BOUNDS OF EARTH." It published, if that is the word for the production
of one copy written in pen and ink in capital letters, the second instalment of
Ken's first serial and the first instalment of his second. Both werc about the
population of the Earth being wiped out by alien invaders, and one dramatically
anticipated "On The Beach" in a manner which would have been sure of getting a
letter of comment from New York if Ken had written out another copy for the

fayore-«  1un SHIP LANDED, ABOUT A MILE FROM NEW YORK. THE BRAVE

ADVENTURERS STEPPED OUT, AND WzNT TO THE GREAT CITY.

§Ctd. inside back covery

Edited and published by Walt & lMadeleine Willis at 170 Upper N'Ards Road, Belfast
L, N.Ireland. Accomplices John Berry, Bob Shaw, James & Peggy Vhite, Bob & Sadie
Shaw and George Buffalo Charters. Art Editor Arthutr Thomson, 17 Brockham House,
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Dear James,

What, a delight it was to read your Harrngoate con revort in the last
HYPHEN. Purely in a Snirit of emulation, I will tell you how we oot on
without you at Peterborough.

This will be no impartial report, penned by some omiscient Bennett. Not
only is it partial ang personal, but some of the most memorable bits will
perforce be left out, while the unmenorabls bits have becn forgotten. Nor
shall I do a Proust cn you, bringing forth a serious Recherche - Walt would
te better at that, since he has his own n-otite Madeleine to stir his mcmory.
This sl Pactty —is A Playin' ifan's Guide to Peterborough.

‘Ir. Harry Harrison and Mr. Kingsley Amis think that the future of sex
lies in Space. Such - roughly - was all the Daily Telegraph had to say about
the Con. BRut a 1ot more misht have been said about the matter, and to nrove
how right the Telegraph was to keep mum, I'm going to say it.

These characters are not fictitious, although any resemblance between
them and human beings is purely coincidental. Only the incidents have been
altered, to make them betier then they were at the time,

e,



It was a great mement when our car rolled into Peterborough. Margaret
and I were tired, Ffor the roads were crowced right from Oxford, and it had
been a constant battle to get through the Easter traffic. In fact, we
wravedlied duel carriageway all the way.

“he batils was crer when we reached the Bull. At once we were shaking
hands with old friends, Yargaret and I arrived before twelve noon on the
¥riday, but already plenty of sf twres had anpeared. The first person we saw
w23 Chris Milier, now going about disepvised as himself without a beard. We
got tusy unpacking ab once, helping Ken Slater and his noble gang to arrange
the art display, and slso bringing out my collection of wind-up dolls. I
! a Benticiiffe doll - you wind it up and it appears late on Saturday; and
2 Dave Barbsr doll - you wind it up and it does a barber; and a Burgess doll -
you wind it up and it sells you it s key; and a Ron Bennett doll - you wind it
up and it revorts the event in Skyrack next day; (luckv I have an Aldiss doll
that winds me up and then I write this stuff without kncwing).

o0

The Bull's a good hotel, the best a convention has ever been housed in.
The rcoms in the new wines might have becn built for con-goers. Towards
@vening, people were pouring in, including the Liverpool group, and soon Norman
Shorrock was pouring in - his usual brew into tooth glasses. He brought over
the stylishly produced Con progiranme in the 22-seater bus the group had hired

L0 L TnS ctasicon.

lMargaret and I collected Edmund Crispin, Guest of Honour, from the stati-
118 real name is Bruce lisntgomery, and so I will call him throughout. Ve just
had wime to get him a drink before the first event.

“he programme was opened at eight by Ken, who declared the bazaar open
and warned us of some of the things we were to expect. Then I had my brief
rour of zlory befere a bhackdvron splendidiy painted and arranged by Mark Ashby
cf Wishech (Skyrack plesse note). I did a sort of "In Town Tonight" stunt,
diuritig up to the micropiicne scme of the notables from the audience. These
incluced Ethel Lindsar, who Lesought vs all to support TAFF by buying The
Lindsay Report; Eddie Jones, who now has a lot of pro art brewing; Jim Groves
W10 is going to dig himself a hole now that he has crawled from under Vector;
BElla Parker, who was in npst pieasantly jovial form throughout the Con; Ron
Bennett, who told us that twe helels in Harrogate were having to be rebuilt;
and a whole whack of piss, some of whom, .even at this early stage, were € per-
inenting with ths sifecits of alcohol in the Lloodstream.

You should hava besen with us, James!  Never were pros so thick on the
ground; cor dc I mean floor, at arn English Con. Here's the roll of horror:
red Cernell, Tom Boardman. Geoff Coherty, 1Mike Moorcock, John Brunner, Mack
Reynelds, Ted Tubb, Ken RBulmer, tae Fronch writer Max Jakubcwski, Bruce of
coeurse, and the Danish ex—fan I have already been forced to mention, Harry
Harrison. They 2!l cams up to thne mike in turns. I forget what they all
said; mainly i% was oromaganda, of course, but John Brunrer's was certainly
the most calculated to dismay other pros: he claimed he had written four books
since Christmss.

At that, the meeting broke un in confusion, and Slater rushed in with the



first auction session. Faintly, I alloved myself to be guided to the nearest
bar. Let us, as thev say, draw an ale over vhat followed. That was when
the Con realily began.

It was good to talk: to Bruce again; ' I had not seen him for some years.
He is a quiet, erudite man wiho has done a great deal to silence if not win over
a lot of the pseudo-intellectual opnosition that sf was meeting a few years ago.
Margaret agreed with him that he was unbelievably handsome. It was go0d, too,
to meet Mack Reynolds in the flesh with which he is so well nrovided. TMack's
hot at all the rugged, scuare-jawed tyoe I had conjured up from those unique
stories; nor did I hear a poiitical reference from him throughout the Con,
aside from a comment on the difficulty of getting a good Jugnslav Reisline
in Madrid.

You don't want a blow Oy blow account of the drinks, do you? But I
should say that the nearby Chinese restaurant, The Great VWall, is licensed, as
well as being very nlushy and chean, at least by the standards of Osford's
many scruffy littlie Chinesec joints.

Cn Saturday morning, Bruce made his Guest of Honour sneech He said he
was quite illiterate, but his secretary often read sf magazines to him. This
he enjoyed. de snoke of the recent flowering of sf novels, saving what a good
sign this was. In the old days, many novel~length ideas had been comnress ec
into short story length and suffered in the nrocess. He warned us that the
new popularity might bring with it dangers, some of which he nroceeded to
enumerate. e :

dighbrows might try to jockey sf into the mainstream;\7\3 = =
he thought it should remain semarate.. One result of =% % f:::::Tf
unsymnathetic highbrow scrutiny might be to force an sf'}»giﬁf £
writer to take aboard an unwonted and unwanted cargo of “-=* ﬁ/—\
subtlety, comolexity of characterisation, eticilia x&@# /} ‘o
similar sort of process injured the detective novel. MY
Straight authors might attemnt to write sf without R R
nroperly accuainting themselves with either the discinline:
or the themes already erniored by sf writers; the o o~ :
resultant failure coulid damage the genre as well as these authors. Television
might blunder on with. sf plays and make it synonymous in the public mind with
‘'snace fiction"; - this would be a great loss, since there were few sf writers -
Artiur Clarke was one - who concerned themselves m2inly with snace flight.

Bruce finished by saying that he considered s* to be the major literary
revolution since ‘arlowe, Shakespeare, and the Elizabethan dramatists. FEven
those who had never read one of 'Tarlowe's michty lines clanned very loudly at
this.

In the discussion which foliowed, Tom Boardman said he thought sf should
avoid too much clarification; its chief duty was to draw strangeness. John
Roles said that fanzines contained a creat amount of evegetical literature,
and Aldiss wrote the word down in his notebook. Taking uo none of the p-ints
Bruce had made, Geoff Doherty said ne thought that such novels as Karn's "One'
«nd Golding's "Inheritors" rerresented examnles of incursions into the field

¢



by outsiders who might be reckoned to have gingered it unv. This was generallv
if reluctantly agreed.

Tne Danish gentleman, Mr. Harry Harrison, was the hext distractian on the
nrogramme. e spoke on two subjects dear to the heart of the assembled multi-
tude, Sex and Science Fiction. Dealing with the subject of censorship, he
distinguished between three of its targets: sex, swe>ring, and scatology. He
toid us how each of these had been exnunzed from his works and from the works
of otner famous sf writers. He waxed eloguent about both se: and scatology,
while on the subject of swearing he confined himself to 2 few cursory remarks.

_ -He ended a very stimulating sveech, which was illustrated by a number of
exhibits, by saying that he thought censorship was just an editorial bad habit
as far as the sf editors were concerned. ‘'then it had been nointed out to them
often enough, sense should nrevail In fact, he said, "this small animal of
censorshin' can be killed by exposure. Indecent e>nosure, no doubt.

In the discussion which followed,
John Brunner rose to defend Philip Jose
Farmer's writings and Sturgeon's "Some
of Her Blood® on the grounds that these
at least got away from gadgetry. Chris
Miller replied that they were merely
psychological and sexual gadgetry; it
struck me at the time and now that I'm
sober as a good point. Editor Ted Carnell
rose to say that there was a rising tide
of sex, and that twenty vercent of the
stories he received in "BSS were full of
sick sex. Some uncouth knave from the back
of the hall urged him to publish them in-
stead of what he does nublish.

After a brief fight for Harry's exhib-
its, the meeting broke up, and drinking and
* fraternisation took place.

By now it was aonarent that the Con-
vention fairly bulged with life. There were
more pretty wives and girl friends in evid-
ence than ever before, not to mention a host
of jolly and pattable children; the whole
affair was like a big family gathering, and
made me feel more than ever that fandom is
a lay of wife.

At this stage we were about to depart for lunch. We had the glasses in our
hands, when we had to face a reporter from the Sunday Teclegraph. Miss Heather Nich-
Olson was certainly easy to face, but she soaked up our comments with the sponge-
like facility of a block of graphite. Bruce, John Brunner, Geoff Doherty and I,
.10t to mention a maverick Oxford scientist called Denys Leston, talked to her .
three hours about sf. Need I add that she got her own back? Not a word apveared
in the paper!

O



At last I dragged a starvine Margaret off to eat. She had spent a while
Shopping with Joan Harrison and children, and had a z00d apoetite. With Geoff,
we took a weil-bread snack in the hotel buttery, before slioping out to do
some window-gazing. I should have known there was trouble afoot - she lured
me into a shoe shop and T bourht her a nair of shoes. %We also had a quick
look at the cathedral. There were a number of citizens of the Soke looking
disgustedly at a notice two hundred feet up the fine west front that said
GOD FOR TAFI.

During that afternoon, I managed to get around and chat with a lot of
people, though I missed an auction at which I hear Ted Tubb excelled himself;
apparently he also ex-selled a number of books (sorry, James, especially when
alt warned me not to and I was Breening myself on vriting a long solemn
report). In particular I had a long serious talk with .fike "borcnck and Denys.
‘ike circumnambulates about his points, but they are generally ones it is
worth walking around; we had a big chat about Ballard, Mike claimine that
Ballard's limitations were his strength, I that they were his weakness.

‘ike almost has me convinced. : ' ;

You'li know from having written a Con renort yourself how difficult it is
to recapture on vaper the essence of these events when they have passed into
history. 4 straight run through of events and gags by no means catches that
big sweet fleeting dumniing of a thing that is the true Con flavour. Myself,

I think it's the friendliness of the whole event, that vparticular friendliness
which stems fro:'the fact that you are with neonle who, in the main, are at

once buddies and strangers. Added to this is the feeling nowadays that British
st is getting somewhere; and Geoff Doherty, who missed last year's Con, cliaims
that the peovle grow more sopnisticated and nolished each year, It may be so,
though the civilized miliey of the Bull certainly helned this year.

But enough of this philosonhising, for I see by my notes that by now time
was getting on and the frailer of the brethren were sufferine from pangs of
hunger. In fact, the weaker went to the wall - the Great 'all - and I with
then.  Our narty consisted of the four Harrisons (who act like six, althouch
Joan and the chiidren are so well-behaved), the Brunners and their immense black
dog, the Moorcocks, Margaret and I, Yack Reynolds, and friends of his from
Paris, the farboroughs. Bill Yarborouch is a nice guy, a true fan (ha e I
Sneit that right?, and very generous with litres of bourbon. It was under the
influence of his drink that we coined all our bourbon mots.

That I remember as a very comolicated meal, not only because most of the
men insisted on drinking more than one macaulay (that's vhat fandor CallSipe
mndane lager), or because Harry was ordering un in Snmanish, but because we
were being interfered with from the ne>t table, where sat Brian and Frances
Varley, who are still on the lam after organising the Supermancon in '52.
Viell, they were still on the lam, waiting for the mint Sauce, when we left the
Wall, which will tedil you what the service was like there: a church service

The meal broke up with the arrival of Kingsley Amis, who had driven over
from Cambridge with a friend of his, Bill Rysinker or such a name - an
dmerican of infinite Jest.
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Back at the Bull, other notabies had checked in, including Dan fforgan, vhose
name was once very well-known in Authentic and New Worlds. de still takes a
keen interest in sf, and looks as snry as when I last saw him, back at the London
world Con in '57. Also arrived, Yorkshire author Brian Bail, who aiso seems
to be in on the school sf anthology racket. Later, Eric Bentcliffe, who
publishes - as old fans will recall - Bastion, avpeared with his wife, Beryl
His flash equipment looked larger than ever; dister, in the fancy dress parade,
he and Eric Jones were having an absolute duel, with bulbs going nova every
second.

Bruce and I took Kingsley to see Ken Slater's tremendous book disnlay.
It was a great collection, and seemed to be selling well, even titles like
"Sector General'. The three of us were then hanled away to judge the fancy
dress, while the loczl nress scueaked and gibbered about us. e pave Harry
Nadler the Best Monster nrize, and Tony ‘alsh the Best Fancy Dress. because we
thought it had wit - he paraded solemnly as a sandwich man, with boards saying
"Prenare to MMeet Your Remaker' and "The Beginning is At Hand'. (Note:
Skyrack has these siogans differently; one of us must be Ron ) There was
also a special award to dainty little Janet Shorrock as a cat girl. Ted Tubb,
as a bearded and benaged author, would surely have won a nrize had he rolled uv
on time.

Frankly, much of the rest of that evening was hell. There was so much
confusion! Down in the bars, the Salvation Army had broken in and were sell-
ing their magazine, War Hoon - in fact, Harry told them to bergeron or off.
Then upstairs we were hounded and dogged by the nréss. 'e took refuge in room
five, the Black Hole of JohnBrunner, but they rooted us out. ‘e all hid in
my room, and were just settling down to a 1lill drink when they came in and
said coudd they film us if they did not interrunt. Y'e said okay, so they
said right, let's have you in a bigcer room. It was too bad: Kingsley was
Just talking about John Baxter's Guest Editorial in New “orids (some day, James,
when you and “.alt and Ian visit Oxford, SF's rost City, I'll show y~u my John
Baxter doll - you wind it up and it writes to fifty fanzines).

Eventually some BBC feilow flung the youngest Slater out of her bed and
got Bruce, Kingsley and me into her room with a tanme recorder. There he
milked (with the aid of whisky) a marvellous quarter hour debazte from us, three
minutes of which were heard on the fidiands nrogramme "Counternoint’ three
days later.

Once the vultures had gone, we began to enjoy ourselves. To nreserve
some of the decorum of this remort, I have nostnoned untii now =ny account of
the previous night's activities; but in the interests of truth I must here
reveal that on that preceding night - Friday - Danish fan Harrison and I were
chased down the corridors by a horde of nro-eating fans. These uncannybals
were led by promising new sharn-toothed anchester fan Charles Parkinson. To
escape their clutches, narry and I had to flee down a fire escane at a rate of
three cents a minute.

So we resolved to take Saturday night more cosily. le pressed into the
notorious Loom Five, and I managed to sell quite a few meat nies. (This
transaction showed a considerable profit over last year's similar enterprise
at Harrogate, although Brian Burgess was competing with me with a vast range



oI nies stuffed with nterodactyl meat; fortunately, I was able to enter his
room and hide his stock in his wardrobe, thus stealing a munch on him.

Room Five was at its prime.
The Brunner's double bed boasted
as fine an array of knees as ever
kissed nylon. They belonged :
to mesdames “anson, Harrison, =
yarborough, Brunner and Boardman,
and ilack Feynolds lay in the :
middle of them. ith great
devotion to duty, Harry and Tom
Boardman brought out a sub-
scrintion sheet to SF HCRIZCONS,
the forth-coming review of sf,
on fen Slater's duplicator, and =
extorted several subs from the
more gullible attendees.

Iime concertinaed down until you could get it all into a brown ale olass -
they call ‘it the XXX effect - and too soon it was 1, 30. I crent to bed nast

fon Bennett's brag party. He l-ocked quite comfortable, sitting there in his
braces.

At L.35, the sturdiest curate in the Soke of Peterborough started ringing
reveille in the cathedral. That's a fine peal thev have there, and from my
room, Llll, the beifry was visible as well as audible. Rousing the nerformance
definitely was, and I wished the curate was a decampanologist.

tor Sunday breakfast we nad double coffees all round. It took some while,
for service was so slow it became retrograde attimes, bat John Brunner was
being unreasonably witty and we were naturally ali cheered to find that the
Sunday Telegranh vrinted not one word of fiss Heather Nicholson's renort As
aiways, it was amusing to see others stagger in and assay bacon and eg:s;
some of them looked as if they had been up all night, performing eye overations
on each other.

Ted Carnell and I had a lon: serious chat on future pians. Delayed-
service breakfast meant we missed Ethel's TAFF talk, but we had bought her
report.  Margaret and I sat talking to two of the most charming neoole at the
Convention, Betty and Mike Rosenblum. Throughout the Con, Betty looked as if
she was freshly dressed from her bath and about to spend an afternoon on the
beach. I haven't your keen eye for sartorial detail, James, but I noticed
ike was also smartly dressed Even Betty's fountain pen was elegant. When
she lent it to me to sign a book, she said it would be hallowed from then on;
I assured her I liked it so much it was nearly good-byed instead. Before we
left, to show they'q forgiven the pun, Mike nresented me with a set of his
fanzine, The New Futurian. It's so readable I'm forging through it before
embarking on the great pile of naperbacks I bought.

Tost of the morning was occupied with the BSFA AG. It was like all
AGMs, and Bobbie Gray showed great resource in pushing it through as she did,
though her ovening remarks about "Discussing our usual crises' struck a chiil
note. It was revealed that half the BSFA membership does hot renew, although

9



L4 a8 1a Jact lnereasing its numbsrs. This is not the niace to go into details
of that meeting, but perconally I felt that we have secured a very z~od joe in
the person of our new book librarian, Joe Navin.

fmid a gale of amazement, we were told that the Bull manacement would have
us back next year. Taurus saw us, bore us, encored us! I hold you resvnons -
ible, James, for getting the “illises and YlacAulays over next year.

The Doc Veir award, an elegant cup went to Peter Yabey, BSFA e: -librarian,
who unfortunately was not present. Owing to ili-health, Bobbie is unable to
act as BSFA Chairman, while for the same reason Terry Jeeves cannot chair again:
Phil Rogers was put up for the job.

"But I don't know what the job entails!" Phil e: claimed.
"Therefore you're the ideal man," Bennett said, and the idea was carried.

I was cioosen to be Chairman for the '65 Yorld Con; Ella tells me it
entails nothing, but I admit my hand isn't quite steady.

The meeting made us 211 late for lunch. ith the Yarboroughs and Mack
Reynolds, we ate in the.hotel. That was the time when the wine waiter refused
to chill the Reisiing. It was during that nrotracted battle that Geoff
Doherty, still resolutely talking about sf, announced that one Northern ‘England
Txamination board was new seiting A Level questions on sf. He said, and I
scribbled his immortal words dovm at cnce, "The winds of change are blowing
even down thi2 stuffy corridors of the academin world:' Tewish Tld said $hat.

Geoff excelled himself later in his talk on "SF: New Lamos for Old".
He snoke very forcefully, and said that what we identify as an sf feeling has
been felt often before, not least by noets. He illustrated the point by
quoting from Browning's "Childe Roliand to the Dark Tower Came':

'vhat bad use was that engine for, that wheel,
or brake, not wheel - that harrow fit to reel
Men's bodies out like silk?!'

Even Milton, he said, is to some extent an sf writer, in that he presents

a view of man in a system, although it is a rigidly Christian system. And in

Faradise Lost' one often catches the ccho of enchanted h-rns that we call the
Sense of wonder.

He said that sf has something in comion with many types of sagz, from the
Icelandic down to Pilgrim's Progress - anything in fact that showed Man engaged
on a journey. In short, he claimed a iot more that you or I would have the
nerve to do.

He denied that outside writers by writing sf, " jumped on the bandwagon".
They might do it to exnress a different view of mankind, as Harry Martinson
has done in his epic poem, Anisra. As the new views soread, so more writers
will write sf; as proof of which is the growing outout of hardcover sf.

Geoff's was a stimlating and difficult sveech. I liked it a iot, and I
cisagreed with much of it. Soon after it wns finished, he had to vphone his

10



report of the Con to the Guardian, and then catch a train home.

So he was unable to sit in on all of the Pro Panel - not that that long-
suffering board was not heavily iloaded enough. Vie did a sort of shift work
on it James, wnich was none too successful.

Ella asked the first bunch of nros what we would vwrite if not sf.
Brunner said historical novels, %ldiss sex novels, Moorcnck books on mountain
climbing adlthough (or because?) he had never ciimbed a mountain, Geoff sex
nlays. ;

Max - my notes tell me - asked what we would write if we could write what
we nleased. Brunner said that would change from week tn week. Aldiss said
he would go back in a time machine to before H. G. Wells and write all the
science fiction. Moorcock said he would go ahead and vrite as he was in any
case planning to do. Doherty said he would write sf as socinl s-tire.

Chris ifiller asked what the panel thought about sequedis. Harrison said
Edgar Rice Burroughs was the only man to make a real success of it. Aldiss
began "For taose in neril on the sequel - " and was thrown off the nanel

Kingsley Amis said authors should be naicd as much as possible.

In answer to a cuestion from Betty Rosenblum, passing through the hall on
her way to the beach, Bruce and fmis discussed a novel called "Time!s Ruin',
which the former liked and the latter didn't. Very few other ne~nle seemed 1o
have seen a cooy; if you have a snare in your librarv, James, I gather Bruce
would pay generously for it. _ ...-

In answer to a question from Brunnher,

who by this time had been demoted to the

- floor, Bruce said that the first story ever

to give him the true sf kick was Sheriff's

7i“The Hopkin's 'Tanuscrint‘, also known as

o "Cataclysm.” Amis had forgotten the title

D7 of his first kicker, but it featured an

- \ @wful monster who enculfed things; veonle
RATEETEAY  eating meat pies in the andience blushed.

Dan Morgan recailed Verne's "Journey to the Centre of the Earth" and Azimov's

"Foundation' series. darrison said that one afternoon when he was seven he

found an s{ mag which featured a story about a pguy who discovered in the

Antarctic a lost civilisation founded oy inteilectual tyrannosauri; the

cover was by Paul.

The Pro Panel went on for a long while, everycne taking turn and turn
about. Your revorter renorts that he sheaked away and took turn and turn about,
with a bottle of whisky in the Harrison suite. There, 2 hilarious session
developed, with Kingsley, Bruce, Harry, and Kingsley's friend Bill nroducing a
series of sunerbly outre jokes. Your convulsed reporter took down the nunch
lines, but does not think they would suit the nages of Hyphen.

And so, James, the Sunday wore delectably on. I have a nnte to say that
Ted Carnell paid for dinner that night. I tell you, James, you should have
bzen there. Kingsley returned to Cambridge by taxi, most of the rest of us -



2d that mokes abeut 16% - saw one or both of the two films, 'fetropolis, and
Cocteau's Orphée. The latter has most powerful symbols of death and the
unknown, but the former was the more popular; in the immortal words of Skyrack,
'There were many impromptu remarks from the audience:.

S0 the gaiety went on unabated. hen Tom and Joyce Boardman dragged
Margaret goggle-eyed from iletropolis, we went and had a drink in the hotorious
Room Five, where the Brunner's massive dog was just finishing the remains of a
delicious fan. Serious discussions then took nlace, on the subject of whether
world conditions had not seriously deteriorated since women were given the vote.
On the bed John Brunner and Bruce were entertaining “argaret and Joan Harrison
with the exvloits of Feghoot. I sold one of my oil paintings to Bruce for an
undisclosed sum. Eric Bentcliffe suggested that since peonle got tired, all-
night parties should in future be held during the afternnon.

Pl BN

- At an undisclosed time of night, Tom Boardman

and I decided we should visit Ells and Ethel in room

258. Unfortunately thevy were not alone, and the room
was full of Jimmy Groves, to mention but a few.

The talk there was more intellectual than in the nro
room, and we discussed some of the noints raised in
the speech of Danish fan Harrison (whose cry "Elsinore
in '6L" had not been taken up). This was a very
nice party, and I managed to get oh to a bed with
Frances Varley; Brian Varley was also there. Thoy
voted that I had the best red socks of the Convention,
which was some sort of consolation.

Eventually Tom and I left; the party was still going strong, and Ethel
lay fast asleep on her bed. ie went to look uv the Harrisons, and found Joan

in bed. Margaret joined us, and the five of us had a quiet little session on
Joan's bed. It had to be quiet - the children snoozed only a few feet away.

The tremendously high level of the discussion deteriorated after a while,
notably when I could no longer resist a slice of midriff Joan kent on showing.
I vressed a nassionate signature to it with my ball-point pen. So Harry got
to signingTom with a sharp-pointed Parker '51. I wrote "Made in J.S.A" on a
struggling Harrison back, while on mine he wrote - okay, James, this sounds
corny to you now, you fine-living man! I'm not boasting, I'm confessing.

Having been signed and resigned, we resigned from the party, and tottered
off to bed. Even the jolly sound of a corridor con upstairs could not lure us,
though Tom went. We heard later that !fike Moorcock had been comvosing a new
Elrick story, with additions by various hands and censorship by Ted Carnell.
Tom bought the result, all rights, for a nenny. Last I saw of iTike and Ted,
Ted was trying to get his ten ver cent.....

As we hit the sack, the curate across the road waded into the cathedral

bells ..... and we roused to the last hellish breakfast. Service was slow.
The waitress told us they were cleaning the silver in the kitchen. Could she
have meant counting it? ‘e observed a curious phenomenon at the table: the

coffee got hotter the longer we sat therec. It was John Brunner who gave us

()



"~ evnlanation: it was slowly coming up to room temoerature.

After that, we all adjourned, nicked up Bruce, who was e pressing dismay
that he had missed earlier cons, and had two Bloody “‘arys anmiece. Then we
moved slowly out to tie car, passing Betty Rosenblum on her way to the beach.
hen I was demobilised, leaving the buli zave me a distinct thrill; this
time, it was no such pleasure. Every con has its flavour; and the - stercon
had a boucuet all its own. I'd say '63 will go do'n in the records as a
real vintage year.

Yours, James, tili the Repetercon,

Brian
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THAINGS seldom hapoen the way you think /
they should, I've been living in Lcndon S
now for about 2% years and hardly anything : .
has. Not that I'm complaining, life is on \e
the whole rather more good than bhad, it's pgot-ah 1=
juet that my dreams have heen slightl': €3

-frustrated. When I hit the metropolis,

I intended that every hour of every day

of every weelk of my life and Irere‘s should te employed in an endless rcun< of
runining wildly in and out of Theatres, Zoos, Night Clubs, Museums, Poe%ry read-
ings, Evening Classas, Historic Monuments, Pubs, Symphony Concerts, Cinemas,
Jazz Clubs, Bookshopes, Ar% Galleries, The Homes of Fans, and Beds. I envisaged
an occasional pause for meals in Fancy Restaurants, and the odd hit of work
sometimes, of scme undemanding kind, to keep the forty or fifty quid a week
rolling in.

i was prepared to make a sporting compromise between these visions and Real
Life, and I might have maraged to take in a fair bhit of culture even on the
pittance I did manage to earn, excepu that Karen came on the scene. Now I am
of the persuasic— that cne daughter ic worth about twelve thousand tons of
culture, but I was still sorry I couldn®t have both., I decided to keep the
daughter, and cut down on culture,

One result is that I am not quite so familiar with London's art galleries
as I would like to be., Ifve cniy been in the two big ones, My first vieit to
the National Gallery was a sedate affair. As I had rather expected, the nlace
was full of pictures. I went Targaly to see the one work of Hiercnymous Bosch
in this country, and A fine painting it is S, too, (The Crowning With Thorns).,
but it's probably his' leosv typically 1mag inative,

Still, I looked at it, and then stumbled round the gallery maklng hiohly
subjective judgements of some huncdrcis of expernsive works of art, and gazing
at cavorting rudes waving diaphanovs fiilly things abcut, and crowds of necty
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..men doing more or less terrible things to versions of Jesus Christ at var-

: . lous stages of niety and/or dopiness.. I will not bore you with a fuller de=-

-scription of even those pictures' which appeared even to my untutored eye to

be immortal masterpieces (and there were quite a few of them.) This visit

was undistinguished by anything in the nature of a divine revelation, but the
pregnant stereotype-art-student looking girl in slacks who was staring trans-
fixed at Reubens' "Rape of the Sakines" . when I first passed that ‘way and hadn't
moved when I returned something over an hour later, may possibly have been
having one, ;

Perhaps I am just unlucky, but my second visit didn't yield any divine rev-
elations either. It was pretty nearly a year later, but the old place hadn't
changed much, except that the room where they keep the Van Gogh's was, to my
intense chagrin, closed, and the Da Vinci cartoon of which I am sure you have
all heard was what the Authorities arc pleased to call "on show."

I cannot dispute that it was there, but the defenders of our sensitive acsth-
etic English souls had seen fit to put the rope barrier about fifty yards from
the picture. They had, to complete the effect, covered it with glass, so that
it 'made an effective mirror, As for seeing Da Vinci's genius face to face -

7 suppose I'll have to go to the Louvre for that. All around me dutifully
~ultured citizens were hypnotising themselves into boZtomlessly false rapturc:,
and showering coins into the collecting boxes to help make sure that the world's
‘most expensive mirror would not be enatched ‘away to a country where people

might dare to look at the picture benhind it.

It was raining that day, and I reflected romantically how the unenlightened
proletariat would seek shelter and find Art, The unenlightened proletariat
were there alright, in droves, but it might have been an underground station,
They were gaily poring over their tourist maps, munching apples, reading papers,
admonishing their children not to scream, and talking loudly about bingo and
football - the two major fetishes of our fair land, There was aiso a couple
necking passionately in a quietish corner under a fifteenth century altar
triptych, but they may have been more enlightened than the others,

I picked my way through the admiring entourage -of an erudite young man who
was "explaining" the pictures to them, and eventually found myself confronting
"The Toilet of Venug" by Velasquez. This is not, as some of my less cosmic-
minded readers may imagine, a representation of an erotically designed chamber
pot, but the most exciting nude painting I have ever cseen, It appeals decis-
ively to more senses than the purely zesthetic, and I had to tear my riveted
eyes away to some innocent pastoral scene, to regain my senses, But all seem-
ed anticlimax now, and I staggered out into the rain.

The Tate Gallery is a different kettle of paint. It is not so central and
accessible as the Naticnal, and if you want to go there, you have to make a
point of going there. People don't go in out of the rain.

The toilets in the Tate (or at least, the gents.) are of unparalleled spac-
ious magnificence, bursting with gleaming brasswork. Each cubicle is big
enough to<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>