WHAT A LITTLE THING TO MAKE
ALL THAT FUSS ABOUT!
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HYPHEN TRIBUTE, created for Colu Sunsplash. Rpril 30 - May 2. 1999. ($5.00) put together
by Shelby Vick, 627 Barton Auvenue, Sprngfield, A, 32404, with extensive assistance by rich
brown. To be distributed at Corfiu Sunsplash (Rpdl 30-May 2). Much thanks goes to Joe
Sidan, without whom this would not have been possible He laboriously Keroxed many
copies of *-" and sent them to me to chose from.

This is meant to be a happy occasion -- celebrating Sixth Fandom by
printing a special issue of one of its greatest zines, Hyphen, in an issue
dedicated to its genius of a creator, Walt Willis. Willis was, for those few of
you who do not know, a mainstay of fandom in those days. Then — and later
-- his humor was legendary. Since Corflu Sunsplash is dedicated to Sixth
Fandom, a Hyphen (also known as “-") reprint seemed like a great idea. “-”
and Quandry were the focal points.

“-" and Q were very different, yet alike. Q was strictly a US product,
while “-” was undoubtedly UK. Both were full of humor, but Q was light and
casual, while “-" reflected the intense drive of its editor. Both were great,
and acted as talent magnets.

Having to choose between them was easy, because “-" was a direct
offshoot of my “WAW With the Crew in ‘52" campaign. Walt couldn't
continue his printed fanzine, Slant, and help with the drive to get him over,
so he went to mimeo reproduction, which is much easier and faster to do.
Quandry was closer to me, and easier to contribute to, but | had very little to
do with its success. Therefore, as | am indirectly responsible for the death
of / and the birth of “-", it's up to me to do a “-" memorial issue. Thus Tribute
to Hyphen was born.

Here's hoping this is completed in time for Walt to recognize it for the
compliment it is meant to be. Or, at least, for it to stir a flicker of recognition.

NOTE -- Any Tables of Content included herein are reproductions
from the original, not accurate tables. Wish they were; wish
there was time and money enuf to reprint it all. Unfortunately,
both are limited.

Sorry ‘bout that.
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THE BRITISH AMERICAN FANMAG

AGHAST EDITORIAL...... A.Vince Clarke.......... 2
INCLINATIONS......co. Walt Willis......ocv.un 3
DON’T TELL A SOUL..... Peter Ridley............ 9
HOW IT ALL BEGAN...... William F.Temple....... 10
THE NAMING OF JAMES...James White............ 1-3
THE GLASS BUSHEL...... Bob Shaw.....ccvveeen. 14

Cover and other cartoons by Shaw

HYPHEN is produced between issues of SLANT by Walt Willis, 170 Upper New-
townards Rd.,Belfast, Ireland and Chuck Harris, ‘Carolin’, Lake Avenue ,
Rainham, Essex, England. Art Editor Bob Shaw. Editorial Assailant, James
White. This is issue No.l, May 1952. The sub rate is two issues for one
US sf promag or 1/6 pavable to Willis, or deductible from subs to SLANT.
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Walt Willis

To beguile subscribers to SLANT during the fleeting interval
between issues I’ve entered into a symblotic relationship with Chuck
Harris, my best friend & severest critic (alternately) to publish
this new international. fanmag. Chuck’s other qualifications were that
he is one of the few English fans not already working full time for
Ken Slater, and that he has acguired a very striking duplicator.
However the duplicator insisted on staying on strike despite heroic
efforts by Vince Clarke--see oOp osite--so I've run off the mag myselft
on a machine I picked up the other day at an auction in am effort to
get Bill Temple’s last convention report out before this year’s.
Blame all mistakes on me.

When we get over our labour pains we might bring out this thing
quite often. We’d like to make it a sort of link between British and
American fandom, which is one of the two or three reasons for its
name. I’ve always thought it would be a good thing if world fandom
were better integrated, if only to raise the standard of fanmag
material and increase its circulation, and we're in a good position
to bring that about since the 300 odd subscribers to SLANT are

scattered all over the civilised world--not to mention parts of Los
Angeles.

The present issue, though, is mostly repercussions from the last
issue of SLANT, and I hope you new subscribers won’t feel too much as
if you had come in in the middle of something. If you aren’t
interested in getting further issues of ‘-’ Jjust send this one back
and I'1]1 restore your SLANT sub credit.

Further issues of ‘-’ will have material by Harris, Clarke, Shaw,
White and me. Also readers’ letters and lots of other informal stuff
we were never able to print in a ‘stuck-up mag like SLANT, so let's
hear from you readers and writers. I guarantee, no typoes. When we
get the standard of reproduction we want we’ll be running a series of
special features too long for SLANT, starting with the serialised
memoirs of Forrest J. Ackerman, THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A HAPPY FAN.
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This iseve bhas .been eodited and
publiehed by me, Walt Willis, of
170 Upper NewtownardaRd,Belfast,

N.Ireland, i3 an attempt to en—
conrage fardom to face the grim
fact that I'a not dead aad to try
out aa ideas for using vortiecal ia-
terlinsations ia page formst., Ia
the continned absence of SLARY,due
partly to aaillpess in the spr

aod partly to the reluctance o
this typer to cut & good enough
stenc some SLANT subbers are

geceiving tha compliment of being
sent thie less formal meg in the
dope they will appreciate ita in-
effable sty. IX 2ot please reo-
tura it uwndescerated oar restor-
ation of avd credit,

The better part of this ieeus i,
1ix¥e ite author., devoted <o Bea
Mahaffeyjor at least to her epio-
sakiag trip rosnd 'Irelsnd, At sbaut
6.20pn, Bastera Standard Time, o3
Vedneeday ths 13th May she boardsd
gl 6, it
or or sile
to Shegnoa, on tmut Cont‘of
Irelacd. Almost a whole 4ay earl-
der Madeleine 8ad I had left Bel-
fast i3 o3 8hp car to mest ber.We
drove o1 r0 the Vutlxoﬂl aMd

Bastera coate of Ire ekl
up James White ia boninrtw::
lidqonah‘to le of days ia
Belfast before sasiliag for Boghed
and the Coanvesntios, :

Yhile Bea was atill is Burope..s
steaaiag the Rbhise dimstend of
Jamea! glasses...I asked dia to
Sake a few potes of asything he
reseabored adout the trip in cese
we -J.i:t write a report abost it.
But when be brought up the.motes,
all 14000 wordas of thez, I real-
{sed he bad gut his beart iato U

tify o4 a3 t0 hds, -
hv!vto dﬁo‘;nbun the York,

! for 4ites owva
=° h(hﬁ‘-t&&‘:{roudo of the

g TR

4 {aterasl oryons de
:;ch °§ or st least 20

WBEAGON

by
JAMES WHITE

introduced by,._.u WALT WILLIS

Stopping only for the usual reasons, and to send &
postcard to Robert Bloch fram Birr, Co.Offely, read-
ing simply "It's c1d", Madeleine and I arrived in
limerick by nightfall. Next morning, haring tought
scme postcards for Bea to send to her limerick col-
lecting friends, we set out for the nirport,

We were a little late because 1'd had tmuble men-
eauvering the car gafely out of the hotel garege—
I'd only juat leamed to drive and the car belonged
t0 My Pathér<in-taw who knows 4he-hiatory of every-.
tiny scratch on the paintwrk ard keens over them
individuelly every night-——btut we arrived in time.
Only to find that my baleful inflience over all Zorms
of American public transport extends to their trans-
atlantic airlines—Bea's plane would be two hours
late. I went back to park the car properly in case cne
of the big ones ran over it, and we mng about hoping
desperately that the weather would clear o that Bea
would have & god first view of Ireland and that we'd
be able to see her plane coming in. At about one o'-
olock, as we were soamming the eky keenly towards the
Vest, a fitful sn ocamb out and an eircraft laded
from the direction of Constantinople. On the distant
tameo en apparently endless stream of people @t out
of the Constemation, as from a taxi in an early Mack
Sammett qymedy, ut none of them lookedlke Bea though
we waved at & eryone just in case.Even vhen she oame
into the arrival lounge I didn't recognise her. &he
had changed. She was wearing a blue costume instead o.
the black dress she'd wormn in Chicago. Almo che had
put her halr up and was wearing glasses. Rurth exmore
she had sn imerioan accent I'm mure she didn't heve
the last time I was talking to her. But.it was Bed
all rigat—I recognised the little mamoximn she hes
of extending her left hend dantily in front of hor
paia 88 if she were patting a very lorge dog
or renlaing the advanoces of & very mall fm.



THROUGH DARKEST IRELAND CARRYING
A TORCH FOR BEA MAHAFFEY
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Over coffee we talked nervously in the atmosphere of tension that
pervades airports and railway stations--people feel they are missing
something all the time--and then we led the way to the car, warning Bea
not to trip over it. I drove assuredly along the broad concrete road and
past a notice marked ALL VEHICLES TURN LEFT AND STOP. Unaccustomed to
being a vehicle or to obeying notices for which there seemed no obvious
reason I kept right and went straight on. There was a frenzied wail and
a customs policeman dashed out of his hut like a sabre-toothed tiger out
of its cave. I stopped the car, switched off the engine, and listened
miserably to his stern reproaches. Useless, I thought to myself, to
explain to Bea that this little corner of easy going Ireland must have
been contaminated by foreign efficiency seeping from the airport--she
must be terribly disappointed. However as we drove off again Bea, always
the soul of tact, said happily, “He was MUCH nicer than a Chicago
policeman.”

Things hadn’t gone very well so far, but the sun came out as we neared
Ennis, Co. Clare, and we thought we might have a picnic. We bought a
couple of pounds of steak in Ennis and stopped at the entrance to the
grounds of Loughcultra Castle a few miles further on. I got out the
primus stove and started to light it. Ten minutes and twenty matches
later I declared that the resources of modern science had been defeated,
and began to gather wood. I had a nice fire going and the tender promise
of steak was beginning to pervade the air, when it started to rain.
Almost immediately afterwards it began to pour. The fire was obviously
losing ground. We put every back in the car except the fire and the
steak, donned raincoats, and sallied forth again to fight our existence
like primaeval man. Madeleine cooked, I prowled about looking for dry
fuel, and Bea crouched gallantly on the grass holding an umbrella over
the fire. Well, I thought ruefully, at least it must be a change from
New York.

However she seemed to enjoy the experience nearly as much as the
steak, and we set off again. It was really raining now, with a
determination worthy of a better cause. Nothing was to be sen but an
occasional picturesque ruin by the side of the road. With vague memories
of a hastily leafed-through guide book, we authoritatively identified as
gazebos all the ones that weren’t big enough to be monasteries or
castles, until Bea was tactless enough to ask what a gazebo was. After
that we merely pointed them out as picturesque ruined Things.

From Galway we took the road into the wilds of Connemara through Oughterard
and Maam Cross, and at Recess branched off on the mountain road by Lough
Inagh to Kylemore. It was not a good road, even by Irish standards, though
sometimes we hit up to 20mph. Many of the most scenic roads in lreland are
like this, and I suspect it’s a deliberate policy of the Irish Tourist
Board’s. Ireland is a small country, and they have to spin it out.



The clouds were lifting now, and we oulc see the lower slopes of the mountcins
towering drematically into the mist. About nine o'clok we reached Kylemore, o feery
like Gothic cnstle on the bdrink of a sheltered 1ittle lake. (The grounds 2lso include
two more lakes, a mountain renge, and several mmdred acres of woods,. ) I slovec the
car on the entrance drive at the point where you see Vetween the trees tha costle
mirrored in the lace and, just as I'd bean suboonsciously blaming myself for the
rain, took as much pride in the fabulous thing as 12 .1'd built it myself. I'd wanted
to get Bea here for the first night after her long &hd bectic journey beocaise it's
the most restful as weil as one of the most Beautiful places in Ireland. Adrittedly
the bus from Galwny now passes the gutelodge twice a week instead of once, v in
spitc of this heclic onrush of civilisation the people seem % have €1l e tinme in
the world. ds we waited for them in the buge pamclled entrancs hall with its great
oak staircase and gallery it.ocourred to us, being fans, vhat a wnderful plece it
wuld be for a convention; and Lfter we'd been shown to our rooms Bea called us de-
1ightedly down the corridor to look at hers. "Look," she said, pointing inio e
enormous interior, "Rour beds!" It wes the clincher. we decided o start & capd @n
for Kylemore in 'S4 and next morming sent poctuercds to Tucker aa Bloch »cinving

out among other things that they hadn't really livad until thay'd dropored bogs of
hot water from a bettleament,

Jenoyl 9Ha

But I'd better got on if you're to meet Jmmcs an page 5. Actuelly notaing mda
paned during the next two days except thet we had & loi of fun ad saw = lot of sce-
nery. We toured through Leenane, Westport, Catlebar, Ballina, Sligo (with a Cetour
to Lough Gill to show Bea the Leke Isle of Imnisfree), Amdoren and Ballysdumom,

and et noon on Sunday we were parkod in the market squere of Donegel Towr loaking
out for Jameas' tus.

TOPON © B

¥hile we're wéi
his rcport. .

First, all this talk about people trying to poison him doesn't mean thot he's 2o+
a persocution camplex. The fact is that meny ycars ag in an over enthugiastic om-.
deavour to amlate B.G:Wclls ho. aoquired a mild form of diabetes. The result is that
pugar dean't agroe with him, As Bod explained it once, soon after James takes sugcr
his tampersturec drops and he gots stiff all over, Tiis is lowown as rigor mortis.

Then therc's the reforence to the 'guilty seoret' under the bomet of our coxs I
ghould explain that the designers of the Morris Minor Car have in thelr infinite

wisdoa provided a specc among the intriocacies of the engine st large mouzh %o

socommodatc & toa-kettle, Bowever surprisingly’Feoplo know what this spaoe is for.

'Thig {gnorance of the finor points of amtambile design extands to the garege atien-
dant in Oolloonay, C3,S13go, wiere we stopped for ofl, Tho youth opened the bormet
ad stood f.r a moment trapsfized witn -astonishment, You ooculd sae him reviewing in
his mind all his knowleogs of tho various types of internal oabustion engine exd
associatod mactineiy, Thic pparetus did not scaz -to be cormocted to aything, Wt
he thought he know whnt it wus. Czing to a ceciaion he sidled round to my window

. md dropped his voice oonficentialiy: "o you know, " hd asked tactfully, "thet you
have & kottle undemeath your carturettor?® '

"Yos," I admitted with marly frarimess, "I do"j md drove off amid glgcles md a
flood of jokes about mavericks, strey kettlo, and steering.

ting for hinm maybe-I'd botter ublu.n e couple of the ellusions in

—vTJog ©3]

3t here s Jazde DOV, 440
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Unlike some people, busces don't break down under me, so 1 armived ir. Donegac Town
exactly on time. It tas raining heavily, vhich sasn't aurprising ac cccrding to
the bus oonductor it always rains in Donegal fown. I alighted 'dth a splasi and
looked around quickly for a maroan Morvis Minor No.M25975 before the rin ruined
the refractive properties of my glasses. I sav one. xadeleine wms atan.ing beaide
it, holding the door open vith one hand and an umbrella up vith the other anl ur-
ging me to get in quick before she drowned. I didn't want to drovn either, 30 1
sprinted towards the car, slung my stuff in ahead of me, and dived neatly after i&
Doors slamed, engines revved, homs tooted, and ve started off with a jexi. &I re|
sent that last word, anett.er it refers to me or my driving. —WAW)

vKij3unoo SOy} UJw

After the t.o of us in the back seat untangled ourselves I took a loo.s at rdss
Mahaffey, I saw dark hair framing a rather bluried face wth three or four nice
dark brovn eyes, She was rubbing gently at the ankle on vhich I had landed i th
my chin., I held out a hand ana said "Pleased to meet you." She did liievise and
said "Likevise." Her voice rerinded me of the Boston Symphony working over the
Overture to Romeo and Juliet—una Tenember, the car hadn't ot a redio.

d a7 1A

Some time later, after she had mmeged to pull her hanu free mmd counted her
fingers, I* thought maybe it would be a good idea ii I wiped my glasses, I diqg,
and tock another look at Miss Manariey.

Wow!

prd sod

Just then walter, who vas up front wit!: uadeleire, introduced uc foimally. He
said, with typical old-world oourtesy, "Jawves, thiz is Bea. pea, hat'-c Jenes *
edding Wy way cf helping tc break the ice trat OI“ER #ORLDS wac now -ing 3f a
vord. I reeled my targue ir and told hiz we'd already met out that I dmm't nind
sheking hands again. Then I enquired politzly about the jourmey fro S:=mnon Air-

port. as I remember, the way I phrased it vas, "why aren't you all lyirs dead in
a ditch?"

=
o
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I gathered that the fair face of Ireland had been wringing wet most of ‘he way
from Shannon and that the only thing that had kept Bea froc catd ing the first
plane homewards was the prospect of meeting me. It seams he had told her I could
control the weather—=apparently reasoning that if I ooula sell one of oy stories
Y 43F I could do anything—sand that there was bound to be sumshine the: I joined
the party., He wanted me to start working on it rightawmy.

First I tried the sunchine of my mile but this, Bea informed ae, rzs rct quite
what she had had ir. minu. Sre want:d to photograph & tnatcned cottage ¢ Jor fat|
she required a sun, s btlue sky, ana a few alto~amrmulous arranged artistically for |

ef’ect, a girl of simple tastes I thought, little knowing what was to fnllow, and
1 directed my attaition to tne weather.

Ihe rain stopped and the cun dried the water off the road. It gt so warm that
Walter had to open the windows. There was some cirro-stratus among the alto-cum’- |
ous in the sky, it i don't think emyone noticed it. After making sure tie sunshind S
'ume 30mmger|", m O‘ct .55 ¥ i . —




would stgy put, I lg 2zl in my seat & gust r_ - the beatiful - 7. w_ik~[ |
ing t¢ it -bout woru-rates, -obert Bloch, and the 3cenery outuide the cor,

There was some language difficulty at first, ut once I unqe.rstood the distinct-
ion betwren 'cute', 'reel cute','George' ana 'George all the way' it ceased to be a
probler., It was a very beaunml section of country we were drivinz through, and ‘
every lake, mountain or wave-lashed headland wac givan 8 high George rati-g oy Bee..
‘here wac a blurb three paragraphs long bt the Irizn Tourisct Asouciation about Don-!
egal Bay which she neatly ccudensed to 'real George' anc still made it sound worta!
oaningz three thousand miles to 3ee 2Aut somehow 1 got the impression that she waa
a little disappointed—I coulun't procuce = thatched cottage vhich meesured up to
her specificetions. I pointed out that the Lcnegel County Council were inclined to
fro.n or thatched cottages nowadayas..tirds ne: sted in them and they were in constant
need ' of repair , , 80 they were bugy replacing the thatch with horrihly modem-—
istie roof tiles. I tried very hard to sell her on the new lodk in oottages, tut
as far as she was ooncemed, tiled cottages just weren't Geoige. She was vexry nioe

about it though, she told me not to worry and she waan't blaming re pe"sonally
and she patted me on the head,

Just about then somebody began to sing—me, I think—send we all joined in,

The song was 'I V=ant To BEA Near You' and nobody knew all the words except ./alter,
end he only knew the French version, so it was a rether interesting chorsel arrange-
ment, Bea kept watching Walter with a sort of horrible fascinatiom—it was the
first time she'd heard a song sung in French with an Irish accent., The noize was
nonstrous, and lasted until we pulled into some tow or other for lunch.

There were no fans in that town, at least nobody noticed the s-f mags proppec up
in the car's windows, During lunch I taught Bea a amattering of Geelic and Russian,
Mpstly the words for 'yes' and 'no', She alreedy knew these words in English,
‘French, Geman, Italian, and Spanish, having leamed them for her trip around
Burope, but de Camp hadn't told her how to deal with Irishmen or Russian spiea.
(Bea by this time kmew all about the incident in the London Undergrownd during
whioh Bvelyn Smith was accused of being a foreign agent.) Before the meal was fin-

ighed Misg Mahaffey had said 'No!' to me three times in Geman, once in Spanish,
and seven times in Gaelic,

All I wanted was a lock of her hair. '
0f oourse I hadn't got scissors with me, but I ooculd eesily have pulled some out

if she'd only have let me. I'm stronger than I look, I think she wac just nlaying
hard to get,

]
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Balf an hour out of town Walter discovered that his tanks were allost anty, We
all lifted our incredulous eyebrows at each other and said 'Han!' But he vams seriouj
and began oconsu}ting maps. In an aside to Bea he told her'that he was looking for a
'Flling Station' to get some 'Gasoline',(Wslter has been to America). Bes, in an
eside to me, said, "He's loakdng for a 'Garege' to get some more 'Petrol," (Bee goe
to a lot of trouble to leam the language of the natives). I told Madeleine that
the vehicle required a further supply of reaction mass in order to ocontimme its

joumey.(I am & mamber of the British Interplanetary Sooiety). Madeleine 1elayed
this to Walter, and Walter said, "Luh-h-h???"

After we'd found a garage, and somehow kept the attendant from unoovering our
guilty seoret concealed wnder the bomnet while we were being refueled, Wnlter ocon—

sulted a fow more maps and told us he was taldng us towa.nia a breath-taking vista
on. the north west coast of Donegal, Off we went again,

We were trwell:l.nc through wild, rugged oountry now. The scenery was real Georgo,‘
but the surface of the roads vam't wen cute, and they olimbed and twiated all 6
over the place, We were going fairly fast, and ovozy timp wo tumed & comer, Bea




and I would be plastered against one of the inner walls. ¥alter secemed to tae a |

fiendish <elight in throwing us together at all the sharp comers. I wes delighted,
too, Once I was flung violently into Bea's side of the car when we were on a per-
fectly straight section of roadway, and I had to talk about Newton's Thir. Law for
about ten mimites to comvince her that I was a perfect gentlaman, After that we

murdered 'Frankie and Johrmy' until the neighbourhood of the breath-taking vista
was reached.

This vista, we were informed by Walter, ocould only be seen properly from the top
of the sm2ll mountain ahead of us which overlooked the sea. There was a scrt of
fishing village built on the lower slopes of this mountain, and we narked the car
here, After »iling rocks against the back of it to keep it fiom slidin-~ into the
gea, we started clinmbing,

v wzs a firly casy clizb—there were stretchies when the orecipices were zev-
erel degTers from the vertical—ut Bea "as Panu capp.d z.iendat Ly hisi acels
¢ & rancil z<ivt, I had to help hor over the difficalt 3y o o Jilire sere
dfficdt sirencres of cliff, It was paeat fun—a person aamn't reauly lived
until ne's helped Bea Mzhaffey climb a mountain,

Wen we reached the top, the visia wes everything that Walter hed said it would
be, md more, It wne Garge ell tie way. Its breati-teking qaalicies ware nelped
consideravly by an invicerating bmeeza Aidh blev in frum the sea. Cccazionally
_this breeze would die dowr *. a rere forty-miles-per-hour zephyr, and wien one of

these 1ulls occurred, m: ik shellisr 11 2 nearby hollow to try to take our
breaths bad: off the vista, Tae ac’lrw veis carpried with a rare for of white
heather, which costs a foitur.e buk in civilizatinn, and was as comfortable as any
falcir's bed. We lay for a while just snaking in the sunlight and listening to the
wind Lowling by above our heads, and talkiang moslly atut Robert Rloch, wut not
for publication. After a while I said a few appropriate wortls to Dea and presanted
Ber with a bouquet of wildflowers, with instrictions to stick them in her hair
and save one for her mouth to give it a sort of exmtic touch as I wanted “o take a
photograph, I then climbed out of the hollow and took two photographs. :hile I was
doing this Bea took one of me standing on top of & rock teking her. She later ex-
Plained that she'd hoped to get an action shot of me being blown into the bay by
Qe gule, and that that would have been even better then a thatched cottage. But I
didn't get blown more than a few yards, so I fooled her, A few mimtes later we
tore ourselves and our clothes away from the heather-covered mountaintop ar.d head-
ed back towards the car,

4 persor. haan't really lived until he's helped Bea llahaffey down oif a
BoOuntain,

e e s o i B 36, SIS W

1T1-—al127UN0W WiJd ® Q0U S, 1],

W [e21u0d A14ety s,

later, in the car, Walter told us that we hain't sean nor done mithin' yet. That
that mols-nill back there was merely an appetizer for the REAL job. He wes, he

@&nowioal Wit en iragiassy flonrisk of trompets, taking us to Momt Errigal! The
second (by 3 fiw yrus) rdhest pevntin in Ireland, ks we were all expected to
aldmd it, Walter ad I tupge tilbug wucyp,

Bpeviencad mcuntaiie el rters aih o> vre, we realised that Bea might be in need
’f some helpful 2ivice and @ouT-wore %, 3¢ wa dsoused the meny ways used to
legotiate a glacier, wg ™1l Ay 239t o2 wiaTires acd how to kaep the rope frum

jigglirg wian somobody foll off. Ve alow tuuciid upn the egoboo whioh would

8ocrue to the person who got heruclf o uice awraiiie uwmmavied grave in sone

Preign strind. Dut %ee aecned sirengeiy wrinoved hy the thought of an urmarked '
aeve, and as Frrigal loomed ever higer and aleser above us, she beome actively
leinterested. I even offerred. to oAITYy her oxygm tanks, tut ghe dealined polite-

J) saying that she'd letters to write and that she'd stay i the car, When we
tarted ocoaring her to came, she sadd, "Hg!" :

~J
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1 should say that the climbing of Errigal would meke an epig in itself, but E.E, | _
Snith has said the same thing about the taldng of Onlo, so I won't, I will nerely
say that Madeleine, Walter, and myself climbed it, zaid some comy but very zin-
cere things about the view from the top, and came down again. I broke away from thel
others and got beack to the car firgt—I wanted FOOD, Besides, I wanted to bresk '
the sad news to Bea that I'd left my camera somewhere on the upper slopes of the
mowntain-—I'd left some of the skin off my shin up there., toc—und that it had
contzined the two pictures which I'd teken of her earlier, To soften the blow, |
however, I tcld her about the famish slogan I'd written on a flat stone at the
top, vhich may be read only by true fans willing to make the pilgrimage to Zrrizal |
for the recovery of my two exposures of Bea Mchaffey. !

She took this tregic news wsll, like & true fun. She even forced herself to laugh!
at it for about ten mirmutes. I wus so0 reliwved taat I wemt and got a rrechly-dug
lump of peat and presented it to her as a momento of this great occasion. The bit |
of peat weighed about eight pounds, and was fresh and brom and nice and stidg,
but it wouldr:'t fit in her hancdbag so are was forced to refuse this gitt, I could
see that she was profoundly moved, though. Sor a long time she was speechless,

telter and kindeleine retumed and we began building a turf fire for a picniics
The amn picked that moment to go down behind Errigal, and so the usual smset gale
started trying to bluw both us and the fire into a nearby river. Mt tle cooldng
was finished by this time so the grub was carried into the car and polithed off
thers, vhile the wind rocked the car they all sat gmugly inside feasting on an in-
teresting mixture of fried smusages, soda bread, and sweet biscuits (Oops, sorry, I,
mesn OOOKIES), Several times Bea tried to poison me.

When we'd driven out from the shadow of Mount Errigal the wind dropped hgain, and
- &me discovered that the sunset waan't for two more hours yet, Walter said he was
tadng us to Dunfenaghy to stay the night #ith some people he knew there, Madeleine
wo was navigating, began telling him how to get there, and Bea and I started
talking about leprechauns, word rates, and Robert HRloch. Bea had wanted to see

some Little People and Walter explained that I was the biggest of the Little People
in the whole of Ireland, Bea didn't believe this at first. She wanted proof, She
asked for a green sunset,

Green sunsets are diffiault. They require time to prepare, and the mix has to be
Just so, Besides, the sun was almost touching the horizon when she made her re-
quest. I pointed all this out to her, and added that I wus tired from holding the
rain off all day, but she lodked reproachful and just said, "Gh, well, if you're
too tired to show me a green sunset . , ." I started wopdng on it.

I was still working on it when we passed throush Dnfaneghy on the way to the
people Wzlter inew. Bea kept watching me expectant-like &nd muttering little words
of encouragem:nti.. "have you gune to sleep?" and "It's gtill orangestriped, are
you colour blind?" But finally I did jt, Tnere was & lot of blue mixed in with the

grean, of oourse, but it was a decidedly green sunset, I lay Lack and recdived
my egoboo. '

Kayy.,
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The people Walter new were remodelling their house, so they ocouldn't take us in.i
We found this ou® just as night was failing. so we retraced our steps across a mile:
or so of hills, bogs, &:d low stcne wulls to where we'd left the car, By aTenge- |
ment with Arthur C. Qlarke thers was a beautiful orescent moon, and somewhere along,
the wey nightingales or scmothing begen minging, Bea and I tried a duet with _ |
"Idsten to the Mockingbird" ut I dun't think anyone oould do justice to a song !
while walldng in ihelr aleep, We were all rather tired by this time, ad I sean to |
remember someone asicing whether we should go bedk to some ordinary old hotel in ;8
Dumfanaghy oxr just fall into a famish type haystack in the next fleld,
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Breakfast next moming lasted two hours. We just sat around sending postcards to |
people—and one to harris as well—until the waitresses began rattling disghes dis- !

|
creetly, then we left, ' !
It was a fine morning, though I say 3o myself, ihe sun shone from a cloudless ay'

ad evarything was in glorious technicolour, It was real George., :he car ceamed to
spend jits time crawling around the steep sides of mountains, with Walter rointing
out breath-talking vistas to us-—split seconds before the vistas vanished behind the
stone walls lining the road, Once all us passaigers had to leave the car while Talt,
took it acrose a bridge that was under repair. When the car didn't go crashing into|
the bay, we followed it across., Walter locks rather distinguished with white haip, !

Bea kept complimenting me on the weather; she was very pleased with ne, she said,
She patted me or the arm, and my glasses fogged up. But this unrelieved Joy didn't
last, I spert an anxious ten minutes while she toyed with the ides of asidng for sl
mall rainstorn so that there'd be a reinbow and she could get the pot of gold at |
the and of it,

I wus irexpressibly shocked, A True Fan like Bea dahaffey shouldn't think about I
things lilke that, I wondered if perhaps she hadn't become tainted with vile pro- '
fessionaliam, der work does bring her into cantact w.th such people. I changed the
subject end we stopped on the shore of Mulroy Bay for emnother picnic,

The meteorological conditions *ben obtaining were aminetly suitable for the hola-
ing of picnics. #hile the wamarfolk umpacked tha grub valter started the fire and

I vant to look for more fiiel., #han I came bad: 1 12 him I had made a dogged

seardh and had fbund some pioces of buw, He said, "Ah well, every little yeolps,"

oem it nad wecurad the acpect of a conflagratipon we went
down to the shore and threw ciones a* ipty tin cana, Ah, the fannish way of life,
Wien we got back, Bea pointed to & commar of tae Mg end-told me to fall dovem- It
Was probably an eccident thal this miner was luid cver a heap of flinty rocks, so
I didn't say anvtning., we lay arcund the fire, tre seconi cne,.the first one, which
bad @t out of antiol, was some distance &vay.. juggling plates and ripping fannish
Feputations to shreds, #hile hirds sung in the trees, btutterflies flitted in the
tushes, md a loca) famer went by wvith a load of old seaweed., Twice Bea Nshaffey
tried o poison me.

4 person hasn't really lived until Bea Mahaffeay has tried to poison him,
~ Wan all the plates had been 1idked clesn, and the others were nerving thauselves
% the effort of getting to their feet, I was overccme by a sudden urge to climd a
tree. I pentioned it aloud, Madeleine locked incredulous, walter asked if I was go-
ing to open a branch offioce of OTHER WORLDS, end Bes wat for her ocamers, (I faund

but later she wanted to teke a photogreph to give %o harris.) I gave a fow Veise-
!%lier yodels {0 wvam up, then sprarg into the lower brenches.

¢ tres foll down.
It was quite a big tres, tut the tnumk had been rottan. The effect was ruther
mpectacular, vhile the others were standing around making oracks about my fine
Rite frame, I dashed the couple of lundred yards to the ahore, anatched a couple
A hard-ahell sea organimms off o rodk, &d ran back %0 proffer tham to Bea, asking
i she'd Like to foul ry wmssels. Bea looked faintly ill, Walter hald nis nose, end
Brdeleine groaned. Altogetilier it wes a most sstisfactory reaction. It pays, I think,

o put a 1ittle extre effort into cne's juns, After this we drove off again, Nodody
Buld talk to me for a lorg time.

_Dhings vent mnothly for s waile—too moothly, I wam's throm to Bea's side of

Be car once—wntil we Tpmu:hod e frontier, About half a mile from the Bire
Wetcms Post, Valter pulled up dehind scme trees @4 told evaryone to hide thedr
Catradand, At the aistoms poet he left the oar % €% & slgnature on smething IQ

and threw it on the fira,

w'no1s &w uv 318 1,u0q,




called a triptyque, and a man in a d.ue uni forn came out to telk to us. .ie Jlared at!
Madeleine and roared in a soft drogue "Anything to declure?" .adeleine shook her
head. He contimued. Any cigarettes, nylons, foodstuffs:. jewelry, omemaits..,. "' de
went on f-r 2 long tine, Madeleine looked as if she'd nwver heard ol any oI these |
things, &t 13at, apparently sztisfied, rie turmed to Zva. radeicine heaved « sich of .
relief and Yie celiopnane rouni her thre: rairs of nylons cruckled loudly, wa. wae '
per lidr't hear i:. -e looked st Dea and said: "&nything te...te...oT, L'l

Now Hea had -arcealed in verious recesses of the car about two uiousend s.e.-can
ci zarettes as well as other odd bits of contraband. But when th: astozs officer
asked her the question, she locked at him wide-eyed and inrocent anu said, " XY, no!

The oa vasn't used to the Mghaffey wide-eyed innocent look. he oculdn't tlze 1it, ;
de hadn't any spectacles to get steamed up, but as he backed avay, atueous Vanpdir
spurted gently from his nostrils, in impressionable type, THFHoTEn T, "Le worareTed
back to his post end after a few mirutes Walter caze out and we drove &g, r¢ Tdn
hadn't even seen me spparently,

The next stop was at a signpost which said H.M.CUSTOMS INSPECTION POSI; ZALT:! We
did wirat the notice screamed, Walter got out with his triptyque and we went
through it all agsin.

The second man was in civilian clothes—probably he was an M.I.5 Special Agent
or some relativeo relieving the regular man while he went for o anv.e, 'ris one
&idn't even look at ¥adaleine and Dea——no appreciation of the finer things =
life, 1 mrpose —iut wmnegntreted on pror littl: me, He kert asking vas 1 occnceal-
ing aloohol. ¥a! Mlapol! Then he weat to the buntl wd we heard walter and nin
argaing for & fow m.nntos, tnwn W) ter sligped in and we wore off cgein, Halrl a
mle down the roac we sioweld to €ifiy cod eveoryledy averted their eycs vhile Yade~

leine fishad for her three pairs of ayloas. We had aiTived in the Province of
Forthein I wland.
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For the next fifty miles or so I lay back and talked to 3Sea about such subjects
as the priron sentences given to smugglers, word rates, ani Dea enaffey, I oede
the disccvery that she much prefers volcanoes to snaxes—<iz have reithe- in
Irelund, thanks to St Patrick—and that, given the choice, Bea would ruch rather
be nm over by a car than by a railway train, becsuse tae wheels of a loconotive
are sharver. This shows &8 fim gragp of the fundamentals of life, &nd it's little
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things liks *als vhich mskes Bea diffsrent from ordinary wcazen. Yow neny otherc
have evor roally given thought to this vital problam Very few, I'll waxTans,

The next tine we ctopped there were long Atlantic rollers breaking on one side of
the rvad an? tall, beevling crags on the other side and we were hungry acain, There
was sone tm\{bla firdirng water for the taa, tut eventually the picnic was helé in
the back garden of a deserted bungalow overhung by cliffs, We sat and ate and watch-
ed the sos~vlls cirafUlly, Wnen Bea asked us why, we told her that when all e
se&-g_ul}s fle‘r.of.‘f th: ciiff a* once, it meant that an avalanche had ztartec and we
would a’l oe xilied, the rewned sorry she asked. later on Madeleine and Zea both
tried to poison me, But 3na's ottempt was an accident, I thirk, tecause 1 nadn't

tried to muke & pun for more than ten mimutes, and & th tt
aftervanis. ' gshe let me light her cigarette

dp we were poing back to the car she gave me & vhole book of matches to use on
later occacinns. Sometimes it's worth getting neeriy voiosnad, A person ham't
really lived urn<il he's lignt-d one of Bea ldhaffe.y'a. cigurestes,

|
|
|
|

When the journey had been resuued I noticed that Dea was incking thoughtfully at |1 :

the horizon, I wundered how many cants I should offer fer hex thnughts, tut dhe

spoke first. "Tonight I'd like," she said, mmiling sweetly, "4 polka-dottied sunso_t._"jg



amplified, "Purple with pink polka-dots."

Se paused, then, so's there'd be no sauantic confusion about this request, she | =
|

For a vhile I toyed with the idea of giving back the book of zmatches end oreacding
0ff dipvlmmatic relations. I réen =o s8y, a‘polxa-dotiel surse*. I'2 de’nn oit of
the union for sure. Still, being the Gustodaan of the Marariey atches wea worth
soce'ning, too, I wert tn woak, I wes still muttering incar*stiiens, or seretird

we walter stopped the car at a granite parapet. We had arsived &t Dulduce ‘=t1e.!

Durluce Castle is & fairly wcll preserved lormman castle on e ncminenst ooastf——-!
you can read about the Norrans in Russell's "“Jreadful Sanc™mary"(Flaj)—and is
Fa, set on top of a shieer countein wiich

: becames an islend at hig~ tids, Ve
climbed around tnhe dattlismerts and
walked abou™ cn thie gr2ssy o~vrtyerd
where the Knights usel %o joust. A oouple
of sheep had got in and toey ezt going
"Maiag'" at us, and cnce 222 4ropoed
the trapdoor on me wiile I was exploring

!
i
|

a dungeon. It was very d-amp inside, but
the spiders were the worst, wolter come
along iater and let me out,

A povann besn't really caught pneunon-
ia wit'l s tear thrown into 2 cuimgeon
by Bea Mohaflvy.

It w's iout this time that peohle
begin te notic~ the aum:zet, I yelied and
pcirtet A T nipes 2r) soon everyvtody
rotis>l it. e sy was turaing @ deep

\ porple, Al there were lots of tiny clouds
in it, The clouds weren't all p\.nk, and they dida't look like polke-dots tecause
the cclevms had sort of nm, btut the effect was terrific. It looked just like the
covers for SLANT €, except that there were three coal boa*s stoxming arcmeticelly
acmse ‘re horizon instead of & blue founiain pen horging at threc thousand feet,
dedelrir> seid, "Oh!" Walter said, in a voice charged with emoticn, 'Janmes, you
Bave curpescad ycurself," Bea patted me on the head and said huskily, "Youse is &

ol kd," She puiled out 8 cigarette and waited for me to light it. The sheap
said "maana." Tney must have been fasasna, i

Back in the cor I lay back and just basked in the warmth of Bea's cigarette
moke and regard, We all admired my sunset and spoke in hushed tones about my
sensitive fomish soul, After 8 decent interval of time had elersed walter ann-
onced trhet ho plarmed to stop at the next towmn or village, dump our bags, and
Just w2k szmound wntil bedtime admiring the acenery and lookirg for birdbaths, I
don't care much abeut Lirdbaths, but I like walking and admiring Bes hichaffey.
ind 90, in the £%411 of a bemutiful evening in earl’ swaer, singing and laughing
;lgb:dalki;n&l:ﬂnub Ror:ort Bloch and Bod Tacker v cuove all wﬁmowinemintolomt

ool int : ; n
rtba'i.]int:-a:? int1igie, that roaring, wide-open ceaport, that BRE Bebylon,

Ve left our Juggrge at the Bay Hotal and came right out agsin, It wns o lovely
wening, The sinset was 30 proud of itgolf that it vunted to hang crownd all
night, vhich was all right by ua. We womdrored doew ta thre iittle herbour and along
e sea wnll, It was one of thore periods of :drllac c2'm hefore the holocaust,
®d it 1asted until we felt hungry again and went back ‘> iho hotel.
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hall was featooned with various implements of destruction, ranging from assegais
right up to flintlocks. In a oclearing among the potted plants there was a glass show
case containing a shapeless ik of metal, Wlled as part of a shell fired at the .
hemic hotel by a Cemman sulmarine in 1916—a shock from which the reasidents had
obviously never fully recovered. There were also a television set & radiosram, and
two radios. None of tham was working. Perhaps at some tiwme in the past somc rash
soul craving for new sensations had impulsively switched one of them on, only to
find to his horror that it mwade a noige. Since then they hed remained es mmte as the
residents, all of whom hal obviously been switched off long ugo.

There were two lounges, one of them marked "Adults Only." We tiptoed in and sat
down, It was at once obvious that the term "Adult" has a very special reaning in
Portballintrae, It is not used to describe any young thing of leas tian eighty,
bowever long his beard, The lounge was inhabited . . . or at leest occupied . . by
six of the elder Things, all either reading copies of the Financial Times or decom-
posing quietly behind them. So much of their skulls as was visible through their pa~
per shrouds had the brown patina of great age and their clutching fingers were the
delicate e of 0ld bones seen through cellophane., They did not move: neither, Bea
asserted later, did they breathe. We wondered to ourselves whether they vecre stored |
in some vault at night or merely draped in dust-sheets. :

The eilence was sepulchral, at least, As it dragged on, Walter producad 2 pin and |
dropped it solemly on the carpet., At the earsplitting crash Madeleine covered her
ears, Bea winced elaborately,and I, tripping over the threshold of enditility, mut-
tered "Shhhh!" But They had heard. There was a low rumbling sound like the sound of
distant thunder as They cleared their throats, a frigid alien wind blew monentarily
from outer darkness, making us shiver with the sense of impending doom ., . . &nd

then it nhappened. One of them lowered its Financial Times by several ce:tinetres,
“#nd rustled it at ze, o

We all ran out into the porch.

There we survivors discussed our soul-searing experience, speculating on Yoz Sog-
goth and the Elder Gods and vhcther the Financial Times should not be outlcied as a
weapon too terrible to be used. walter wes just urging Bes that it was ler Zuty as
an Anerican to cow them by going right back in there and rustling some caitle at
them, Waen the waiter announced that our supper was readys Ve followed hiz into the
dining roon and discovered that there were more of Theam in there—vio doubdbt enjoying
a cheerful nightcep of embalming fluid,

It wes murder, Every tice somebody tried to eat something, someooly else would
vhigper something and the person trying to eat would either heve tc cholie to desth
or spew bread-crumbs over a twenty foot radius—they daren't laugh, not out loud.
After a while we gave up hope of ever being able to eat in that place. Jea gripped
the sides of her chair and stared at the ceiling, Madeleine covered her eyes, Walter
put the comer of his scarf in his mouth and chewed at it, and I stuck to fingers
in oy mouth end dit. But it was no good. The pressure kept building up inside us. It
was actually painful, to me anyway. we staggered away from our table mc reeled out
into the into the night to laugh before we exploaed and messea up the hay Hotel's
dining room floor.

When we got back we found that the Arisians had gone from the "Adults”® lounge and
we had the place to ourselves. Bea kept urzing me to get up early next momng so's 1
could go for a swim, but not too early because she hadn't any flash-iulbs. She'd
been very keen for me to go swimming ever since I'd told her that I'd nade an error
during my hasty packing for this trip and brought a black beret instead of my black
bathing trunks, She's always trying to get photographs for harris -—mayve she's sor-
Iy for it or something. I like ewimming, but I had to decline. Even though \/alter of-
fered me the loan of his beret to make a two-piece, After all, as a vile pio, I have
certain standards of dignity to maintain, and dathing in black berets just ia't

Few vsde ajouAm ayla.
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dore--=ver by Tucker, 4 few minutes later I told her that she could pal 7 Joudieed .
and steat u: oy glasses 211 she wanted to, But I still wouldn't do it, 3e-cie- |
thirk my veice lacked ccrnviction.

walter saved the situation by saying that I could swim all I wanted tc tcooitow
morning, after I'd helped hir wash the car, so that was that. .e stauitec v2lliiny ab~ [
out the irnclitants agair. Every now and then sozeone would vhisper somc ouirzgeous
gpeculaticn end we wou.z stior cur heads in the cushions and mek e Sufiied -magidins
sounis,

a pareon r=7n't really lived until he's heard Bea sanaffey pae mufled wic=lirg
sounis 1 & xustion,

4 1ittl: after midigit a porter came into the rom, and I inferred he -ov it it
was tize ve vent to ted, In Inrthallintrae the postencdentt spadchathe A5 <52 0T
&nd or., ter Lo mt e coud. dizoreetly. A discrect CoUsn,y, in What place, wv:uld

rouse tn: re Zntcurroca for ziles around, Insteud, tazir cethoa is to iz oo i

stad quietly, and raise ther cyebrows. The faint rustling sounc t.eir eretivvs
.make in that awful, ever-present silence attracts the attention imediaiely, Then

they switch on a pained expression and the crestfzllen wrongdoers retire ciscomfit-
ed, We went up to bed,
Now, the rext thingz that hapnened is one of tnose evencs wiich pogple wil: ¢4 Stom

Alrealy Walter has begun to garole it in ris oreld Viezsionsy canii il TeSitSied sat

wat Eloch will make cf it if Bea tells bime wnor pepsde stentiore: shinE i an c;

v ¢« sScoon
band..... As the perscn most cmcerned in tne incident, I will state brierly e
facts.

Shortly bdefore on? c'clock in the mernlive~eof Clzy 16th, 1952, qfide T ST
face domnwards or. thc cerridor floor pascing a ncte under 3eu
‘door, & chamterzaid wa'ked on ne,

After I gt the footrrint off the back of my Jacket I went to bed,

I
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£Zditor's rnote; The text of the note is understood to hare been as follsus: i Ren-
ember, don't srnore!")

Fext coming the sk was overcast and there was a gale blowing wup, =itz ad I !
finished wesiing the car in rain end we went in for breskfast, Bea vwus latz i corm- '.
'ing devn so I went upstairs to rout her out, I slammed my door, wiidh was onosite
P_GI‘B; 8 few times, and then pounded on her door with my fist shouting "Is Tucker
Mbere? Tnis had been cuite effective the previous morning in Munfanaghy, end it |
worked here oo, She caxe out on the un, On the vay down to dbreakfast I :0l¢ her
about the incident the previous night, lest she would overhear same of the servants
“;-kinc end 2isunderstand, and begged her ot to breathe a werd about it o .alter.

ah!

Madcleine said "ihat!" and Walter's eyes gleamed and he began pressing for detadly !

fishing out e pecsteore md =ddressing it t harris, I triad to cover mv conision by
dropping one of Ie-'s ¢ gerette stubs into the coffee dregs from an altitude of six
feet, It hissed nicel. =d oade an intercsting bl ack mess, tut three w2itirs and a

porter rustled trnci: < brows, I looked reproachfully at Bea, che said ien sabe'!
wich was camplctely vnszalled for mo motter whot it means, and patted nme o. tha '
‘shoulder. Ly glasses di 't stem up as much as usual; [ was terribly, teriidblr dis-
®pointed in her, Lfter all, it was aupposed to be our secret,

|
|
After breakfast we raisorred ourselves frou the hotel ad drove off, The weather . I

was awful. High wiri, 1ihing rain, and geat grey vaves battered at the seawall we !
had deen sitting ~n ... Dt As we left fortncliintrae we all tumed round cnd L9
shouted 'Boo' at it t. srlieve our feelings, mna than Walter asked his Navigator foz !
Wrections to the Ciert Cimsewyy, ’“s'
But the weethar voo o Juitable Jor inspecting mak fortstions, so we nexely E!le‘__L\.'_i



Bea a vivid word picture of what she would have seen g'a lot of funnyshared md{s'_)""."
and drcve on througn ausmills, Drseserick, Portbraddor znd Ballintoy., _ea :*.er.tior:ed;
the weather a few times, tut I don t thiik e reclly expected me te¢ chemce if, Fort
ballintrae and the polkadot sunset had shot my finely-cc-crdinaird nesveous s .ten te |
pieces. But I felt botter aftcr Bea had amoked a fes more cigarettes =c we blumier .
through 'Stommy Weather' a ccuple of tirmes, Madeleine and walter Kept teling 1o Tow |
voices and occasionally scraps of dialogue like "Flat on the floor...' i VoD tgea i
maid sue?" would drift back % us, Bea vwould omfort ne by saying I g Core :';'.\‘.?.irgl
gt vhich T should be ashemed oven if nobody would believe it mia I woale Y e :
ly and “dze th. stcam 0% -y glasses. !

ihe weather still wasn't suitable for climking around on rocks, tut ve left “he cexl
at Carridk-a-Rede and went dorm the steep cliff path to the fawus rope Yiicze. “his
bridge connects the mairdend to & high rocky islend which can't be recched Oy nw
other wey but parechute, 1t is about 500 feet chove tne ses at bod Encs” ' 17 o el
deal less in the middle, end it sways in the slightcst dbiecze.

P o Vo Ve i ST S !._'-'..
gele dloving vhich bea judged to be about threc times ns invigoritirs 3 Jhe one t.hatga-
nearly bdblew us off Errigal. !

Madeleine want out on it first, a brave glorious stupid thing 000w, o5 vaa: o ]?
console the immirent widower, but she ceme back witrout falling of7, I vt next, -,
feelinz gleriously stupid toc. & merciful blaiy covers the cemsr;, Yot - < BRSNS <8
bee plecded her high heels and ralter maile sone 1m- excusi &ocat Biiry casrletelr 13
lacking in moral and physical courage., ine ruiv svdacnl; becrus heev:r &nd ve aacidsd o
to g up the cliff by 2 ghort aut irstead of the more circuitous pETh, oG ¢ starmed f'
climdbing ogain. R s e b RE L e =

ks I said, T wam't fecling so good. & 1o [ 1FEL THE winp | .
of things had bean hapnening tu me. I wzs in ¢ 54

a bad wey. This time I didr't help Bea up & \ VIBRATION €. f
mountain,

A person hasn't really lived until Bea
kahaffey has helped hin up a mountain,

Eventually we poured ourselves back into
the car and took off agein for Ballycestle,
Cushendall and the Antrim Coast Roed, whan
the coast roed was reached, spray as well
as rein began to nm down the windows, ralt
pointed out vhere Scotland would be seen if
it woren't for that row of tidal waves, We
talked to Bea ebout the cars that got washed
into thc sca here every month and the oncs
that escagad that fate by being pinned dowmn
by landslides froa the clifrs, Bea just lay
beck nonchalantly and smoked five cigarettes in a row. ;

st Ballygally Castle wiere we stopped for lunch, ralter tried for tweniyfive ain-
utes to phone Bob Shew to let hin kupw we were nearly mme again, Rut hu colén't get
throvgh. The lines were down, or at leaat some telegraph poles had fallen i the
sea. iladeleine and waiter were inclined to wony a little about vhat had heppened to
the road alongside the poles, tut mot lea or I---we can s#im.

Bea began to talk atout artificial respirmntion and 15 ferx/ing methods yenorally. &ﬁ
had a most interesting discussion, Bua favourcd holding their heads under uniil the
calmed down befors towing them ashom, whilo I plumped for the radbdit punch. ,adel- ]
eine mnd VWalter didn't say mything, .

In Belfast I said a tearful farewell to Bea and want home to tell my mother look ._i
who was dadk., Two hours later, in Oblique Eouse, vhile walter and I were trying %



idin.ru

fiz the flawidulb attachment on Bea's camera, Bob Shaw came in. It is a neesure of
Miss iighafioy' g nultilingual proficiency that she understood the very first .oru- he
uttered, lney were, ''Welcome to Ireland,"

I felt like kiclkdng myself, or him, walter felt the sare 7y,
hed forgotten to do a8 to welcore Bea officially to Irelard.
®ul st have been hurt at this even though ahe camplaired not, and there mu_4 have'
deen times wiem shre may evan have felt.....not wanted? Mary a time and oft, as anhe .
alung by her fingemails to soze cliff in a howling gale, ate must have twught she ’ '
should have stood at home—all because ve had forgotten this simple ritual, I wes a,
cad, However to try and mske it up to her we oonducted her cround the SLAT prees- |
foom, We shoved her the printing press, the waterpistol used in the hite-lerris m-! :
ounter of '52, walter's Honorar Swamp~Crittor Certificate, e watarpistol vgec onls
barria thig year, the duper, and the waterpistols to be useu on

for the one tnin~ we
Zer sensitive va-jian

hurvis next yeaw, e |
Then wo all went downstairs aBin =d degan e, e 2]
to tell Bob about Portbellintrae, with actions, ) ‘:'_, -
#hen Madeleine wheeled in the food a oouple Keliyar B
6f hours later, however, Bob and I were talk- s "‘\\ P
ing about 'High Noon,' - ¥ gy ‘\h._ 2 -
'High woon' is e venderful aubjcet for dis- a5 )F e
Qssion. frat filr had something, It was ‘\7'\\ 5 »
dase. at that time Bob and I vere the only ¥ fil o
people o had seen it but though the others R ,
begead us mot to trouble oursclves, we didn't ;E '
aind explaining about it, Especially that o:.t . %g
Were 2.y rides over tne hill, .. ‘het pie- . RIDES OVER THE HiLL . o
ture vzs——enge. ] s 8
x5 «e @t 80 good at telkin: about it ti-~t < iE-j !
1572 ould a5 it in sign language. inet vemn: thath™!
Ny Bot and I could telk about our latesv master-|! |
R i S piece, wordrates, and lov nice it 3 %o ave o
i\ \‘.‘7} / 8 pro editor partaking of our hospitaliz: —
o v e \ and still be able to tulk about 'igh ifoox-.'
/ A ""é‘/\ 4 person hasn't really lived until he's sien
C 8 § Bea Mahaffey talk about 'High Noon' in sizn

\7‘ e . language.
K"’J\""j mten I went u egain next day the weather
: had changed again, It was the hoitest day’yet
: and v¥alter plamed on driving us arounc Coun-
WAS TENSE , ty Down, ladeleine wasn't coming iris tine
Rere would be room for Fod beside alter. But strangely enough, Bod didn'¢ -7ant <o
®it beside valter, ifter Bea gt in there was quite a Wt of jostling for pozition,
™1 iv vas finally agreed that if @b gxve me three rnew plots and 12t me leer the
Pear viev mirror trained or hinm all the time, then he oulu sit beside Jez e
Wasted of1,
“higt outside town it was discovered that the car hom had lost its voice. It is a
Pishable offence here to drive without apparatus to give audible warminz of ons's
&pioech tut Bob, Bea and myself solved the d fficulty until we reached a gara_: by
leaning out of the windows and yelling "Honk" at anyone that got in the way, After
We bom wvas fixed 1 headed for the Moume Mountuins tut seeing ‘hen wo ot near |
@®vered in cloud we turmed off to Downpatrick to show lec 5.
htrid's grave, Bven there salt and Bod contirued the ceaseless barrage of puns anj ;
gel that had atarted vhen Bea comented as wo left Belfast on how clean it was o 1 !
b explained it was because he'Mountains of Moume sweep Down to the sea’. Durin~ '5'
Be soquence about makes as Bea Was as usual alterately saying ah: sould go haqae

e

3

|
|
!




i -
and that ahe should h@e brought her tape recorder, Bod remprke that is wos indeed g

something to writhe home about, How is it one can never remspber any of :ha zood
jokes made on these occasions, I should have noted than down gs I seic e

~e made a stop once at a 1ittle dbridge on & byroad and sat {n the = gop 1,2 o e
gane we have invented called 'Moon Base.' (In this you prop up a cigorette wit in thi
middle of the road and throw pebbles at it.) But we had to hurry beck veccuse after

tea there was going_to full scale convention . As well as the presen: company
of vile pros and fak‘ef?ﬁbap%%ist on "New Worlds" would be coming, and that legen-
dary figure, George L. Charters, the Bangor bibliophile who had gotten his nene in
HARD COVERS and who likes to talk about it the way normal poople talk ebout “High
Noon," would also appear, We got back just in time to keep them from welconing us in-
stead of the other way around, - : : ' il

The next thing which happened will live in my memory till my dying day - --and prob-
ably hmmt me for centuries arter that, It was, sort of, a pun, We were all going in
to tea, with Bob several lengths in front and moving fast, when he suddenly stopped,
tumed round and said to Bea, "Bea, you look good enough to eat," A hamless enough
remark of the sort that mngry wolves say to Miss Mahaffey as a matter of oourse. As
Bea sat down she said, sort of off-hand, "I do——three times a day." Fob said,
llGlumph.ll B

It had happened at last, we thought. Shaw caught wthout a come-back, dstory had
been nade., But no, '

All during tea he gazed abstractedly st Bea—she must be used to tiis, too—and
he didn't gpeak at all except for a few monogyllables like '"More tea," '"More bread,“‘
and "dore salad." While the rest of us demonstrated the proper way to rusile a pep-
er, and waved our hands through thé opening sequences of "High Noon", he was in some
horrtdle world of his own. Fihally,;after approximately three quarters of an hours
silence, he spoke.

Be said, "Wnat other newspapers do you ¥ke?" and began to laugh for about ten
mirmutes, He really appreciates his puns.

When we h1ad recovered somewhat, Bea thought it would be a good icea to take some
pictures of the SLANT pressroom with the staff draped about it in characieristic pos
itions, She took a picture of Walter, Bod, George, and self standing in a ciaracter-
istic pose, then sitting in one, After this, by a majority vote, tho cantre was tax-
‘en away from Miss Mahaffey and we photographed her—once sitting in the Zlitor's
Chair, twice sort of lounging against the duper, once operating the press (she ian't
really a negress), and once standing on the Art Ed's Chair—a sort of Statue of
Liberty shot, but with a more scientifically acourete stratospheric beanie,

After we'd used up all her film we let her have tho camerc back again. Dod was
still acting up. Bvery few mimites he would guffar and shout out, '"ihat other papers
80 you %ke? Papers, Times, "Financial Times," threo"Mmos"a day-—Hee-hco-hee =
Get it? Timep." We did, ut there should be a law, At nine o'clock he left, still
loudly deriving amisement from its subtletics.

Shortly after midnight Madcleine made more toa. Another downpour had stasceC and
1'd a four mile walk home shead of me, 80 she wanted to give me one for the -vad.
Both dalter and Madeleine had been urging me to stay the night, but I:C ceclined
with thanks. I think all they wanted was to get flashlight pictures of me pushing |
notes under bedroom doors.

te dawiled a little over tea, mostly becsuse Walter, Madeleine, and I had cecdded
that "Othor Worlds" should bring cut sn sthology. We told her what stories, other
than "Dear Devil," to use, what suthors to approach for new stuff, what stories to ﬂ
reprint from SLART, what suthor we'd all like to see in the book &nd how good I was.|,
¥e were all very helpful, With the mnthology disposed off, we sade other sugiestions.O)
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One of which was that "Cther worlds" putlish a IFE frem an office in Bolfast, and

to mako sure that tha ventire wylid suzexd, one of the oditors would run this off-!

ice ir verson, Wedissutead at wop- lesgib the “A1ificationa this editor would need|

o havo, It was & chvaight, ana.orromal flght. Bou ;ci vae 39%, we went on to tell!
her hew the / atafl oould ae=igs hor Uy Rriting scnvicc treund cpdleship covers, "
paint spaceship covers wioird siories, and do epaccslip interiol illos, Valter :
cculd sitiez hor cn which of my stories to print first, and conduct the fan depart-!
mente, we lid't knew what Bob could do, though a lot of rather bizarre susgestiana
were put forvard, Things were getting really interesting whan suddenly I noticed it
was thres o'elcck in the woming, We had dawdled, btut good,

Regreifully, I had ta tem myself away, I'd & long distance to walk and ny mother
might be exmoyed if I wes lata for breakfast,

L
I awok: %1144 and very Jate next moming and after checking my symptonsto make =
sure I siill hadn't cwitht poeumcnia, seshayed off to / Fouse, It was & aisorganis- g
ed sort of diy. We were due to sail to Liverpocl that nijht, ad meny and varied *5_
were lhe propurations that had to be made, Every few mjmutics the brilliant fannish iq
ddsaoarse would be interrupted by somoone dashing off to pacx samething she'd for- Lu |
@otten, o1 sorictudy clse Geciding that tney'd some last-mirwte shopping to do— =
Walter and l'adoleine tumed up later with a pound of sugar ard a television set— |< '.
OT me warting ¢o run sone more teats on the weter-pistols, Yostly we telked about ';' i
"High Nocn" a&id read tre weather reports. When walter and Madeleine left o n their o
shopping spree they requested that the remaining fannish population keep taeir eyes >
an the garden and baby sit. |
It wa3 a wvam dey, and Carol willis and a horie of her eix year olc insurgents 2
were holding a convention in the front garden. ‘here was heavy traffic on the road -
outside—rostly buces and trucks—and we

were supposed tQ keep them from ove
ing any of it. We did, too, Wiugh thero wat’one bad moment when they ell suddenly l"‘
dissppeared from sight, But they retumel a few minutes later sucking lollipops. -
Between intensive boute of padiine, Bea tulked aloyt Portbsllinirce (I <on't part-
icularly like talking about Portbullintirna), gave invalurtle tacrrical advice on
baby-sitting (Re's an zunt yet), aad made with the entunte comisle,

This last, which is a French woid, onsietad of her luoking regal and gracious
ad exchonging polite diplomacies while Carel Willis presentsd each of her friends
to Bea in tum. Carol had been telling tham about the legendamy figure visiting /
Bouse, md they wanted to see. (WMo oould blame them?) Carol performed the introdue)
tions, and one by one they came forward and shuffled their feet, said 'Tiello," or |
sald nothing, according to age and temperment, Bea put them at their ease at once, l
Such charm, such tact, such delightful informality, When Ninth Fandonm amerges, it'!1
pinc "o be solidly behind Beé (Call Me Madam) Mahaffey, What an ambassador she is,!

—

person haan't really lived until he's seen Bea Mahaffey deal tactfully with an .
>ffer of a very sticky, half-eaten 1ollipop which a young and eamest admirer ig }
waving in her face, |

)

After that incident I remembered that I'a padcing to do) %o, 80 I hurried home, !
Yo had arringad to meet at the quayside at seven-thirty, Madeleine's father was -
ing to take Dia, Madeleine, ang ¥alter Himself down to the boat in the car while I 5
Wa suprosed 1o proceed independently on my dogs. About ten mimutes to edght I beg-:
| to WITY. 4t five to I wag running my half-eaten fingers through my beautiful
gllvery hojx, 14 eight o'elock I was standing at the gangplak sort of staring down
8 stevediie wao thought he wna going to cast it off, At five past they arrived dre-
mtfcally iy & cloud of aust amd scorched rubdber fumes, Bod Shaw had kept them late
Wying goodbye and talicdng about "High Koon, " 1

%o all who have read Mr. Willis's Co
3t@ms of equipment oarried

N reports, the operation of— and the various|/
P8 on the Belfast-liverpool run is sld stufY, Wt




as Wide way Bew's first tiip we had o tell hul wiiat Lo wilferane Wda s wese 47T

o

and Wiy %12 chimney was tilted ana the front enu ahary wnd so oa, Ther: wig »lso &
slizat aix-up with the berths ve'a booked which made it necessary for Wwite~ 0 post
as Bol 3hgw \ho'u found at the last moment he woulan't be uble to caue) a:d for Rea
to masquerade as walter 4,willie, (Wheat an actress that girl is, tut I stilt hirkit
was lousy casting.)

This tvas the third time we'd watched the cranes and anchored ships il ¢ Souwn
antrin pountains slide past us as we headed towards another Convention, but I Qink |
we gct a bigger Kok out of it every time. There's something about sterting ofY for |
a Convention, with the same 0ld sun setting behind Cave Hill, and the lighic ol Ban-
gor ané Ionaghadee still shining away as 4f they'd never been turned off Jro:= lasc
time, that makes one wonder if there really are such things as time w.Ips &i¢ wiad
one oould only keep on doing this for the rest of one's life,

+hen night began to fall and the sea roughened up a bit, I showed Bez how w get $
into a lifejacket so that her head would stay above water even after sre'd ciec from |
exposure. But it was getting chilly—my glasses hadn't steamed up for more then ﬁve‘
mimites--s0 we went below, |

Me cabin which wzs supposed to belong to ir and kirs VMllis hela four ploz-o: wy- |
comfortably. There was just enough room for their heads to rattle agdiret l.e vwlls l
and ceiling when the boat lurched. But to fans who'd lived through Por:>cliiitiTae
and Carridk-a-Rede this wes nothing, Besides we werc happy. (he ervizonmoit ec suit
able for close harmony and we sang several songs, frequently simultaneously, ~fier a
while sameone crosked that they werc dying for a amp of tee. salter orgniseC the
operation from a commanding position near the ventilator end finally I e acle Yo
get the door open,

Me floor of the corridor was beginning to fill up with prcstrate sir Jorcc men,
They hadn't booked berths, and the spray was making the deck upsteirs uni:l-evitabdle,
so thgy had seeped down here to slz?‘;i. Trying % avold stepping on anyoue's ficey 1
waded across the yielding mass to the restaurant, Soon I was back with four steaning
half-qips of tes—the sea was roughening up—=and the party contimued.

I never realised until then that walter and Maleleine knew so mmy sedicicus and
revolutionary Irish songs., When Bea had eagerly leamed the wrds there ws ¢ nerked
incresse in volume and I begen to worry about the regiment of Englishmen cizped out
ir, the corridor. We moved on to more peaceful songs, trampling soulfully o.. The Rose
of Tralee.

Just as I was winding up for my bemutiful top note two teacups fell into tie wash-
basin and walter suggested there might be scme people an the aiip, or maybe mother
one close by, who wanted to go to slesp. We decided we'd tum in Dbefore we weix
turned out, tut first we'd go up on deck for some alr. The corridors were 3 now
covered with a fitted carpet of aimen, and it was interegting to watch Ber. anc kad-
eleine negotiating them with spike-heeled shoes. The nmn who were deeply unconacious
mittered querulously in their sleep, sighed, axd dropped off sgein, Those #o'd dea
merely dozing said 'Asaargh!' and cmme fully awake, and those who were aweke already
said, ., (How does one spell a long low whistle?) The staire were heaped with men too,
ad vhen w @t cutside we realised why, The winrd had growmn to invigorstirg proport-
ions, This did not stop me however—scienoce must be served, I had sean C msical
once in which two danocers waltesd round the deck of a ship in a gale end 1 hadn't
belioved it was possidle., In the interests of science and with her help, I ‘0ld Bea,
I hoped to proVe it was impossible. We found a relatively sheltered spot on 'Assembd
Ly Deck B' (bow fitting!), walter and Medeleine harig onto & sort of ledder emd
scremed 'Ti11 I Walts Again With You' adbovao tho howling of the gale.

Dancing an the deck of o stomlashed ship ig impossible, Still, it weo quite a

JLATT@)Y suap 243y fpoq Kuw sJ,

axperience, A perecn ham't reslly lived unti] he's waltsed down 8 heving ad s,
dering deck, ¢

y

od over a life-raft, md come to a skidding halt egainst & vantil->
ator vith Bea fg.



After Mis 1 think w all retired, tut I ¢'n't remader. Conauocio Ploy N\ T
tricke scaetimcs,

The ge ust huve @t behind the toat and puhed most of the wiy dueaise LWivawa)
Faa rcached aout 2n hour ancad of schedule, It wes an unlelievsdle siehi. it looked

sampletely Alien., It g 't jusf the Coronstion dxcorations or tac

drdl {ea
trams (we'd

ncver kcwwn bdbefore what o lour they were gupposed to oe) o <4.. cleanal -
Jp tuildings. Mhese were extraordinary mough, tut an top of «ll that iic sua was
RN, It just sho.s shet these English fans arc cxpadle of when Wiy wa. W imp-
Te8s mmeone, Previously we'd been weloomed W th the nomal rain, fog Td :00:, but
WRie time we had ¢ distinguishcd visitor with us and trey 1ad on sung.ire, Y
Wst have deen s=ving it up for yeara, I want down to wWll Zen about i..

The corricor looked unfeziliar vith the floor visidlc.I beat an the c:din coor as
Qmal ;nd yelled for Tucker. Me cteward who wos picking odd socrs, playirs errds
&@d apty tottles off the floor looked eskance ot me, tut I igored him ~d shouted
dgain for Tudker. The dnor opaned, a face covered in chaving sosp looked out,

%
ewey," it said so2pily, "Be fen't here.” #alt 22id "Sho must have brought h=ver "
with her," but it turmed out to be just the vaong cabin, vhen I took & gool loak =
round I found I wasn't even in te right orridor.

Vo went wp an deck again to wait for the girls and leaned over the side =>rvelling

St the Liverpool sunshine, Shortly it occurred to us that it was still vasv  early

®d tte English fana who were to m2et us wouldn't hove arrived yet. vie o. 0.7 <ne

iy end waita ot Wie ond of the gangway. Jortly e tnd Mudelnire, locidn: fresh

&d pretty in the Spring morning, c-me walkinz dovn it; l
"Velmze to England," ve said,

PUSLICATIONS RECEIVED . -
MR BEST SCIENCE FICTION STORIES, -THIRD SERIES, Rletler & DiMty., Pudlizie - Greyso
md Grayson ct 9/6. 15 stories, 296 pages, To the avid re-der mest o ‘fe ct:-ries in

Bis mthology ere et the awkward age—not quite 0ld anough to de re-rail ro too ¢l
® Do inst-ntly recognis>

adble. But they d provide a plemant hour or = of rexding
#d skipping °nd an investment for some rainy day a ye>r or so hence. The st not-
podb are: Kubilius' THE OIER SIDE, a grim after-aliem-conquest story d2r-ec only by |
® Uly-gilding 1ast line; bester's nect timetrovel twist OF TDZ K™D THIRD STV, |,
Xorndluth's provee~tive V.RGING MDRONS, deeed or. the preposition tatt ko qineoral B
fenderd of intelligence 13 declining becmse the sturid brend wore roficdl i the
alever (» prodlem for whicdh SLaNT orea suggested the rapcdy was w0 dis“riute fre: ]
perMmograpny to tne intulligmtsin); Tucker's TOURIST TPaf, = tiur Co Jorec; Teaple'y
Eisloooph.ic'.l thriller I JAO5; Idris Scndmiht's roinmt BAICETLSS FALLS FROM
B AIR, whose title wie the subjoct of ~ comm.titic: ir 7.3, I tr Frdllists 4P RO
RIRA OST; cnd Loider's wrusual APOINMDNNT D T0.0:70  Altossther =i sys-llent
®@llection \ath not 2 single brd or Wan poor story i~ th: lot,

SPHINTIC No. 37, Hmilton & Co,, 142 i.alville Court, Goldchesk ., Leidon .12, 1/6
A2 254 por fscue. ~ith this isoue AUMHENTIC @erges fioa nothuw of W Ydldering
»ries of vicissitudes which has chrrcteriscd Whe hictory of this nogrzix: the
»eactice of printing or reprinting storius by ancricmn authors s much criticisea by
bs 15 rov formally abardonod and we ar morTe or loss promisxd origin:l storice by
Rt mthors, Just to texch us a leseon, ane of the s Jon J, v :gn, o over We
peincipel one in this fasue, Bryan Burry's THE LDaPPARLE MAN, $8 quit. = %> thrdll.
® in the SLAN! tr~dition. Best among the sdorts is one by C.L.AK:drn. vhidh isproded y
picoeeds in dresthing scme suspense into & matter-diplicstor plot wery alcat of
B {s fmilier, Te less said adout the other stories prodwdly the batter, ledd ]
B ot roview opice of this nazazine month aftor month urtil onc 4y h¢ Qs rash Q
Qough to reviuv {t, -—
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G RU NC i g FOO to Hercules, who had to olean out the
: . hugean stables and similar pre-WPA work,
= and Foo to Laney and Watkins who undertook
a similar task in U.S. fandom. Also to

. ot Riohurd Farnsworth, intrepid interstellar
A, V/N( EN/ investigator who resoued a bug-eyed mons-
CLA/’-‘KE ter from a ravening horde of blondes.

I...I heve to write a oolumn in a 'zine of
which the Bhoy Himsclf ie zo-cditori ¥
1 can feel the Aillis zycs on unplzasant little stalks, pcering over my shou lder

1 can hear the Nillis mind, squetiking awly with greut rapidity like a hat-full
of eager mict, ready to pounce.

Barris is w-iting round the corner.
ing oarbton cop.es of his lotters.

Am 1 scared?
" Yes.

He has a bucket of acid. Ho gect it by boil-

This style is sxtrom-ly uscful for {illing columns at enormous speed. I dorrowed
it from 3helty vick., (CCNFUSICMN). Not on'y does it cover paper with the speed of ¢
Keagler cartocn, but ycu could probstly make obscene silhouettes with the blank
spaces if you were claver cnough.

I hose ShelVy doesn't mind e usirg his style, but I have one of trhose plastic-
chameleor (%) minds. It adscrbs ahatever zatter it was last reading snd gets im-
pressed into similur shupe, like Camptill's red-2y=¢ un-narcebie in '¥fho Coes
There'. Of courss, when reading s-f I'm rarcly affected, as therc are only half-
a-doten authors whc can be scid to have enough of en individusl style to impress

one with, and has everyoody noticed hcw 'Cherles Hirness' has dropped out since
Van Vogt started to draw a steady salary in Dianctics?

The book version of 'nho Gocs Ther:', «th the aodditional shorts, wus rccently
reprinted in London as . pocket-book,

with 'Solution T-25', 'Vengucrd To heptune',
and 'Typewritsr ir the Sky'/'Fear'. They've retitled WGT as 'The Thing', cashing
In op the present record-breaking run cf the picturo on its first London showing.
I wouldn't have thot RKO would be plenzed at the comparison betwoen their botshed

up job and Campdoll's minor masterpiccs, but I suppose it's the same old publicity
faoket. . .anything goes.

(I'm rather worriec adcut this plastic-chameleon dbusiness. 1've deen seeing 8
s lot of Bod Shaw, Irelund's Gift to English Fandon, recertly. Well, you krow %that

000as ionally you come across a passags in & book that you don't understund at
cirst reading, and on going ®

ack over ‘t hear . little voice in your minc rezect-
ing the wrds? 1 did it th. other day, and the little voice had en Irish accent.)

1t's my belief that HYPHSN i3 in w rut. Nothing but funny
muff, without a thought for tra more serious things in life,
11ke.,.well, compassion, for instunce.

£
Purther on in the 'tine, (if you get any further with it), O
yeu'l) f£ind an srtiole on Jamas Whits (and if cver there was
4 aignomer, thut's it,) lt'manticne thn attompted drowning of
what I have recently heard culled oursuir woe pussie; Trixe.
{840 socompanying art-work). Aside fro= an ococasional differ.
mone of opinion 88 to whoso oheir was whese, he ued to 1ike
ma, (Wy he was ocallod Trixic is & rather long story invole
vOng short-eightodness, which I won't 20 into hore). If ho
@ught & mousc he'd zlways offar me hulf,

P10 < e
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kbl Sinco Jamos oume, he's baon © ohenged oat. (Seo piot.) He hides
L P% in corners and barks at je. Hu's got hydrophobia, olaustrophobic
L_\ l and agoraphpbia (I admit that the last two are difficult to have
Ve N togother, but now Trixie doesn't like being anywhere. ) .

6,3(5 r? /,/AT I'm thinking of .starting a Savo Our Trixie Soolety..it'l] bo a

,éki%ﬂ;ijiilrfj;‘ nico racket if Trixie's got guts enough to string along. rhe

<

N vory least that White can do is to send the dough that he's
getting from hig NEW WORLDS story. Supports the SOTS | '
dy consciencs just bgvé me a sherp.nudge...after ull, it's possible thut

you're not interested in Trixiey I'm just feline my way around, &nd I mustn't be
oercchial. That's e nice word going the rounds of British actifandom, meening any
numour not likely to be understood by 40% or morec of tne rcaders. F'rinstance, 2
remark by = oertain HYPHEN editor, C--- H---, that a certein US faned must have 6
'I' xcys cn her typer. and the-last poctsarcd from Willis before he sailed..." I'm
sailing at 3pm today, and I feel a bit like Wolfe settimg out to scale the Ceights
of Abraham. In fact I may very we'l stay behind ard write Gray's Elegy. But then 1
remember with pride the words of Jeneral Layfayette: "J'avais une grunch-, mais le
piant d'osuf la—DErgp " British readers, as yet unaquainted with the Bible of Av-
oidism, Price's 'In One Head and Out the Other' (Simon 4 Schuster '£1) may surmise
~t cach other with wild stures, until they learn about Clayton Slope..."He had do-
veloped the limp, repulsive handshake to & point of perfection seldom reuched by
eny of us today. He had a clever triok of saying any oonoecivable sentence so that
it sounded like, "I had one grunch but the eggplant over there." And for years he
had avoided changing his socks (he just put Sen-Sen in his shces)"

The next GRUNCH, the educational ocolumn, will feature 'Tucker.,Man or Zombie?

"You-see that man with cne head over there?"

3-f publishers have lemming blood, Lemmings amongst my readers may dispute this,
but how else do they explain the mass hysteria for changing 'zine cover-designs?
Curing the last year every major publication in the fisld has ultered its style, the¢
lstest being the 'Zine of Funtasy & S-F with the October issue. In my by-no-mcens
hunble opinion, the MoF&SF is the best for consistently excellcnt, well-writter mat-
erial, but to wash out a fifth ol & Bonestell super-scene with e distracting r.w
title-logo' and contents-blurb box’ for no appurcnt reusoNeeesvess

If these oover chunges are a desperate attempt to oatoh the fleeting publio eye,
the passing representative of what my editor (heh!) Mr. Harris has referred to as
‘the inchoate masses who ocan't read without moving their - 1ip:’, I'm all ready with
suggest ions for some really eye-catohing oovers. Most of then involve a large banner
heading, UNEXPURGATSED, stretohing apross the top of the 'zine, the title in vcry sm-
orint, and a drawing oombining as muoh sex and sadism as the police will allow...an)
thing as long as there's plenty of flesh and blood. The fans won't liko it, but who
cares about the fans! Wa've got to sell the 'sine to the publfo, and as long as the
stories are half-way good, they'll do. No reason why the-sovér should have any oconr-
ection with the qontents. e e '

Of course, after -buying the thing onoe the man-in-the-strast will probsbly avoid
doing it again...better ask Don Wollheim and the Avor people sbout. that...but you
can't have everything, and thora's plenty of mugs arcund.

"Miss Preedie...take an advertisement..,BXPERT WANTED...Brpert wanted to explain
flying saucer phenomena &g mass-hulluoination, spots in the eye, ball-lightning, loo.
wsather balloons, Verus, jet-smoke, meteors, .targcts, seeret-weapons, publioity hunt-
ing, blimps, airoraft flares, boyish trioks and reflactjons of headlights. Apply, et.
ote., Net that down and send it to the principal advertisemsnmt columns. That's all,
'Iigs Preedie, thank you....Miss Preediel MISS PRSEDIEI How many times have I got to
401l you o walk out of hors, by the door " -

Se— R A.VINg CLARKE,



CORONCON

2 THROUGH DARKEST ENGLAND
BURNING THE CANDLE AT BOTH ENDS
Walt Wilti

Halfway to the dock gate we were met by Dave Gardner who had been up since six aad 1
i

lost mo more time in celebrating Bea's arrival Yy presenting her with a compliment-
ary copy of the Liverpool group's newly published symposium SEX LND SsDISM. 3ea
gracefully accepted this bouquet of neuroses, opened it casually at one of the lewd-
est illustrations ever published in the fan press, and quickly closed it cgein, Shor
tly an enormous black car loomed up driven, appropriately enough, by vile huckster
Frank lilne of SFService. we found later, however, that it hadn't been “oughi with
the money bled from us poor fans but had merely been hired to tske hzlf tue peopulat-
ion of Liverpool to the Comvemntion. we all got in and strolled about the interior,
avoiding the dangerous overhanging slopes of SEX iND SaDIM, until ve arrived at a
sleazy cafeteria which was all Liverpool had to offer at this hour or e Loming.
Brealcfast was over and the waitress wos polishing the teble with e cirty ~og and a
black look, when Lric Frank Russcll made his emirmce. He stepped immedictely into
his naturel niche as life end soul of the party, greting Dea vith the rancals that
while in his writing career he had often szid what he wuld like to do to pro edit-
ors, he'd never imagined it could be a pleasure: ana procezdad thus outvrugsously to
gkate on the thin ice on the brink of bad taste w thout oncc putting his foot in it.
Larger than 1life and a great deal more interesting, he manages to set the standards
in any campany in which he finds himself, But at one point he took time ol from
goodhmmouredly insulting everyone present and warning Bea sgainst the Lon‘oners to
tell the plot of an as yet unpublished story. It was one of those warmly human short
stories of his which show Russell, beneath his bluff exterior, to be one of the most
sensitive writers in the sf field and he tld it = well that we &ll felt we only
needed to have learnei shorthand to be sure of a GALAXY cheque. Even the pmple at
an adjoining table stopped talking to listen ond when he had finished there was the
moment of silence which is the supreme tribtute to an artist,

After breakfast EFR drove us to Chester, passing through about ten feet of Tzles
just so Bea could say she'd 'done' it, then back to his house for a magnificent
lunch, and then down to the station where we said goodbye to the hospitchle Liver-
pudliens, It was a relief train and we had a carriage % ourselves for the vhole of
that golden joumey to london. We talked and laughed and sang the whole way, except
when wo were reminiscding nostalgically (already) about the trip round Irelenc, James
found the key of his room at Portballintrae which he'd forgotten © hmé in, and
carriod out an investiture of Bea with the mmber-plate as with the Legion of lfonour
not forgetting the most trivial detall of punctilio, amd, carried away, proposad to
her several more times. Next time she'll know to bring a suitcase of rejecciion slips

Shortly before the train got into Puston, where 'harris' wus to meet us, Jmes
filled his waterpistol and bLagm to hwm 'High Noon'; tut vhen we got out Chudk was
nowhere to be found. J mes suspected an ahuin nd begin to talk wildly of ercecting
berricades, tut I finally ran Chwsk to ezc'h ot the wrong platfom. Ee hod a zirl
with him whom we took to be his &istas: huwever 3¢ )ite tumed cut to be Rita Kroh-
ne whom as a friend of our idol Rechaxt Blosh w:'d bewn reedy tc woloome +ith opan

2d Addvw JoA1Jpauldua ayly uwj,
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arms. In the taxi we procc.ded to le% our old fiiend Giudk in on all wie fannish |
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ammpaense we'c had so much fur vi G i Ve trip mowe [roiona, wield o RIRTER ok
wat!the expression 'George' which poor Bes ned tuht us .3 actuxlly quite wogsé.,

In Milwaukee, aisconsin, here thgr are evicuatly maht uy to the minutes o tiese

mattars, George went out over a ycar s and had been superseded by oti.ar c::_)a*essionsr |

diH we can't ramember now, possibly becruse we couldn't feel the same cXiection for
tHed'as we had for the now digeradiied Geerge. Moumming the dear departew, we Ifinish-
od the joumey to the bonnington in sodar wileuce; than on to the wWhitc “foaz here
odr spirits were lifted by the wammth of the London Circle welcome.

{&Q'Conve:ntion next moming was due to start at llam, and we took care md 2 vaxd tg
a¥rive shortly afterwards so that in the event of its actually starting a1 time we
d be on hand to carry cut those who had fainted fram the ghodk, Bt &l w=s well
st &% 11,30 Ron Buckmaster was still asking everyone if they had seen thie microphone,
1Adently scueone, probably a Northemer, had tsken the mike out of the Convention
dlrealy. Someone suggested he should cell for its return over the P4 systan. -hile
the C-rmittee were mulling over this we all milled around to the strain of Stan Kent-
m records,
at 11,43 precisely Chai -man Fred Brown apologised for the delay. He offered no ex-
planation, and nohody expected one. He also arscunced the last mirmte cencellation of
the showing of 'Dastination Mean', due to the Jendon County Couacll's aneigyocted ob-

i

jection to tha stowing of iufiwwmAable 2Gum filp in wilicersed tacctres, mvidomtily thc
Govenment hail snesxed through the Cinamatograph sct of 1909 wi tout informing the
Oonvention Coznitize. ,

He also read a postcard from Peter Hamilton rcgretting that he migit not be able
bo be present. Since Peter wes actuzlly standing just under the Chalrmn's nose, TE
looked as if he had delivered the postcard himself to sae postagc. rred also ann-
amced the cancellation of the Junior Fanatics play, cdding rather tactlessly that
xmething better would be substituted. '

§ i v g
this, incidentally, was the first Comention I've been at where there wes & gpecial
aéem listed in the officizl pregramwe 2s tgrnownoements of unavoidable caciges®, A
h_se precaition, end one which I hepe poriencs a new era of more realistic programne
ﬁpoklets. Paerhaps we shall one d& have a rezily accurste printed progremue achedul-
1ng such normal fealures of the aversge Corventiocn as 'unavoidable delcy'!, 'breaxdowr

of PA system', 'oonfusion', 'collapse of Chairman', 'utter chaos' ard 'Conmittee
Wind drunk'.

After 21l this excitement we adjourmed for a nice restful lundh interval, during
fdch we watched Jaes and Chuck trying to trap one arother in a wildly revolving
%or, James and Chuck haring & running gunfight with waterpistols in Southharmpton
Bow, and a filn compeny shooting a crime melodrama in a side street. Jemes end Chudk
;:re much the best, we thought. Then back to the Bonnington for the introduction of

Hrestased Lo do was 'Tun over us quickly', and he hadn't even got a bigycle on his
pse to do it with. There was wam applause for Bea, and also for Chuc Earris at-
Yendinz his fi-st comrertion.

Twilliam F. Lemple taen 1od off the pro authors panel. He began by szying he was sup|

|
pteblaa. The lorndon Chairman was much gentler than Korshak, Bea and I agreed; all h* ‘
|

msed to speak awout the fubture of sciaice fiction, tut he never read the sufr hin¢

MIf a6 he dili't belicve it had any fibure whatsoever, Instead he weuld talic about
- Be frienis he ed z:de throigh sf. Be had o list here of 23 of them, 20 crosced out
fad the renainder tiyiiz to live dew che 11leo of 'The Toursided Triangle.' One of
Bean was Eonest Jobn Cox:ll, the weu i bad o-le more undeclered noney out of sf
Wan aryone efnze HoGodelis, we sooildn't poid Did w005 seaisst fed—-~he wock the
¥b-es & ristaie, biqguqiew Lhe 4ragqaplen Ao 4 wie palidl Tad had cone & long

Louotiess sug <Yy
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Moy mince then and he, Jemnic, Lot PO @S toing a Jong way. The seconc was G.Ken
hapman. rentasy wea still Ker's U ve, avart from beer, his favourite story
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being algemor Blackwod's 'e Ire¢ That The Log. wovea,  leferring o :&iis aniea-
rance, he saic he was very mucn of a niddle-man, having beaten wost of hi: conarm-
oraiies to the paunch, de elvey: thoudit of Ken Lan he heard Cibal i 'fin-u ic
Come' calling * ~r 'an ugly speciacle of waist.' .irally there wus crimu 2, Slocke,
the 'C' in n~hose name stoou of course for 'com', the same com we heu _icci for so
long. .rthur w2s one of those pecple vho know everytning, including the fret that
they kmow everything; though even Artnur had his moments of self doubt anc could be
sometimes heard saying to himeelf "I wonder if I'm really es goou as I know I an."
Of course we all lmew his books—-'the Exploitation of Space', 'fhe san .0 30ii
Moon' and so on. He had recently found some excuse to go to America again aad -os
now underwater fighing in Florida, engaged in suhmersive activities. After Lz exp-
erienco of editors and agents he shoulc be quite cupable of weeling with shexiks, In
fict Jample was sorry for the sharks.

the main defect of Terple as & Convention speaker, in fact come to ‘duini: o. it the
only defect, is that he doesn't like speaking (extraordinery in ore who <5:3 iz so
well) end insists on being put on early, witn the result tast everytnin- elsz is
somethingz of an enticlimax. However Tubb kept the standa high, gmiczlly zévencirg
the treory that the reeson for the bookshops being loaded with sf was trcti rnodoly
woull buy the stuff, aid disposing campetently of en inane irterruption ebeut lyin
saucers froc 2 cheracter called Burgess, who resembles nothing so much zg T:1 hop-
iro's conception of Ken Beile. (Other parallels which occurred to 3ez and m¢ weTe
2111 Taiple=robert Bloch, Peter Phillips=GO3mith, and Dave Cohen=Eenry .1=.ell, ir-
ericz wesn't seem to heve any equivalent to Norman Wansborouzh. )

Otner pros who spoke were John Brumer ("I predict a rosy future for sf—1I lave
some more stories in my crawer'), Vince Clarke ("as half autror of two bociks'), C.3.
Youd '\ 'No tire to read af"), and Fraw: Edwerd imola ("Baven't reaa anying ne. 3r
12 yezrs”). .poaveni.y miiciv in the fondon Circle reads enything it thar own i
stories, Camrell nzn 1oviial quist.ois and inevitably Spillene wes browi: un, &s
indeed he must be by enwine vin o csreitive stomach, Frenk Mlilne tool his conert-
unity and rose up {roz “ne bily ol wie :Huil % Tlvs & copy of SEX AND SADISK o Ca-
mell, who had been talling arvat it fur ten minutss without axving re.£ it. Soze-
one in the audience who had heara of sewuwrtics extied for a clear éefinition o7 'badf
~—a subject which might have kept everyone talking until well into the Superincon
hed not George iay got up ana disclosed thet difterant people hou differai: ideos
as to what good and bad were, Youd said It wasn't As Simple 4s That, It wes a (iff-
icult point, but he knew what it was when he saw it., Helen winnick said coyly ‘zhat
ahe hadn't read ths Spillane story in queation becsige none of her men friends -oul
leni it to her. an unidentified voice from the audience, who sounded like HYrvelock
Ellis, said that all forms of literuture were substitute activities for sew. How-
ever science fiction being more anstructive was, he stated astonishingly, nove
likely to produce an orgasm. Goaded by the Mystery Voice, Youd said szrcasticclly
that it st get a different thrill out of sf *han he did, end for no appzrent -~2a
gon tien went recklessly on record with the opinion that Bester's 'The Dexclichod
Man' was “Jist pjllane on a lower level". Fred Brown said he thought the Spillane
story in Faila™IC was 'jolly good' and he'd pay 35¢ for it any day, adeing egually
gratuj “cusly &at he wouldr't give tuppence for a Youd story. Someone in the aua-
ience "nen we orlv buew as Sidpvick and Jackson then said samething ina:dible in a
refinzd a:cat ~ni Carmell astzed him to speak up., Sidgwidk and Jackson, in a near
shout, then guntumsad WMot (hir gex life was sotisfactory (I almost left tha Con-

vention Jall wo sanl g coclesmam to srzucis Towner Laey) and resented the chasg:
that sf v29 a sulz. wv': 2 ivitr, Gurge Bay, otvisuzly deternined to @ one oot~
er thxr. avyundy, J7el.owl it srx itzolf wos a sabotiwnte activity. So, he edded
swecpingly, wis soliiice, Frozveding into even higher reolms of thoug.t he scid pro-| ™= |

foundly that it vwas a matter of opinion what was essential and what wes mo% esacnt~
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ial. /h~ ruman bein selects his effectivs ficle, 4e vondeved 4if he hod mido his [
point cle'r, : |

CUoviously oerturbed l-st the Cenvemtion spend the next Je . duys oriin . Lt.21f in
0 4 nervous bredao.n over wHal' sox coxla be ¢ substitut: fer, Cam -1l Lisvily clos
ed the discussion end inade 2 belstAd ivitroduction of mnotrer visitor fiux ancrice, e
Krs Sollieback of Seattle, ‘ash, iy Grolimmes peth:  inJay oo shy SRS T 4eilc
eay tnat in my opinion he wes actul ly weridns towsIus 2 very sownd & ol SRR A pL.o
powided ©y mother Leep hinker, nuae of momeaaien: in disat) et sCednreéfo 1 1 :.ccuseq‘l
Ken aulrer of aublimating his fan instinets i e voma, ) Lrs Sollieved. ©mz Seatt
le w23, Camell revezlea, a racver of N3F. Suitadly izpressed, ve ap-landad wammly,
However I an sorry to sey that lrs Sollieback seas to huve cdetected ¢ note of insir
cerity in our triwute, for in 2 leter publishea sinec in GYCerr's CETC 25 e rep-
orts taet “tna I 2F is not vopulur (mor~ the fais here. Presunoly ve ‘should have
bowed our nezds tnd stodw in silent tribute to the nedle orgarisation, iz the
.British representative over its grave.

Camcll then made the first publi¢ mention of the Fumd that hau been stizied by an
kericon far froup tc bring a certain English fan to the Philoon. The f= i- Tizstian
bad been unzdls to 2 zfter all and Don rord and the Cincipnati zouy' 2L sumardasls;

f=]
thrown thz offer open to any otner British fan we chose who could Ngk Aavine %6 pay
» =
B

,L.i;UuiuJ ATUdO 9d, 94,

4
St of U2 sestrhimselfs fam:ll didn’t disclose the Znglish fai's mzqr v I Sca
o L&r™ 3% s:vinceit.das No Py Ashficld, vho hasn't been active ir Ta-is- Tar pitcl_ |
a viiz cit “fo has owidatly xept up his correspondeice vi th his f=iiv_ _cr -nri. | _.
tFor mer: aout the Fund nlezse see inside bacover. ) e~
After nis came th: olgy ty the Junior Funatics, the Comritice wvidenil: naving &
been unztlz %o get something ovetter after all, She proaucticr suficrec soxmetliz: froc!”

under-rchzizrszl, the hare living irn Lancaster ani the hieroins rgnoliiiend

YL o=
DeiwWier Z=inj very sironz veaices, and it rataer lecked e toligh and brillieance we
heve all coze to associcte with Seventn Fendozm. There wore -lso sane 3liit éiffio-
ulties at first due to them naving forgotien their own linec aut wth 2 fine

0oy

FRee: “loid & g E_Dlrlt o
of oo-operzticn they soon overcuare thics Tt Tecing caca ciner's. : §
new fan called Shirl.y Xzrriost wro loaks like 5 orumet. - i OF "
has the smme first nen: too, tut I'= +7raid I Levir fouri Howv —aes -
emblance went thes: younger Sans Xgop Very uch togetaer @ma aqi't mix A us =
has-3'Fs, <

S
Dave Coax Icllovwed with an zadress or wiat wis wrong vilh tas lerder. Sizels ma P
WaB sc comyincing that ieg farrie chrIadiMEE Lencor. Jivel. paSs el Ua foss one [T |
efors B 235d eves FUVSeRe. e 0f ol s 2GS ZTINAS Vi3 ALt s lent ooz dldntte
suprors %ae last Lzncen zn. in nics speich of rowittel 3rewm proopily —-ut 2is oot in 2
it rgnt up % thc neck by saying he dian't lmow zbout mile e Sien m e Tt L
londen Cenvantion ned been virtuzlly knee-cCeep in Manan trocragmde, %his 25 = une )
fortunate dofernce, banteliffe asked with Coceptive politeress wetnar Trovw Lin't e
seen thec rnotices. 3rown pulled the grourd in an top of niz oy siyirs, o cr=2uily; i
that hs hadn't ‘beea uz to the .Lite Horse much curing th:t 2S00, SEY-0E L E _—a:;r.n-'g
tly point=2d cut thzt the notices in guestion had been in tne Corvertion =231 zid -
tat Northem speaxers there hzad publicly asked for support zrd been glva: to under-jo
ftend thay would get it. Angry murmmrings from Northemers in the audianice crnfimetl.
this.At this point Bert Camptell ceme in and poured oil on tne uming Tatens. = &
&pologised for veing late, he caid disamingly,but hc had been Up untl “our in the- | |
Bming diccussing sex with scme visitors from the United States. re Yorlnimers, P
l_:g vent on,; couldn't cxpect celebritics to @me to their Conventior. \":2il, I'z a .
calebrity, =ren't I?") unleas tiy nmade it attractive and puclicisec it Ginsesle. e
further erde:red hizmsclf to liorthem fandom b7 pointing out 0w <1l the: icedomsws |

pablicis:z: their cormverticns, (I reoamberes ths
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I kno: rhere 1t was.) You oouldn't @ wmong, said Campbell Withely; if you .ollowwd
the London Circle, They didn't just stidk emething an the wall in th hoo: someone
would notice it, Fred Frowm rubbed salt into the wund3 by saying trhat o lenon
Circle didn't have to pay Anything at ell for their publioity. (One wendered - .cther
this memi the Manocon Committee ocould also expect free advertsing in FE' #ORILS,

SCINCE FANTASY and AUTHENTIC.) is illustrations of their ingemudty he instmcea thel.

fect that they wrote to Eade Comice (apparently without result) and desigued a most-
er for = shoving of WiR OF THE WORLDS (which was not accepted). COnc f:1t his erammes
could have bezen better chosen.
uring the tea interval which followed coples were handed out of the Eerris/Slater
'Looniecon' oneshot, a supremely funnish production. I seam to have spent the reat
of the Comvention expleining regretfully thet I had nothing hutsocver to do -ith it
anc 2t it came as 2 complete survrisc to me. ' '
e e [To_BZ CONTINUED, PROGABLY) = -— -
~'The trouble it Hovard Iro=m is thut he just docan't 1iks science fictior.”

SCIENC- FANTASY NEwS will ceasc publication with wi¢ cominz iscae. In '
NE\X/S its place Ving Clarke will take over responsibility for pcrt of FYPEEN.
ol The REODOMAGNETIC DIGEST has suspended publication.
¢red L.3mith of 613 Gt,Western Rd., Glasgow .2 announces a new printed famaz o be
called HAIMOGLOBIN (presumably from the Scots song "foemin' naemoglebin, on the bon-
nie banks o' Clyde"). They propose to pay for material at the rate of .l nur thous-
and words, I thought Smith waan't & Scottish nanme.

One of the projected items on tne Supermancon progrem is that Bert Campoell should
e put on trial for his 'bloody provincials' remark amd other cepitsl ch riec. Jert
is said to hegve sgreed. Ted Tubb IL;U. defend. Eric Bentcliffe has resigncl frown e
Supermancon Committee. Deve Cohen is the new Secretary. Horry Mumer (&  illew Zank,
Church Lane, koston, Manchester 9) is o/c publicity, ]

Colin Michael Parsons, 31 Benwood Court, Sutton, Surrey, announces a ncw reliilith
fanmag called (provisionelly) AMAZINE. Photolith cover "not unlike the non-~colour
pictures by Bonestell in 'Conquest of Space.® Uh-huh,

a5 QUaTERMASS EXPERIMENT, the BBC's outstaending tv sf serial, is to o sebrvice-
cast same time this wWinter as a complete play.

F.RI ic folding, Pct¢ Taylor will publish a Londorn Circle ianmcg.

Tvo more nominetions have been received since the article opposite vz viitiz——
both for Ken 3later. Minencial report on the Funa next issue.

3ob Shaw has made his first sale, to NEHJLA,

Lee Hoffman is producing a Third Anniversary Issue of QU:NDRY.

Jogers has hed a cover rejected by Johr i.Campbell.

Sam Merwin is the new Assistant “ditor of GALAXY.

¥LASH! Denness Morton is not & 70year old spinster,

In rcsponse to humorous requests Oblique House Publications announce a atartling_m
innovation for their winter publishing cchedule., watch out for the s?ef_ilﬂ Scm“"““
FICTION ISSUE of 'Hyhen'l ivery article in this revolutionary issuc will bs davoted
to science fiction! among the features will be o scholarly review of the _(Bc;uobe? aSF
by noted bildliophile Charles X, Harris entitled HE LECLINE OF .i3IOUNDING . gingle.

sentence from this monograph will suffice to show its high stana.rd of literary crity.

icism... " James white! unspeakablec foulness festering on the fringes of fandom!’

=130 scheduled for publication this winter are Rich Elsberry's Philecon rcnor: and
Bea Mahaffey's imprcasions of Inglish fmdom, and Shawillis's THE ENG..NIZZ FLIC-
ATOR,

-1l previous issucs of LY'HIN ang LLXT are out of prrint,

121 pa13113s mou §, %],
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“admowledguments for the name "Beacon” aré due to Shelby Vi SNy
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"My advice to you," he said, "you cringing r—

)gs l'\ \ ey W neofan without the courage of any Seventh fan| !

J-J J ! =ed . a5 to sit. do'm. at that new Syner .of |

: yours, Adrink a -lass of whiskov, bteat on your

] - SO breust a few times, amd .rite the first 2000
CHU(,K I *\L*“'ﬂ\b worda that come into your head about the .

things you dislike most in sf ard fandom." |

This is typical Willis cunning. He knows perfectly well that my Dad runs the |

docal Temperance Guild, amd he deliberately omits to mention which breast I _... ..

Bhould beat..... still, if that's the way 'Harps' get written, I'm quite willing

®0 have a go. I shall becat both breasts, but if I finish up as en .lcoholic. ;

nymous, remember it was Willis who made a fannish martyr out of me. :

I don't really know that I can write 2000 words about my Black List.. Apart 1

|

I

-l

#rom the Nev. Calvin Thomas Beck, Fd Wood, Eva Firestone, Derek Pickles, Brian
burgess, John Puscsecll Fearn, Howard Browne, Ray Palmer, Ken BeAle, Kay Tarrant,

Ir. E.E. Snmith e D sepert Campbell, DeveCohen, Howeard, ifzobd sher,. »kan Herdersor.
G.M. Car», Mrs. Neliis Seollieback, Richamd Shaver, Micheal Spillane, FPhilip-Duerr,,
(who ow:2s me half = crown); Yr oand Mrs Rog Phillips, Mr. Zif¥, Mr. .Davis, Vivian,w
ven Darm, 3ill Vcnable, =. 5. Zvans, Tne Medway Mcob, The Muinchester Group, - Caot. if,
Blater, ('.vhv:n he'e writing faicine rsviawz), John Gmm, ard the whole of Seventh

UK than they ame in the States,
g R\Z is one of my betest noires, and it's ~ sort of fannish custom to cruc1f‘§f"‘
him before cg2t<ing 3cwn to the hoi-polloi. The Snaver lystery is the usual reasonc
=-and I s2¢ no point in getting 2l) original and thinking up something else. .. At
g distance he szems quite a nice guy, but every time you pick up his zine, -there;
he is ynkking away cbout deros 2gain. Sometimes I even think that he actually !
believes in them. The last time I read OTHER WORLDS he was carrying on zbout - |
tiow 'he =ven goes to the Caves' in search of plots. He 'listens for Voices.' |
?rom RAP's usuzl style, I would have thought the boudoir was more of his stamp~ |
ng grourd. . ) I.

Tre lcgical thing to do here would be dismember Lemuria amd Dick Shaver.The|
hell with it, --- 1'd much rather write about somebody who's going to read my “
stuff afterwvords. There's always @ chance of goading them into VWriting a Letter
fo The Hlitor.

{ snink 3ecle is.on, the subseniptienslist. If net,; perhapswe: can. send shim
an uncora) imentony cobie. [Lnce upen: a..timesde- useds to, try tor imphess: us. by«
£alling himself The Rev Culvin Thom~s Beck, but either he's been unfrocked ard
€ast cut into the wilderness, or else he's got nll democratic enoush to drop-the'
namdle. lle writes o mediocre column for ASFO. His news is usuclly history, his)
f‘orec*sts are ol I o o o diedadsy wiCOTect.40 @aspresenty he Y: Lryine stos peddle -his |
bramd of Xticnity te fondom, andorganise an anti-Catholic crusade. P -‘

Nex+t ' il =y

PloiGs Dq\«'s eonce r\“"'?r‘*d some valuable advice to Dva Firestone. In the letter
bolumn of "Incinerutions“he said, "Eva, don't be so goddam sincere.".Unfortunate
ply, she ignored hin. . W™ o :

Burgess..... is, I think, part of my fates. He is also a serious. constructe-
lve fan, and wears a cloth cap to show that he belongs to the proleteriat. He
Teads Good Books ard political autobiographies in the intervals betiween prozines, |

IFardom er., DA,y EasE el Ty Lt 0, S o 4O Phan cBhese . Iothimk Tilike-almest :
EVETTROA T el 52 SXkn, el Y L5, Gl Toc Sed phisod. s ;‘:’, ]
Netmnlly, s@th ofren . spall distleilsdthls T .cantt sspend wach sime,.on.eagh !f_"_’g
personzlity. esiles, th= laws ecbout libel and slarder are far stricter.in.the (o !
.'1 ’

!

‘n
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ard he scld me a SLANT.1 & the Boncon.
bookseller.
Ceoy.

Burgess is even lower than-a orofzesicna’
Trusting fool that I am, I believed him when he saidi it was a Mint

I 5214 nim Sd,--- the full cover price---and didn't bother to examine the
magazine. After all the excitement had died dcvm, ard Bea haj fled to Irance, I
looked through the mag before filing it away in my collection. Thare, halfway
dovn Page 5, was the biggest, dirtiest, damn thumbprint I've yet seen. BURGESS,
YOU TOLD »E T=AT WAS A MINT COPY.

" That' s not the only reason you're on the list though. You remember when we
held the first BRE type smokefilled room in 146, (amd nyaaaaaaah to the Northern
Rustics who boast that their room was amolier or earlier than ours),? It was a °
nice sociable little crowd, and everyone was on their best behavicur because Bea,
Rita Krohne, and Jesse Floyd were there, and we all wanted to give them a. goaod
impressicn of Anglofardom. Burgess, why couldn't you make whcopee guietly with
trat thimblefull of sherry amd water that you were si inping? Haven't ycu any
decent furdamental instincts? Vhatever possessed you to start talking about
science-fiction of all things, when everyone else was happily telling dirty jokes
or quietly discussing sex.

Vivian Van Damm i3 recally only a frlnge fan. He is producer at the Windmill
Theatre near Piccadilly Circus. This is a nonstop revue amd burlesque house
whose motto is, "We Never Closed". This refers to the way they kept open right
through the blitz, when every other theatfe in London closed down. One of these
days the Hays Office of the theatrical world is going to push Vivian's motto
right down his throat.

The piece de resistance of the current show is a scene with a fantasy blas,
in which a beautiful nude virgin, (or so it says in the programme), is sacrificed
to Ghuecr some other pagan ghod. Naturally, as a Tan, I wes intzsrestad in all
this. It's the sort of newsy item I could use in & column somewhere. I'm not a
regular patron of girlie-shows, --- especially when the admission tick:t costs
14/-, --->ut I thought this would be really regular fanning in just the sane wey
as stencil cutting is, so I went.

It's 2 very sm2ll place. There are only about 200 sea*s downstairs, ard
whole lot ~re all ot the same price. The client:=le is exclusively ruzle, ond
complately unintercsted in conjurors, trick-cyclists cr anytring else.except thne
dancing-zirls. DIveryone seems to suffer from astigmatism, arnd trhe manzgement
hove barred telescopes and bincculars. Consequently, all of th: cus‘omers are
determined that they will sit in the first two rows or die in the attempt. The
performances are continuous from noon to midnight, and are punctuated & glorious
informal game of Musical Chairs. Climbing over the scats is strictly forbidden
by another house-rule. The usual procedure is to take any seat, no matter how
far back it is, just as long as it's on the aisle. Then, when som=body ahead
of you leaves his seat, you quit yours ard rush to take his. If you're a-slow-
poke, ard somebody beats you to it, you find that somebody even farther back has
taken your original seat, and you get stuck in the centre, and have to start oll
over again. /Llso, the other customers amd even the resident comedian, are liablc
to make crude remarks about your state of health.

(You may ask what all this has to do with . That would be a very "
pertinent question, and one that I would rather not answer. I can orly.suggest
that if you are really more interosted in science fiction than in girlie shows, .
you ask %illis for your ninepence back, and take Operation Fantast or some other
high-class frnzine in future.)

I got to the third row in 20 minutes, polished my glasses 2nd settled down
to watch the show. It was all unfannish stuff, -- just dancing, end living
statues, but I stayed awake because I didnt want to miss the sacrifice thing.

-r .
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It waa o swirdle.

This blonde girl w~s sprecd-e~gled on the alter in front of a volcano whilst' | !
a gang of wenches wearing G-strings and great big smiles dancad ~ Polymesian
fertility rite. The High Priest was in the centre of them doing a sort of sword
Bance with an Army surplus machete. After about five minutes of this stuff, the
archestra hotted it up, and the Priest bloke started weving his chopper over the
hll_:rde. This was really something, --- she looked as scared as a Bergey cover
girl, amd you could see that any minute now he was going to chop her open right
Aown the middle. He began spinning around as if he was the late H.G.¥ells .~
girding out sbout Astron Del Martia, and throwing the blade in the air. He
always managed to catch it just before it went in the girl's tummy, but it was [
pretty exciting. The orchestra cut out except for a long low rumble on the drums '
B4a)) the other girls fell down, the priest grabbed hold of the machete and very
Blowly raised it above his head. He gcts right up on his toes and then, just as |
the dissection should get started, Vivian ven Dermn brings dovm the curtain. I
tell you, I was never so disappointed in all my lire. Darn you too Van Damm.

Lots of the other people on my list aren't worth telidng about. It just
dan't worth re-hashing Spillane or complaining about the way Doc Snith's heriones
ramoin so irritatingly chaste throughout the whole eight volumes. 3But briefly,
Fra. Sollieback seemed patronising, G.M €arr likes McCorthy. Frobisher 1is
wercenary, and Ken Sleter cclled "Yynhen" a frothy fanzine. John Gunn had the
nerve to publish an Anglofandom directory that didn't even mention me. Dave
Cohen associztes with Vargo Statten, ard Phillip Duerr never paid me for & prozin
e that I let him have on tick. Seventh Fandom look ridiculously self-conscious ;-
18 their first long trousers, ard Bill Venable plagiarises from Stephen Leacock. -
(Don't worry Bill, --- I disliked the original "™fhat I kmow about the Cow" too.) |

¥illis is an egoboo manisc with delusions cbout putting "Hyphen" on & month ;S
<ly schedule. He spends most of his time nattering about how unenthusiestic I amys
smd if you dare criticise him, he accuses you of race prejudice. Is it my fault "
gd's & dirty Orangeman? Occasionally he seems almost tolerable, but I have
porays fourd that the most attractive thing about him is Mzdeleine. In fact,
fuwoker, Keasler, Ving, and I, are starting o Madeleine Willis Fan Club. I'm |
arreid membership will be restricted, -- Bloch will definitely be barred. After
all, ---- Gentlemen prefer blondes. Walter Alexarder is the exception that
proves the rule.
- I think that must be around 2000 words, -- the urmentionables will probably
‘@ep until next issue. If they don't,..... well, I can always review fanzines.

Before I finish though, I want to make one thing perfectly clear. I don't
vant you to came fawning around me, and buying me becrs, Jjust because your name
Ign't on the list. That is just an incomplecte list. Perhaps you're one of the

eaded nonentities whose names escape me for the moment. Possibly 1 shall
tblish a supplement sometimGe..... providing I can finrd a publisher.

Anyone like to secede with me to found Eighth Fandom?

£ 1127 1
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5 Uy Pudlic. In future My work will appear under the Byline of Chuch Earris. I am
Bt regponsible for the efforts of the New York Harris or of the Medway Eerris or eny
W8 the other HBarris's tvho sccm to be springihg up underfoct. I definitely do not draw | '
mgrms of reaction moters or publish a hectced fanzine. Please ao not even mention | |
these people to me, they are Vandals, Philistines, and dlots on the fapily escrtanecn,
"xigt on the gamine article (neamc of me.)
Signed,
Cmuch (the old criginal) iarris
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The fon ran untit his mouth was filled with thick salt saliva, ran until he felt thot to
run on was to die. But he knew only too well that to stop was surely to aie.

Somewhere in the darkness behind him a rifle cracked, but the ongry slug come
nowhere near him. Nonetheless, a feeling of dread settled on the fon---they were really
getermined to get him if they were using one of the earth’'s few remaining firearms.

Ponting heavily he sped through the norrow olleys thaot separated the squore
one-storey buildings of New London. He slowed down to poss o lighted doorway.
straining his ears for the sound of enemies

Creck--click--swish--creak--click--swish,

Good Ghu, thought the fan, ostounded: a duplicator! Somebody inside the yellow limned
doorway was using a duper! He stood for a moment undecided. There was something wrong
somewhere---nobody had followed fon pursuits so openly since the greot massacre in '63.
Again, the rifle cracked, and this time the fon heard the vicious whine of a speeding
slug. He stoggered through the door.

Strong arms cought him os he fell ond a few seconds later with gentle firmness o cup
of hot teo was applied to his lips. He drank deaply, noting as his vision cleared that
someone had closed the door and drawn o] curtain over it
There were three men ond two women in the smallish room, in the centre of which stood a
toble carrying a duplicator and untidy heaps of paper.

L

“"Are...are you tons?" ne gasped, feeling the strength return to his body.

"Yes., of course we are,” answered one of the men. “¥hat on earth has happened to gou?"

SFAN: Bob Shaw



"The VYorld Stability Corps cought me spelling 'quandary’ without the second ‘a’. I did it
without thinking," he added. The lean man who had first spoken looked puzzled.

"But why would they hunt you for that?”

"Hove you never heard of Quandry?” asked the fan, fighting down a surge of pure
panic. Too late he noticed the prints depicting tramcars that were hung here and
there on the wall. There waos a subtle charge in the expressions of the five listeners.
The fan stood up to move to the door.

“Get him,” somebody whispered. “He's not a trolley—car fan. "I think he's o science fiction
f‘_m_!"

As they closed in on him the fon made a ‘desperate attempt to break away. but the
hard chose hod sapped his strength and they held him with ease. A crushing blow !anded
on his skull. As the mists of oblivion closed- oround him the faon just had time to see
that he had been struck with a chrcrium-—plated trolleghecd.

Even before the fan cpened his eyes he knew he was in the arena.

The bestiai screaming of the death—hungry crowd, the smell of blood aond sond, and
the despairing-cries of those unlucky enough to iose their bottle vere things he
would like to have forgotten, but never had. Too often he had had to watch his
friends---fans that hod been ciscocvered-—--torn to pieces in orutai organised combat.

Yhen the thirc worid wor hac finally come it had been the last straw as far os the mon
in the street was concerned. In spite of the fact that scientific defences nod
recuced the toli to one fifth of the world's population, science was taboo. 7o invent
nad tecome a crime punishable by c2ath. The world turnec its back on science and its
pct of gold thct iay ot the end of a rainbow coloured by atomic fires ond human

ticod. The human race wos oniy too glad to sink down into semi-savogery....ail except
the fans.

They too hac nc cesire Lo be blown to tiny pieces but, being fans, they were unable
to conceive of o worid that was not working its woy, however precariously,
towards the stars. So they rallied and begon to campaign ogainst the burning of the
books, not to say the scientists.

They fannec harder than ever, inspirec by the fact that for the first time fandom
reacily hac a purpose. So intense did their efforts become that the aggrieved popuioce
ra.ied in return. Their oction wcs more decisive than that of the fans.

In 1983 they kiiled every fon on whom they could lay their nands.

A few fans remainec, however. These fans carried on their activities in secret. out
evaery now anc again one was caught---just as £cgo~ had been.

He lay very still for o moment knowing fuli well that nis doys of secret mimeo cranking
were over. [hen ne sat up. He was aiche in a bore concrete celi except for a huge
guarc in heavy crmour who stood near the door. Through the rough dpening he could
sec a section of the arena ficor. He didn't get time to ook at it closely for, as soon
as ne hac perceivec that Sdgar wes awoke, the quard caugnt his arm ancd propeiled him
out into the open.

Page L SFAN: Bebk Show



A decfening roor went up from the crowded tiers of spectotors. 0azed and still weok
ond sick Eagor wos pushed out to the centre of the suniit circle : of yeliow sond. His

lips moved in silent prayer 0s he wos mode to kneel before the box containing the
chiefs of the Vorld Stability Corps.

“Ghu help me, ond may the spirits of Ackerman ond Tucker, Viilig ond Hoffmon,
Slater ang Clorke lend strength to my silp-sheeting orm.” Vith the time-honoured
words on his lips the fan turned to Fface his opponent, whose entry hod been
announced by yet another roar from the crowd.

He knew from his first —glance that his defeat was certain, for his opponent wvos
eoslly six feet three as compored to Edgar's five six. Furthermore,the glont was armed
and clod in the bright ormour of the Free Americon Peoce Army. The letters FAPA
emblazoned on his chest seemed to strike o responsive chord in Edgor's -mind, but |
this wvas no time for futile brain searching. Vith blind couroge he tightened his grip
on the short sword that had been thrust into his hond and odvanced on the giant.

Yith contemptuous ease the other brushed aside his feeble sword thrust and In o second
hod Edgar disormed ond helpless on tha ground. As the giant knelt on his chest with nis
sword raised, he tensed for the final ogony thot would be his exit from fandom. :

“VYhen I bring this sword down give a screom,” a soft voice said. Eagaor opened his
eyes, numb with surprise. He sow with wonderment thot aotop the other’'s goiden
neimet a smail propelior shivered ond spun.

"My name is James White...yes, the Jomes White.

I have come to rescue you,the last fon in r \

Englondg, ond transport you to New Fandom.”
"But the fons ore oll deod,” stommered Edgor.

"Nonsense, VYillis ond Hoffman aona the others

fan on yet---every fon you thought wos
killed in this orena is with them.”

Edgor fainted, ond the crowd gave a noisy,
shugdering signh  of ecstasy asthe golden
sword glittered on its downsweep.

A few seconds lIater the last fon in Englond,
bathed in red mimeo inNkK, was On his woy to
New Foncgom, hidden deep in the Okefenokee
Swamp.,

THEN, 1N THe FuULNESS OF Timg
\_ | swaw ratee o FAPA,

E TR S S S S S S S S SIS S SIS =SS S SIS S E S E ST S SRS S S S SCS S S SSSSSSSSSSSSSESSSSZISESESSSIE=S
It is o proud and lonely thing to be a fan. ~-Ken BaAle: Hyphen 2 .
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THANKS To Mike Gorro, Gary Forber, Moshe Feder, Greg Pickersgill, Chris Priest, Ted
vhite, Tom Perry, Dan Steffan, Terry & Corol Carr, Joe Siclori, Joni Stopa. Stu Shiffmon,
Jorry Koufman ond Suzarva Tompkins, Bob Lichtman, Rob Jockson, Gary UOsindorfar, rich
; brown, Avedon Carol, Arnie Katz, Terry Hill & Ban 2uhl for tha lights in their windows.
© To Terry Hughes for commissioning James White's elegaic Exorcists of IF, possibly still the
 greatest piece of faanfiction ever written, and Ancy Perter and Terry Jeevas for
previously reprinting it. ( This version is slichtly revised.)
To Richard Bargervn for a naw life. :
To Patrick & Terasa Nielsen Hayden for the vital ingredient so long missing frow fandom,
the catalyst NMa. Their TAFF visit wes os if Vince Clarke hod visited me in 1950,
brunnging The Epicentra with him. 8 To Alon Sugor for bringing into fon publishing the
sense of wonder missing from science fiction. To Eric Moyer for Bubylon IF, and to Brian
Eorl Brown for first printing it.( Coma back, Eric, ve miss you.) § To Terry Hill for Atom's
Go For Your Goon (Microwave 5). And most recently to DOavid Hartwo!l for Age of Vonuers,
vonderfully perceptiva about both sf and fandom. (Happy Anniversories).
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A large ond vulgorly ostentotious stotion wogon with the name of o locol estote ogent
amblazoned on its flonks pulled in and parked outside the gorden gate of 170 Upper
Newtownards Road, Belfost. Vithin o few minutes the Viilis MG, the Chorters Morris Minor
and the White Fiot, which happened to be red, pulled in behind him. The estote agent
introduced himse!f to the three orivers, then pausec while four Saracen ormoured cors

whined past in Iow geor.
===:n::::s:s::zz::::z:s:==:n::::i:i:sas:a:::x:::::::::::a:z:::-s::::::::-xa::::a
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"It was very good of you to come,” he went on quickly, when they could heor themsslves
think agaln. "I know there should be five of you, but Mr Show has moved with his famlily
to Englond ond Mr Berry recently ratired from the police fingerprint department to do
the some. But I hope thot you three, Mr Villis as o former tenant of 170. ond Mr
Chorters as frequent visitors to the ploce, will be able to help me. You're my last
hope, in foct."

“You weren't very Iinformative on the phone,” said Valter. ‘Whot exactly is your
problem?"

“"And if we're your last hope.” said Jomes, "who or what did you try first?"”

“I....1 coulan't go Into details on the ‘phone." the estate ogent repiled nervously. “And
the firgt parson I tried wos Father Mollon from the chopel down the rood.

"I know of himl" Jomes broke in. “He's o member of the British Interplonetory Society
ond he’'s got o private pilot's licenca ond a 12-inch reflector on the presbytery roof

vhich the Army thought at first wos o SAM 7 missile system ond, although he doesn't
read sf, he's o very---"

“Vell,"” said George, "“nobody's perfect.”

The ogant gesturea towaords the three-story red-brick building which wos 170, then went
30, "I told him ocbout the voices and...other manifestations, and he ogreed to visit the
house for a preliminory reconnaissance prior to briefing himself on exorcism procedures.
But he coulan't do onything. Apparently the bell, book ond condle bit works only ogainst
monifestations of evil, and these particulars were noisy, hyperactive and almost palpabie
but not, so far as he could ascertain, evil.

“Yhen he left he was talking theology., 1 think,” the ogent went on, "ond he said
something obout the questionable efficacy of a Holy Vater sprinkier against an Opponent
ormed with o spectral water pistol.”

Yalter ond I looked ot James. who tried to look innocent.

"Anyway.” said the ogent, "“he agreed that there was something there all rignt, but he
said he couldn't get into the spirit of the thing."”

“A priest.” said Jomes solemnly, “could get himself excommunicated for o pun like that.”

"Please be serious., gentlemen. the agent went on. "Peopie, potential tenants or buyers,
even I myself, have neard tne laughing ond shouting ond thumping noises. But I nhave
never been to make out what the voices are saying or shouting. There has always been
something strange obout that house since you left it, Mr Vitlis, and since the Troubles
started it nos become steadily worse. It's a good, well-built house, but nobody will live
in it for more thon a week. That is why I contocted you, gentiemen. I hopea that you
cculd go or suggest something that will rid me of these awful ghosts.”

Valter inclined his head, but he was looking ot the well remembered house os he soid,
"Va'll do what we con, of course. May I have the keys?"

“hey left the ogent pacing the pavement alongside their cars, where he wopld be able to
reagsure the Army patrols who might otherwise decide that their vehicles were possible
car bombs aond blow them up, and went through the garden gate and up three steps to
the lawn. The gate still creaked aond the lown was covered with the same irregular
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patches of clover ond/or shomrock, ond the distoant clottering of on observation
helicopter merged with the buzzing of insects both octual and spectral.

"It all comes bock, doesn't it?" said Valter.

The voices from the past were saying things like “Let's
not collate toody---we con discuss brood matters of
policy and get sunburned’ and “I'd rather lie on
shamrock thon real rock, which is why I like champagne
too” ond “"Nonsense, George, shamrock only grows on
Cathotic fawns” ong “¥ell, I'm not one to worry over
trefoils.”

Yalter said, "Let's go round the bock.”

It was much quieter in the back yard. A gnostly
Bonestell-type spaceship towered all of 8% inches above
the tiles while the misty figures of on impossibly young
Yaoiter, Bob ond Jomes ond o slightly less elderly George

Charters crouched over it, discussing a technical
problem. <uneTel?

According to the youthful ghostly Jomes, who even then had been o lopsed member of
the British Interpionetary Society, the trouble lay in the fact that his balsa wood
spaceship weighed 3/4 ounce while its motor developed a maximum pre-Brennschiuss
thrust of only nhalf on ounce, which coused the thing to just sit there hissing and
straining upwaoros. The answer which hod been worked out was one of breathtaking
simplicity. A length of thread had been attoched to the vehicle's nose cone, and passed
over the Viliis clothesline; a small bunch of keys---weighing just under 3/4 ounce---was
tied to the other end. Phrases like “It's an old trick but it might just work" and "It
beots the Dean Orive” hung in the oir.

"Pity.,” said the contemporory James, “"there weren't more clothesiines in the Ilunar
Insertion orbit.”

They paossed through the oblivious figures ond into the kitchen before the phantom
spaceship took off and set fire to the spectral ciothesline.

"Surely,” said Valter, "you were never thaot skinny, Jaomes. But you, George. haven't
changed a bit. You must have been born old ond venerable.”

“Not true.,” soid George, "I got like this in primory
school, from corrying little girls' tablets of stone home
for them. That's why I had to give up work on tne
pyramids.”

The remembered smell as they entered the kitchen was a
culinary effluvium describable only by Ray Brodbury in
his homespun period, and the aqir was made even thicker
by conversation like..."] hate to see you slaving over
hot dishes, Modeleine, con I give you a nhand?"’ and "Go
sit in the front room, Horris, you're not going to
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slaver over my c¢isnh.” ana "farmhouse soup clogs water pistols” and "It hoppens to be a
ciobetic apple tcrt riddled with visucily loothsome masses of undissolved Saccharin® and
"Sorry, we're frash out of eyes of mewt” ord "No rmawts are good newts.”

They shuddered In unison ond moved into the dining room where o ghostly double-dished
ant fixture---which Peggy White hod once called o condle-Bra---shea o warm effuigence
{light having olready been used in this sentence) on a Jdining table groaning with good
/:qugs and bad puns provided, respectively, by Madeleine ond all the fons who had
“wvisited Oblique House over the gyeors-—--Lee Hoffman, Vince Clarke, Ken Bulmer, Chuck
Hooris, Mal Ashworth, both lan McAulays
—-ard dozens of others.

The noislast spectre of the ot wos Chuck, who ot thot time had
recently gone completely deaf ond had not yet leorned to
modulate h's voice properly. He kept shouting for everyone to
write It down because he couldn't lipread Irish accents, then
surreptitiously pocketing the scraps of poper for use in his
monumental fan work Through Dorkest Ireland Vith Knife, fork and
Spoon. The lzmnest and hungriest ghost was that of Bob Shaw,
who complainad o having hollow bones and a fifth-dimensicnal

jokn‘EDcr‘V‘j L.

"Yes, I dig try the gingerbread: ciu found 1t not
g-ilty” they were saying, ond “Norody asked me if I
~onted o seventh cup of teo" and “Why do English
ci0p'a speok English with that terridle Engiish accent?”
cnd “Vhite lions running down the micdle of the rooo
mean it's o mane rood’ ond “Ve're usira grief-proof
cper next issue”’ ond “Ve'li agss:mvle the mag on the
¢'ning room table ond invite peonle to « small collation”
~d "People laugh ot the funniest thinns.”

o

A

In the front rocr o ghostly John Berry, on tiptoe ona with his
orms flapping un ond down like a pterodactyl. wos describing the
preliminaries to lovemaking in his house. The idea was to disploy
one's ardour, physical fitness and aerodynaomic control by
launching onese 'f c¢”f the top of the wordrobe to make o semi-
crash landing into tre eager arms of one’'s mote. All that wos
required was 3 fiot-topred warorobe, o solidly sprung bed and o
steady diet of wcler-cress.

In o series of temporal overlays the other fannish conversations ond incidents
croceeded over ond oround the flopping figure of John, including one involving George
surrounded by exploding fireworks, o box of which ne hod inodvertently ignited with the
ssn from his cigorette. The other occupants of the room hod hurriedly evacuated the
arca ond were wotching from the lawn, Sut George had been troppec by the Villis settee,
wvhose upholstery wos as soft and yielding os quicksand....

"Surrounded by all those sparks and glowing balls,” said Vaiter, “You looked like o Virgil
Finlay illo, Gaorge."”

"And if it hoppened now,” Beorge replied, "we would probably be interned for rumning a
como factory.”
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A siow, clonking sound---which mundane folk might well have mistcken for the rattiing ¢
chaing---grew louder as they mounted the stairs towards the box-room. Apart from the
noise made by the Monly Banister printing press turning out one of the later editions
of Slont the room was quiet: except when one of the fon compositors occidgentally
dropped o stick of type on the floor ond felt the need to reiieve nis feelings verbolly;
or when Bob and James were trying to cecide whether an illos was crude or stark: oF
vhen Madeleine arrived with the tea troy; or when a ghosttg VWolter doshed into the
room, immaculate in tennis whites, to set a few lines of type before the next match in
his club's tournament, to dash out ogain looking like a less immaculote Daimation.

Respectfully and almost oshamedly they backed out of that tiny room ana its gnoste,
the scene of so much energy ond enthusiosm, to climb slowly and thoughtfully to the
front attic.

There, the ghosts of people ond things were almost palpable.

Ronged around the bore plaster walls were the spectral shapes of bookshelves bulging
with promags and fanzines; the Bannister press which had been moved Up when the box-
room become a nursery; the big wall mirror with the transverse crack which god had
painted over with a rocket-ship trailing o long tail of fire; the Marilyn Monrc:
Caiendar; the ATom illos, in colour:, the St.fontony stotuette: the Berrycade. which wCs
0 strong wooden frome covering the inside of the window to prevent Jonn frem pushing
his posterior through it, 0s haod been his wont during gomes of ghoccminton. And acrass
the taoble ond the nmet in the centre of the room roged the gome of Ghoodminton itser:

0 game which wos paort badminton, part ali-in wrestling and port commanco cssault
course.

"Face! Foce! You hit my face, our point!" the plogers were shouting, ond "Toke the
shuttiecock out of your mouth then---you'll worp the feathers”, ond "It went into the
bookcase, out, our point!' ond "It's not in the bookcase. It must have aone into
hyperspoce” and the ottemptea promulgation of a new rule, "Hyperspace is aul™.

But is Las the other voices which sounded stronger and more insistent. There wus the
soutbetn brogue of lan McAulay, who often motorbiked the hundred-plus miles from Dublin
on Thursdoy nights, to play ghoodminton ona talk before leaving early across the border
before, as Bob put it, the Irish Republic was closed for the night. And there were the
gchostly foces ond voices of Big Nome and small name fans from the US and the UK who
had come ond been so offected by the ghoodminton or Maodeleine’'s cooking or the unigue
fannish otmosphere of the place that they, too, nad left something of themseives behind
to toke port in the haunting.

"We con remember. "soid Walter quietly, as the three of them stood in the migcie of tn=
attic with the conversation and the loughter beating insistently ot them from ali sides.
"But why should it offect orginary non-famnish people who don't even---"

Suddenly o sovage crashing detonation rottled the windows ona a misshapen finger of
smoke poked slowly into the night sky. Very faintly came the chatter of cutomatic
weapons, the snap of o high-velocity rifle ond the distant obroying of an ambulcnce. But
the voices from the past were there too, ond louder than ever.

"Sounds like your side of town, Jomes,” said Volter in o worried voice. "It wili be Jark
in an hour, ond you would be safer bock ocross the Peace Line tefore-=".

“The fuggheads', said George, still watching the ascending column of smoke.
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“U2s,” sold Jomes aobsently. He gestured, the Jerky movement of his hond toking in the
room, the house aoround them and the scenu outside, then went on quietly. "I think I
know what Is going on here. Think for o minute about a hounted house. It is a place
<hcre something so terrible and evil has happened in the post thot the very structure

is Imbued with it, ond it lingers and frightens the ordinary people who come Into
sontact with it.”

"2t now,"” he went on, pointing towards the window, "It is the ¢ity ond the country
that hos become so terrible ond evil that they frighten the ordinary people, with
bumdings, ombushes, sectarian murders, widespreod intimidotion. It Is the oqutside that is
raunted, ond in here...well, remcmber the people and the kind of plaoce this used to Dpe.
It wosn't just the fan group or the owful puns or the fonzines we put out. No, we were
fonatics too, in a quiet way, about other things too. Like toleration, rocial equality,
lots of things. But now we are scottered. Even we three con't mest very often, things
baing os they ors, and the people we used to be are reccting to this present ghastiy
situction all around us by hounting the picce."”

"l think you're right,” said Volter. Very serlously, he went on, "But remember, Jomes,
despite our religlous and other differences and everything that has hoppened, we three
rven't chonged.”

oy "

No," said George, "wa haven't changed.”
“That's right,” said Jomes, "we haven't.”

They stood together for o long moment looking out over the city, then they left the
orre and utterly silent attic and walked slowly downstairs past the boxroom, where the
Jnostly clanking of the Bonister precs was stilled, past the kitchen, dining room ond
lounga which were likewise silent, ond ocross the lawn which buzzed only with this
evening's Iinsects.

The estate agent hurried forward to mcset them, then he saw the expressions on their
1o.es and went past without sgeukin). ror several minutes they could heor his feet
c'umping obout on tha floorboords ond stairs of the now empty house; then he returnad.

“You've done it!" he sald excitedly. "It, they, whotever it was, hos gone. Thank you
gentlemen, very much...” He poused, studaying their faces for a moment, trying to anaiyse
t~e expressions; they were not scd, excctly, ond not exactly triumphont, but seemed to
cefiact o peculior mixture of both thcse feelings. Hesitantly ne went on, "If you con
tall me, how...how did you get rid of th.se ghcsts?”

" a three old-time fons looked ot cne onother, ond nodded. James cleared his throat.
"Ye were able to convince

s - /?\&
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Picking up on WAW s conreport (Chiconfl) just as he reaches Chicago --

[ don't remember anything about that taxi ride

to the hotel. In fact, I doubt if I saw anything, until

the big white facade of the Pick-Congress, and the

cool foyer all black marble and leather, and strange
faces we should be recognizing. Until suddenty we
were both trying to grab each other’s arm and saying,
“There’s Forry!” And there indeed he was, big friendly
famihar Forry, a breath of home all the way from LA. :
As he beamed towards us I thought that of all the ways we 7
had met, London and Belfast in 1951, Chicago and Los ;\
Angeles in 1952 and London in 1957, this was the -\—;'__J T4
strangest and most wonderful of all. b

Talking excitedly to Forry, insofar as it's possible to talk excitedly in the presence of that
reservoir of relaxation, we drifted to the reception desk and signed in and in a moment of sobriety,
looked round for our luggage. We saw it being lugged away by an elderly bellboy and, pausing
only to ask Forry how much to tip, set after it. On the way to the elevator we met Bob Briggs,
whom I remembered from 1952. Then he had told me in the course of conversation that New
York would rather be the dirtiest city in the world than the second cleanest. and [ had made a note
of this ¢pigram and said I would write it. But somehow it had never found its way into The Harp
Stateside, lving instead for ten years on my conscience. [ was glad to tell Bob that I would keep
my promuse, however belatedly. Satisfied, he retuned to Washington immediately. At least. [
never saw him for the entire remainder of the convention.

Holed up in Room 642, in a strange intense mood of mingled eagerness and apprehension, like
a rather diffident Napoleon just in from Elba, I showered while Madeleine made up her mind what
to wear. Then I paced about the room while she showered and changed. It wasn’t a very large
room. but large enough to pace in and luxurious by the standards of the hotels we were used to. |
had a private bathroom (an awesome convenience we could easily come 1o regard as a necessity),
an air conditioner, a radio-intercom, a dressing-table-desk thing, a double bed, and various other
gadgets whose purpose Madeleine was able to explain to me out of the arcane knowledge women
have about these things. There was also a television set which I turned on because I dimly
remembered that in some previous existence I had wanted to see American television. There
seemed to be about eight channels available but how many different programmes this represented I

wasn't able to concentrate enough to determine. Suddenly [ seemed to have lost every vestige of
interest in television.

Showered and changed and as ready for the fray as we would ever be, we took the elevator
down again and plunged once more into the foyer. We began to meet people at the rate of about
ten a munute. There was Ted Johnstone. who momentarily dumbfounded me by referring to a
joke I'd just made in New York. Bruce Pelz looking dramatically different from everything I had
expected. Jack Hamess in a shirt dramatically like what 1 had expected. Bjo whom 1 would I have
easily recognized from 1952 as a rather paler Betsy Jo McCarthy. . . . but it would be misleading



to give impressions of people now as if I were calm enough to make assessments at the time.
Actually to give you the right state of mind I'd have to employ some sort of action writing

techmque, like telling you to tear these pages into fragments and throw them into the air like
confetti, reading them as they shower round your head.

Besides one’s impressions of people may change as one knows them better, so let’s wait until
we have parted with them and recollect them in tranquility. Unfortunately one of those people we
where now about to part with was Theodore Sturgeon, and there was no tranquillity in which to
remember him for three days. But then there wasn’t much to remember. He came up to me and
said how glad he was to see me and that we must have a long talk later. He then disappeared, with
a characteristic agonised smile, I never spoke to him again. Nevertheless I felt that my long
standing friendship with Sturgeon had ripened since our last meeting in 1952, when he addressed
six words and smiled to me without I think knowing who I was. I felt that another few decades Ted
and I would be regular buddies. I was satisfied I don’t mean to sound snide: sincerely admire
Sturgeon’s writing so much I'm quite happy to worship from afar lest any clay become visible or
closer inspection of the junction between his legs and pedestal on which I have placed him.

A seventeen-hour bus journey is not the best acclimatisation for a convention and after some
indefinite time we felt the need of some peace and quit: yet we hated to miss anything. Forry and
food seemed the ideal answer, so we separated ourselves out and strolled along to a shop window
restaurant. There we calmed down enough to eat and to listen to Forry fill us in on what had been
happening in the last few years at the other end of the unbreakable but tenuous line of
communication between him and us. This had started when we asked him the time, having
remembered the existence of that property of the continuum. He consulted his wrist watches. We
asked with interest though without surprise why he wore two, and he explained that he liked
watches and since he had plenty of room on his wrist he wore two, one on local ime and the other
on his publisher’s time in New York, usually four hours different. Thus he knew instantlv where
his publisher was likelv to be if he wanted to telephone him. It seemed quite logical to us, and if I
had two such nice watches and a publisher in New York I would do the same. but Forry confided
that this was one of the things about him which had annoyed Wendayne and led to their divorce.
She objected to unconventionalities like this, while he saw no reason to change since he wasn'’t
doing anyon¢ any harm. A woman. he thought, should accept her husband as he was and not try
to make him into someone else. Theyv were nice watches, he explained and indeed he had another

dozen strapped to the arm of a statue at home. “I wouldn't wear Just any two old watches he said
wryly.

Back at the hotel Forry was instantly
apprehended and taken into custody by a movie-
house of monster fans. Abandoning him to his fate
we turned away and there to our delight was the
welcome face of Dick Eney, now ranking as an old
friend from back cast, and beside him another one
from even further east, the tiny but indomitable figure
of Ethel Lindsay. That Ethel and I should be together
at a Chicago convention was quite incredible, and we
both knew it. “You know, Walt.” said Ethel, “if I really .
believed we were here I would just go into that comer £
and have hysterics. The only thing that saves me is
Kknowing the alarm clock will go of any minute.”




“You should worry,” I said. “Let me tell you about
Thus recurring dreams I seem to have. . . ."

Just then [ almost came to believe [ really was
drcaming, because I noticed some young women
wearing strange name-badges and Eney told me with
a heroically straight face that they were Catholic grls. L AN
Catholic girls again. it was too much. Instantly I thought =/ =
of the one person in the world with whom I could
properly share the wonder of this, and like magjc there
she was. “Lee,” 1 said, “there are Catholic girls again.”

“T know,” she said simply. “Korshak finally got
them out of the Convention Hall.”

“Lee,” I said wildly, “let’s go up on the roof and
look for Max. Or go along to Wimpy’s and talk to Sam
Moskowitz. Nobody else is talking to him these days.”

7 Rl “Wall, vou are forgetting something,” said
/‘/ o Lee. “Rich Elsberry is watching us.”
: ( s’ “Well. all ight.:™ I agreed, “but let's go and
SR

NN

have a chocolate malt anvway. I've still got that
) cow on my shoulder.”
%) _ I [ ;
o “Sothat’s what it is.” said Lee, with her
} -uncanny gift for the esoteric illusion. [ thought
J‘J" it was the hamburger you promised to wear in
{ . S%: - Your buttonhole.”

[ couldn’t match that---why I still can't
remember the context in which [ wrote it eleven
years ago---so I just went over and extricated Forry
and introduced him to Lee all over again, as | had
done 1n 1952, .and tock evervbody to the hotel
drugstore and bought them chocolate malts.

As we sipped them happily, I noticed Lee was already wearing the little harp brooch I had
brought over for her. after scouring Belfast all over for one exactly like the one I brought her in
1952, Curiously. I didn’t remember having given it to her vet. I felt in my pocket. [ hadn't. There
was a brooch still in my pocket. accompanied now by a warm glow in my heart. Why, the dear
girl had kept that harp brooch all those vears and brought it out for this occasion. I took out the

new brooch and silenthy showed it to her and we just smiled at one another: there was nothing we
needed to sav.

Conventions and life in general being what thev are, this idvllic interlude didn't last long. The
next thing I remember accosted in the cormidor with the gleeful news that Jim Webbert was here
and looking for me. But apparently a very different Webbert from the brash vouth I had pilloried
in 1932, He had changed completely. The new Webbert was adult. mature. strong. and had



studied Judo and Karate, so that he could kill 2 man with one blow of his cigarette lighter.
Temified, I retreated to the protective darkness of the bar, where I cowered behind Bill Donahoe
with a loyal bodyguard comprising Lee, Forry, Ted Johnstone, Andy Main, Dick Schultz and
reinforcements which arrived from time to time. Actually, I did meet Jim and found him indeed a

different person, so that I regretted even more blackening his name on the assumption he had left
fandom for good. oS

The bar was a most peculiar place called The Highland
Room. The drinks were served by pretty girls in short kilts
and charged for by a strange system which must have
originated in Aberdonian hostelries frequented by rich and
guileless English tourists. Every drink ordered at a table
throughout a session was put on a single bill which was
presented to the last to leave, so that to buy a single round
at a time everyone would have had to go out and come in
again. I could see that this would make for a quick turnover
of clientele but it was singularly unsuited for conventions.

However, on this occasion I was only too happy to play Casablanca. As] left to follow the
others to the registration room we were invited to dinner by Jim Warren with Forry, John & Bjo
Trimble. Bob Madle and Jock Root. I accepted with pleasure but also with secret relief at the fact
that we had to register first. I wasn't hungry, and I knew if I ate now [ would regret it. At times
like these I'm prone to nervous indigestion, from which the only protection is fasting. So I waited
quite happily at the end of a long line talking to Dick Schultz and others, while Forry hovered
about impatientty. I think this was almost the last I saw of Dick Schultz. Next morning someone
told me he was supposed to have been ‘monopolizing’ me (maybe Rich Elsberry was there) and
though I indignantly denied it I'm afraid someone mav have said the same to Dick. It was true he
had been with me for some hours, but by no means unwelcomely; indeed I appreciated his
sensitive understanding of the nostalgic mood of that first day, evidenced in his cartoons in the
current Bane. The only criticism I could possibty make of him was that he appreciated some of
my jokes more than / did, and that’s more an accomplishment than a fault.

It was while standing in this line holding a sort of unofficial audience with various people who
came by, that I realised what a boon my special convention-attending suit was turning out to be.
As vou know. James White works in the tailoring department of a multiple store, and this suit was
his own particular contribution to TAWF It had been specially designed for attending American
conventions being of a strong but light-weight Terylene mixture and having no less than ten
pockets. Including one for holding American size fanzines, unfolded. one for the programme
booklet, one as a sort of quick-draw holster for a notebook, and one in the waistband of the
trousers for an American size billfold. so strategically placed that anyone wanting to pick my
pochet would have had to seduce me first, and at least [ would have got something for my money.
This last pocket was quite a contribution to my peace of mind during the trip, In 1952 I had carmed
all my meney in my hip pocket and for years afterwards | found myself in moments of stress
tapping mv bottom with the knuckle of my thumb to make sure it was there. Which of course it
wasn't. and I hate to think of the effect on my subconscious of these multiple shocks.

But the use I was making of the suit now was one neither James nor I had envisaged. When
vou meet someone vou have been looking forward to meeting for vears, there is so much to talk
about that vou sometimes don’t know where to start.  There can actually be incredible frustrating
moments of silence while each searches for some remark not too unworthy of such a climactic



occasion. It helps to have something trivial, but immediate and comprehensible, to start things
going. I broke a lot of log-jams with that tweed ice-breaker.

After half an hour or 8o Forry lost patience and following a whispered discussion with

members of the Convention Committee at the registration table brought Madeleine and me to the

front of the line, and when we had registered started to shepherd us in the direction of the dining

room. But there was one little thing I had to do first. I pinned on my name badge, and then took

out of my pocket something I had kept for sheer sentiment and could now, incredibly, use again. [
pinned on the other lapel my 1952 name badge.

In the dining room I realised worriedly that I still wasn't hungry, though it was now quite late,
But I couldn’t sit there and fast, with such a congenial host and such pleasant company. And
maybe I would be all right by the time the food arrived. So I ordered. But the service was too
good, and now [ faced an even worse problem. I couldn’t leave the food my host was paving for,
and it looked so delicious, and maybe I could chance it. So I did, only to realise almost
immediately [ had made the same mistake [ had made with a certain hot fudge sundae in Los
Angeles ten yuears ago. [ listened dully to the scintillating conversation going on around me,
wishing [ could join in. But all [ could do was sit there like a Buddhist monk contemplating my
navel or what was going on beneath it. John Trimble was weanng a badge saying “Repeal the
19th Amendment”, the effect of which would be to strip women of their franchise, and outlining

his programme subsequently. Forry advanced a rival slogan. “Repeal the Liberty Bell.” Tt was,vhe
explained innecently. not all it was cracked up to be.

At this point I whispered to Madeleine to apologise tor me, and left hurriedly. I had ot course
been exposed to Forry's puns before, so I knew he wouldn't feel guilty. By the time [ got to my
room the wave of nausua had receded, but I knew it would be back. I tried to make myself sick.
but failed miscrably, so I lay down to see if I could sleep it off. But neither my stomach nor my
mind would settle---here in Chicago I couldn't just lie there---so after a while I got up again. [ had
a shower and felt a little better, so I went downstairs again and found the dinner party over but
Madeleine still bravely flying the family flag in the cormidors. We met the Busbys, the Grennells
and Boyd Racbum, who had just armived. That alone seemed achievement enough for one day,
and we decided to go to bed and conserve our energy. It was only about half ten, but after
yesterday in New York and the night in the bus and the sort of day we'd had since, it seemed to us
we must be exhausted if we only had the sense to realise it. So we stole away to our room and

found it was so. and drifted off to sleep thinking happily of all those wonderful people around us
whom we were to see more of tomorrow. st S RN il

Saturday 1st September

So we were up bright and carly next moming at
the crack of 9:13, winding up slowly for the dav
buving postcards in the hotel drugstore and strange
American breakfasts and endless cups of coffee
with the few others who were alive at this hour.
Thus peaceful prelude ended when I caught sight
of the man some of you know as Robert Bloch. |
whispered tensely to Madeleine. “There He is.”
The brave girl idied her hair, adjusted her clothing, S
and we went to confront him. 1 must sav he rose to the occasion with all the old world gallantrv
one would expect from a member of the older generation. He gave Madeleine a lecherous look.




whispered his room number in her ear and added as a further inducement that he knew what [ had

done with Max Keasler. “How are you going to ditch your husband?” was the way his suave
advances continued.

Fortunately the Programme was now about
to start, with the Introduction of Notables. As we
passed the sign to the Florentine Room where this
was to take place Bloch commented that they
mustn’t know yet what fans were like, or they'd
have called it The Quarantine Room. Inside we 3
sat about two thirds of the way up on the right hand =
side and looked around us. We had. 1 found. Furii
Ackerman on one side and Dean Grennell just
behind us. It ceemed 100 s00d to be true. but

“Foma” Davhisperedihave vou'ever mot Dean
CIRTied . T siiook s Dead and ivoked dround
micrestediv. “Dean.™ I'said. mn quiet tmumph. =\ av
Dintroduze Forme Ackerman?”

Firpatan:
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What greater honour could fall 10 a fan all the way trom Ireland, I thought, than that of
mtroducing Grennell 1o Acherman?  As if in answer, Doc Smith asked for my autograph, an
accolade marred only by my good memory. . . [ knew he collected autographs for his daughters.
As I passed the book back I noticed the man directly behind me was wearing a name badge saying
he was Harry Stubbs. [ introduced myself and told him how James White had regarded it as the
ultimate in egoboo when he was recently compared to Hal Clement. On behalf of C lement,
Stubbs said he liked James' work too, and I fixed the last three events firmly in my mind. All in all
it was a couple of minutes guaranteed to impress the striped pants off James.

At 11:50 Dean McL oughlin and Howard Devore began to perform their own introduction
of notables, taking the fans and pros neither respectively nor respectfully. Larry Shaw, introduced
amongst the pros. stood up and said simply “I'm a fan”, for which I admired him all the more.
Many of McLoughlin’s more willing candidates for professional honours were not there, including

Fred Pohl and Cele Goldsmith. Nor was Vernon Coricll, though I carefully examined the
chandeliers.

As the introductions went on and on and mv hands got too sore to clap any more an
uneasy thought struck me. Now that I had introduced Grennell to Ackerman the stage was set for
that Ultimate Pun, the one which would bring the world to an end. But I refused to have the
world end now: [ was ¢njoving it too much. So after all the notables had been duly introduced to
one another we whisked Dean & Jean up to their room. ostensibly to discuss the panel that
evening. The centnfugal forces of the convention had swept Forry safely away. so nothing worse
occurred that afternoon than a small earthquake in Iran. I tremble to think what might have
happened if Forry had been in that room with us Dean showed us one of his guns and then
combined all his various interests by taking a photograph of Madeleine holding it and by saying
casually that since this was a Mickey Spillane type shot he would take it with “Mike Hammera”.
S0 vou can sec how narrowly the world escaped extinction.



What has gone before .

... was, of course, parts I, II, TIT and the gooey-eyed, romantic and thoroughly unfannish
part 1V, which ended on 17 May 1955 with Peggy and I flying off to London on our
honeymoon. Among the other exciting events that were happening for the first time, we
went boating on the Serpentine -- where Peggy, not knowing that it was only eighteen
inches deep, wanted a life jacket; visited The White Horse where the London fans
gathered every month and among them met John Wyndham. Bill Temple and Arthur
Clarke who now has a handle to his jug -- a Northern Ireland expression meaning that he
has been whacked on the shoulder with a sword and is now a “Sir” -- and the Tower of
London with that once and future lecher Chuch Harris, and to see “The King and I”” with
Chuch Harris and “Kismet” with Chuch Harris. At the time getting tickets for these two
shows was next to impossible, but Chuch managed to get very good seats up front even
though he insisted on trying to sit between Peggy and 1. But Peggy patted his head and
said that she would rather sit between two tall, handsome men rather than have to contend
with both of them attacking from the same flank. We have had a great fan feud going
with Chuchie for a long, long time (he gave me the idea for this column title when, after
my first pro story appeared in NEW WORLDS in 1952, he accused me of being a vile pro
and fakefan and a foulness festering on the fringes of fandom). But we thought then, and
still do, that a man who 1s completely deaf and who, as a honeymoon present, could take
his friends to two musical shows that he himself couldn’t even hear, is no goat’s toe.
That another Norn Iron expression, m’lud, meaning a person of true and uncommon
worth, and one who doesn’t have to stand up twice to cast a long shadow.

But these things happened 44 years ago and much else has happened since, good things
and bad, sad things and joyful. The arrival of children and grandchildren, the sudden
appearance of those empty, unfillable spaces where fan friends and family have passed
on, the 80-plus stories that have, according to Chuch, made me a permanent fakefan
festering on the fringe, and the number of fun cons attended, including the one last
weekend which was great fun and even though one incident was terribly embarrassing for
me. But most of the times have been very good.

Isn’t it funny how time passes when people are enjoying themselves, which is probably
the reason this installment of the column is 44 years late. Now read on.

Hester on the Fringe, Part V
by James White

For the past nine years Peggy has been too unwell to travel to conventions by
planes, boats and trains, but when the Octocon ‘98 committee invited us to be
Guests of Honour and said that they would transport us door-to-door -- Portstewart



on the north coast to Dun Laoghaire south of Dublin -- each way in a big,
comfortable Volvo, she said they were making her an offer she couldn’t refuse.

The con hotel was once again the Royal Marine which has food you could kill
for and staff and management so friendly and helpful that they can’t possibly be
paying them enough, and they laid on dawn to dusk sunshine for the three days we
were there. Our GOH suite was opulent, with a king-size four-poster bed, acres of
marble tiling and gold fittings in the bathroom and a fabulous view over the grounds
of the hotel to the ferry port, Howth and the Irish Sea beyond. We were both
thinking about the ferries at the bottom of the hotel’s garden, but neither of us dared
mention them aloud to the committee members who entertained us to dinner on the
first -- and second, and third -- mght because GOHs can be changed at short notice.

During the first dinner it was explained that due to the recent demise of the
ISFA, the Insh Science Fiction Association, the newly-formed SF1, Science Fiction
Ireland, invited me to be their President, and I was pleased and honoured to accept.
Apart from writing a yearly inspirational Christmas message to the troops, or a con
report or something, the deal they proposed was exactly the same as that oftered
and accepted by the Queen’s University of Belfast SF & Fantasy Society, which 1s
every time I buy a round of drinks I get to be called “Mr. President.” Peggy was
very pleased for me but wanted to know if any of the SFI fans were called Monica.

Peggy had to rest for a good part of the day but made it to the GOH interview
when she did some heckling from the floor, like asking the interviewer to ask me
how she constantly inspires me to write (“Five hundred words before supper, buster,
or you don’t get any”’) and “Tell him to tell you what he did when the grandchildren
came up for a visit on his 70th birthday and gave him a Star Wars’ light sabre that lit
up and made noises, and he snuck it into bed that night to surprise me.” Sometimes
I think she forgets to give me the reverence due to a serious literary figure. That
interview was fun, except when the subject of the new TV senes and Sector General
rip-off, “Mercy Point,” came up and Michael Carroll, the interviewer, got worried
because my face had gone red and he said steam was coming out of my ears.

One really embarrassing incident occurred later that day with Declan - they’re
very friendly, relaxed people at RTE who don’t worry about second names much --
the presenter/interviewer on Radio Telefis Eireann’s Network Two literary review
programme “UnderCover” which was covering the convention. The interviews with
Anne McCaftrey, Harry Harrison, Robert Rankin and other pros and fans present
were over and Declan and his producer were relaxing with us in the bar when he
mentioned symptoms that had Joan Harrison, who recently developed type two
diabetes, and myself who had been insulin-dependent for fifty-three years, that had
us worried, and it was obvious that we were worrying Declan, too. Joan didn’t have
her test kit with her and suggested that | fetch mine from my room to do a blood



sugar level test on him nght away. Happily it measured 4.6, which was absolutely
normal for a non-diabetic, and we were all greatly relieved, especially Declan.

Highly embarrassed over my attempt to play doctor and wishing that the floor
would open up and swallow me, I apologised profusely and explained that while I
never missed a bet while diagnosing extra-terrestrials, | sometimes goofed where
Earth-humans were concerned. He is a really nice man, he accepted my apology
and his producer laughed and said that he’d always thought that Declan was an
extra-terrestrial.

The con ended officially that night with lovely presentations to Peggy and
myself , but it continued unofficially the next day at The Flying Pig book shop which
was celebrating its first birthday with an all-day party which had no food but bottles
or casks of everything including poteen wrapped in brown paper -- I mean, the
poteen bottle was wrapped in brown paper -- because it is a highly illegal beverage.
When the book shop floor and pavement outside began to wobble underfoot, I was
driven back to the hotel for a quieter dinner with committee person Dave Stewart,
next year’s co-Chair with Padraig O"Mealoid, who nearly fell asleep face down in
his apple strudel.

Next day James Bacon and his father, Ken, drove Peggy and L, tired but
happy, back to Portstewart. For all the conversation they got from us in the back
seat, their nice, comfortable Volvo might just as well have been a hearse.

ol 5&7 IF YOU COULDN'T BE THE NIELSEN HAYDENS, VHD VOULD YOU LIKE TO BE? )




This s where the editor opologises for the issue
being late. Vell. it was like this. First we moved
house, ond then I crashed the cor and wrote a
book ond then I survived a small civil war, got ill
ond retired from work. (That was o summary of
poges 55 to 58. which you don't have to reod now.)
o All this took time (22 yeors to he exact), and my
.’ v correcting fluid dried up.

Vhy now? Well Amstrad solved the corfly problem
with the PCV Vord Processor. Eric Mayer wrote a
story I thought you'd like, and a Vorldcon was
arranged in Britain on a date which I reclised was
the 40th Anniversary of the first meeting of Irish
Fandom.

e
LUIKU_S It seemed os if Ffote wos trying to tell me

something. Namely, pub your ish.

Ooviously the first thing to do was to try ond reproduce the illegibility which hod done
S0 much to preserve the reputation of Hyphen down through the ages. So I phoned the
flestetner shop in downtown Belfast ond enquired about spare ports for the Gestetner
¢6. There was a long silence and then @ man came on claiming to be the Monager. “vhat,'
he enquired, "is o Gestetner 267",

) ¢

: will have you know, my good fellow.” I said, or words to that effect, "Thot it is tha
vintage machine on which I published o literory magazine for which connoisseurs in the
New World ore vying with one another to Pay $50 a copy.” He wos impressed, but still
Could not supply a vintoge silk screen. Nor did he even have a modern version of the
homely 26: even his 2nd hand dupers were now electric. Handle turning hod become
something for cronks..

That seemed to be that, but Roscoe works in mysterious ways his wonders to perform.
Gur central heating system (bought with advice from Dean Grennell and money from Terry
torr and therefore the second most Fomnish thing in the house) hcd to be converted to
another kind of gos. The technicion who came to do it was a congenial ctop (and wos
being paid by the Government) so we had an interesting conversotion; in the course of
vhich he suddenly osked me if I wolld be interested in o Gestetner duplicator his
neighoour was trying to get rid of from his garage. I enquired the pPrice and waos told it
vould be nothing: my new friend would even deliver it. It seemed a reasonable deal.

Next morning the machine turned out to be o 460S, identical to the reconditioned models
v the shop ot £400.

S0 wou con see thot gou ond I are fated to ba here in this fanzine today. I hope you
like it. It starts with five pieces of faanfiction. Everyone might have different views as
to «hot they have in common, but to me they represent the life of a fon group. from
birth to  myth. The first story, from Hyphen 3, is the onme that I think begon this
~ho'e genre. It conveys the feeling of persecuted
orothertood which was once our bond.

Mehen  #37,  Autumn  1987. A special issue to
celebrate the 40th anniversary of Irish Fondom. Free
0 all old friends and new. From Wolt Villis, 32 Worren
vooc, Donoghadse, N.Irelond 8721 0OFD. Art Editor
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Jomes  White, Modeleine Villls. Other credits page 6.
fywed on  on  Amstrod PCVY8255 using  Digita.
internotional Supertyce. Published on the Pricerite
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"Well, if it keeps up it'l1l certainly shorten the Winter."



