


LES SPINGL 13, dated May 1964

Idited by Dave Hale, 12 Beclmont Rd.,
Wollescote, STOURBRIDGE, ‘orcs.

Publishcd by ¥en Cheslin, 18 MNev Parm
Rd., STCURBRILGE, Jforcs.

Available for trade, LoC, contribution
or at cost. This issue only is priced
2/3 (page 7 for details). Subscripti-
ons are not vanted.

Tublication 1is irrecular - there have
becen tyo issues so far in 1964.

Copyrignt (Cnarles Platt pleasc note)
196% by Dave Hale and Ken Cheslin,
ART CRE ITZE

Covers Jim Cavthorn (1 & 106)
Artpur Pnomson (56 & 57)

{

ATom: 12,1%,16,18,51,53,55,59,63,65,83.
Jim: 21,33,35,37,38,40.
Harry: 3,5,8,28,87.
Jeeves: 25,43,89,91,93,95,97,98,101,

103.
nddéie Jones: 19,23,
MIK: 45,47,50,69,71,73,75,77,79,81,85.
Bill Harry- 61.
Cnarles Platt: 30,31.

HRRRY- g

CONFTENTS

Shlsllc A BR - 0 o 00 - 006 o BOCAPN G - o o o 0 o BOOCA0 «as.Dave Halc..... aesacsrsesese)
Jorcestersnire SAUCEC.ccececernesssasasacssai€n ChESIiNeeasauss R .
A Day in 3an Francisco with Ethel,..ev.ue..¥2lt illis..... 00000000Ga 12
The Fanalytic I¥eaeuacesorerascccacassasonsdiM LiNFOOGaasaacoacancnva 21
Larth is VOmD INOUZ i eaceananccacaasocaneeeadlCNLiC | CHCOr vuaraessnaaes2B
Cartoon Corruptionssececencacanas s slensa veosBETYL Henleyeeanaseaacesosll
Might of the HunteresseessssasrassscassosesaieOrge LOCKG s nueanes-aas <21
1964 CONVENntion RePOrt.ceccescessasnonvsasal 1XE MOOYCOCK. caecasaarncel’d
RENTROFEESSN FRONREERESS o 0w o alalalaia sl aasoa. «.Colin Preemaneescsscssssa O
Penaltics for Infamy in SF.oceasaccceaanas 3 Bl ST 00 - 0o a0 00000 -0 ool
"Born ‘here the ¥ind Blew Wree".cicveccsses Yar MeterScicaciscceccanesd
Tar, EVErSOeessecevsosssosncane Jaooconaoaals ety BEEST oo aa0o0ccnansaad |

Teterborougn 'PDesecscsscscssescascscnssase s ATCHIE MEICET . cvasseanseeaFO
3ne1ia BArNeSeeseancsaessabdb
Charles SMitheeesacecanaadb?
Zry of the vild GhuS....... NGOG 000 608 000 0o e CRINNBG C Aac0e o0 0 00Rs/



HRRRY-'61

™,
< i N

With an ama=»ing regularity, some fanzine editor or other makes a puhlic
exhibition of introspection, heartsearching and self-justification and
asks himself, "Why? Why am I publishing a fanzine?" In fact, this occcurs
so regularly that I'm tempted to think that this search for justification
is, in itself, the basis of the whole phenomenon. Unfortunately, the
majority of these editorial weanderings are meaningful only to the

writer and can oiten become boring to the reader. Thinking this way,

I would be foolish to attempt something similar. So, while I would not
attempt to analyse the raison d'etre of fan publishing, I can definitely
suggest several things which do not motivate me. This may help to
clarify things for ary new fan who is confused by the lack of similarity
between Les Spinge and a science fiction magazine.

#y irtention is not to imitate or even atteipt to imitate a
science fiction magazine. Nor have I any professional ambitions. Yet
while I have never condemned anyvody who does rnot think this, my
policy gains criticism. I am told that a far.ine should be as profess-


attet.pt

ioral looking as possible and that the conternts should be judged by
professional standards. iy reply to this is merely to ask WHY a fanzine
should imitate professional trends. Imitation seems a poor substitute
for originality. For me, fan publishing can achieve a certair element
o1 spontapeity which a :rcfessional nublication very rarely attains.

It allows freedom of speech and the opportunity for writers and readers
to enjoy themselves as they wish. A fanzine can serve as & place where
budding writers can learn the rudiments o) their art., rot necessarily

by writing SF for, &s Like licorcock cays, SI is a very restricted field,
but by writing anything. Neither do I publish ror profit, or imagine

I can break even. Fan publishi g hes never worked that way, and if it
did, I helieve that a 'labour of love' o 1ld quickly degererate into
toil.

The wave of serious and constructive fanzines we are exneriencing
at presert is symptometic of the large rurter of active new fans in the
country. These new fanzines are all produced by recernt BSFA nmembers,
The BSFA cfter several years of half-life seems at lsst to be perform-
ing cone ot its main functions; that of introducing nevw blood to fandom.
One good result ot this upsurge ot new bloed is that the BSFA itself
is now under the control of those best ahle to direct its activities,
Nemely these same new active sercon fars. [ imagine this will be a good
thirg for the BSHA and jardom. The magazines o1 this new element in
fandom are in the main sercor and cortain elements of the usual sercon
Tan's reaction against what he terwms the farnish fanzine.

Thig reaction is not enrntirely happy ard rree from ill feeling.
The newer fans have no time or desire to absorb mary of the traditions
of established sardom before they rush into print with their own ideas.
These ideas (upon which I am not ualified to pass ary value judgement)
can cornflict with those of establ:shed fans. Tersion results and because
advice is rejected or is not available thirgs can come to a head. This
has been shounrn in a recent letter to me:

"Your 'wine drips ot sride, catty, self-assured little
remarks..... Perhaps you ought to he glad that t ere
isn't a shet in fandom's arm, or a successful new wave
of fanzines. Your type of 'zine ard the community thsat
contribute to it are lousy. I could say 'shit' but I
grew out of that.

"I'm too misanthropic to care a dawmn who and when
znd where the bomb is dropved, avout abortion, homo-
sexuality, etc. etc. It tires me. It's no good talking
about it; the world's 1ull of rotten bastards who can't
t*ink. The mejority rules."

This is an example of the kind of thing I don't like to see
happen, someone up ir arms and shouting ofierce where none is really
necessary. kaybe this extreme reaction starts from the rather sterile
approach the HBSFA has taken to people just being intrcduced to fardom.
kaybe it comes frow the comparatively recent identification of the new
fan with a large group -- the 'new wave'. Illere group loyalties, imag-
ined ox re 1, take the place o! reasorn and fandom once wore has a
militant sercon faction. I don't expect there to be complete agreement



between groups with such different aims (if any) and views - but more
iz to be gained from friendship than i1rom hostility. Here the new
“SFA officers must play & vital part. They are the people that SF
readers will first contact in fandom and thus can determine their
subsequent reaction to different types of fanrish interest. They

may be in & position to infiuence the future development of fardom end
thus carry a not inconsidersble responsibility.

This issue of Tes Spinge coi~letes the baker's dozen. &nd
whether you think of this as an omen or not, iv 2lso brings a number
of changes. Just after Christmas I had the good fortune to get engaged
and as a consequence of all this (so ['m told!) I will have to
economise and cut out 2.1 things trivolous and wasteful. This edict
included LS, and I couldn't help but zgree. I'd been worried for sone
time by the horrible expense of publishing this magazine - a student,
vhile not exactly conforming to the starving stereotype, ics nct what
you'd call affluent - so this warning only intensified my own feelings.
The result of this is that I'm now in the interesting nosition of
having 2 publisher. Xen Cheslin philanthropically offered to publish
L3 and eppointed me 'Managing Editor'. Those of you who would gladly
see LS [old can blame Xen.

In accord with this new arrangenent would you olease send any
trades and subs to Ken Cheslin, and not to me. I'll continue to
handle letters of commert and meterial. Though, I suppose, either
address is good for anything.

Also in accord with 211 this moderrisation (streamlining to
meet the challenge of the new wave?) we've thought up a new sub policy.
It's not nearly so complicated as the one Joe Gitson used o confuse
everyone with, but maybe I'd@ better explain. Rather thar charge =
romninal emount for an issue we a2re charging the actual cost. This
aeans that we'll not be subsidising aryore's reading. If you!ll
Just pause &nd add up the cost of paper, stencils and postage alone
for each issue, you'll begin to rezlisa the waste in charging even
1/6 a copr. It seems fair. Anyone who wants the magazine badly enough,
yet can't or won't respond in any other way, can pay for it, and wet'll
not be cut of pocket. If anyone wants to make an actual sub, rather
than paying for each issue, we'll deduct the cost of ezch issue from
the sub.

Pleasant reading -- you've got a lot to get thirough!

Dave Hale




The other day I was looking over the letters Nave got on LS 12 and I
cane across a comment which frightened me. t referred to that rart
ol my guest editorial wherein I vas describing this idea -f ¥red
Foyles, the idea for forcivly transporting halt the population of
Britain to the dominions. Someone reierred to me es, and T paraphrase,
"a c¢rank, but 2 harmless one'.

As I said, this shook me. I have no wish to aguire such a
reputation., In fact, I was sorely teupted 1o take the opportunity
presented by this editorial to back up, and retract all T said in the
IS 12 guest editorial. It wculd prohatly be the safest way out.

"But then," I thought, "why the hell should I?" And if you'll
bear with me a2 winute, If1ll tell you why I think I shouldn't retract.

MNow, if every time tldiss cesme up with a "Minor Operation' or
Sturgeon with a "Varnus Plus X' they were berated as evil old sex fiends,
w¥ell, would they bother to write new idees. Again, if EFR or Xen
Bulmer writes of alien invasions or s¢ on, does it follow that they are
planning world revolution in thelr no-writing time. Or if Clarke
writes undersea yarns does it prove that Le hopes to be reincarnated
as a fish.



I would suggest that few people seriously helieve that the
hebits or philosophy of the central characters in & story reflect the
author's own views. At least, they don't in the vast majority of
caeses. They are there because the habits or pnilosophy makes a good
story fremework.

50 then, i1 ! can't rave about the ideas cf Ired Toyle in my
own editorial without being called a crank, fardom isn't what it w ed
to be,

Yowever, I must admit that the writer of that letter might have

had some excusc. If he hasn't beer 2 IS reader leng he won't remmber
the wild old days when I was in complete control cf the meagazins. Wever
having seen a Cheslin "editorieal" before, there may be some excuse for
Fis, I admit that I'm not always as clear as I might be in expressing
ideas.

anyway, whoever you are, I'm not a crank, honest, Well, I
don't feel like a crank..... As I was saying to my friend, Schickle-
gruber, the other day, what this werld nesds is....

Someone else, referring to my diswaraging remarks on the int-
elligence of the votirg publie, chided me and said words to the effect
that the voting public is not dim wiited but merely inarticulate. I
must confess that my opinions on the thickness of tne voting public
are only opinions. Prossibly you have some sort of statistics to
bolster your opinions in this matter?

Irom my wn exgerience; % years close to skilled linotype
operators and printers, % years in the ranks of the RAF, 18 months with
electrical engineers and six morths in a steel factory, I'd say the
average man is articulate about only three things - women (fags and
beer), money and football. On otker subjects, in most cases, he has
little to say, and not much interest. And as for politics, he
merely repeats party slogans. liost of ther have no idea what each
perty is supposed to represent, excent thst Lebour touts itself as
tha working mans' party, and Tories have an upper or middle class
image, which appeals to those who would like to become aristocratic or
wealthy - even if only in day dreams. snother class of Voter closely
related to the image followers are those *ho vote for a rarty merely
because their family (or friends) vote that way.

llowever, I would be irterested to j:ear more of this theory of
the inarticulateness of the voter.

I believe the Tories would be the best goverrnwent if they were
re elected. I say this in spite  { the fact that I Ffavour many of

the Labour lot's ideas, including, 0: ¢ urse, the National Health
Service.,

I don't like Labour because they scem to be just as ineffective
as the Tories (and Liberals), =nd besides this T dislike &¥ilson and

Erown. ilson I deem to be insincere, pzndering to arnyone who will
support him, Brown appears to be ruthless and self-cen'red.

I would rather sec¢ a "ory governue¢nt being ecgged into reforms by
a Labour Party in opposition, than have the Labour Farty get in, and, by
trying to do too much at one, disrupt the economy.



Someone also wondered how I could say that Profumo's lie was
unforgivable but his whoring was, IHaybe I have arn urusnsl idea

of morality and csthics, but I see no harm in z b'oke kivping with as
many Keeler itypes as he wants {apsrt from the risk of VDY, ffter all
this is a very netural and healthy form of rscreztior. It is only our
specific moresl code which makes the sex act reprehensible and put
Frofumo in & vogition whers he might have bezn blackmziled. &n the
other hard, even ii he thought the afiair was of no importance

and would soocn blow over, even if he had been certain that this lic
viould have saved his career, [ still thirk Precitumo should not have
lied to Parliemunt.

There ere two mair reasons why I thirk this. The first is
that I strongly disaprove of telling lies on general principle - I
just don't like them. 4nd secordly, if you are to conduct Farliam-
ent properly, you wust be able 1o trust the word of ar P, especrally
& pinisterial kf. Add to this the facit that the lis was extremely
foclish and you have it a2ll. It mede his name far blzcker than if
he'd just stood up and s2id, "Yes, 1've knocked off ifeeler and =
few othzr whores, so what?" Thc fact that ne¢ made things very bad
for his own perty in Farliasment is also to be noted.

vhy I think the lie was unforgivaeble and the whoring forgiv-
able, then, is beceuse I don't think whoring is morally wrong, but
telling lies is,

To change the subject. Pete Leston and some of the Rrummies,
Twisher Platt tco, I hear, don't or didn't like Jhim Linwood's
review of their magazines. And %o be horest, I thought Jhim was a
bit hard on them, 3But I do not intend to do arything aboutl changing
Jhim's point of view. Therc are certain etiics, to my mind, about
fenzine publishing. Jhim, ard apy other contributor, can hold
whatever view he likes (providing the material is OX by PO regul-
ations) a2nd will not be censored, however much the editor may disagree
with him.

In the sane state oif impartiality, Cherles Plalt, running down
a2 corridor, scrcaming blue murder, at % am is not conductive to the
image of a serious &nd constructive editor of a Vew Wave fanzine. ‘ihen
you, and the enith lads, think of criticising the old hands, remember
that it was you, the ner wavers, who were ithe corridor trampers.

One excellent aspect of the new wave was the henchester mob's
film show. Probably all con re orts will confirm this. Their 'zinz,
"Alien®, has not nmuch appeel for me, it being over concerned with 3F,
but new wavers should Tlike it.

£t the cornverntion the questior was asked, "Dess Fandom nead
SF?", and, to my wind, no satisfact:ry anrswer vas mede. T suppose
everybedy has their own views on this, and my view is very much yes,
T bace this on the fact that most of the members of fandom have come
vie SF, If this source were removed fandom would eventually fizzle out.

A similar wu«stion which comes to mind is, "Dces SF need Fandom?!
Aind here my answer is IFC.

ian SP magazinre, to be a success (or z pb or hard cover book),
hzs to sell; at the very-minimoum, & number of copics fer in excess of



the wholc membership of fandom. (f the ''F buying public, fandom is but
& tiny minority. If every fan stopped buying SF today the publishers
would hardly notice.

There used to be the argument that 5F would lose hall its writers
ii those writ-rs who started as fans were to stop writing. This is still
true to a certain extert. But how many 'writers during the last year
or so are fans turned pro? WNot many, try and count them, even allowing
one sale to count as giving pro status. As far as that is concerned,
present day fandom has very few potential- pros. A heck of a lot of the
ST writers today are refugces from ~esterns, 'tecs or mainstream trying
their hend, for fun or money (hah!) in the :I' rield.

and, as the boom (and make no mistake, there is a boom -~ in pbs
apyway) increases, we'll see more and more people jumping on the band-
wagon, A situation similar to that which prevailed in the years '5S1-
'53 will result. ..nd thern who will ask the fan his opinions on what
story to write? sxactly no one. You know why? Because the fan, who is
in a small minority these days, will be absolutely swamped by thz hordes
of new readers. As the boom goes on the SP will get progressively
worse as the publishers try to rea h a wider and wider audience. ST
will be watered down into nothing but the same crud the yobbos read
row, Only the costlmes will be different.

If SF ever gets to the state I've described, do you think the
veaders would be suitable recruits for fandom? If SF goes this bad,
where do we get the recruits from?~ . o

I had Wally Veber steying here the other.weekend and to complete
the trio, Archie Mercer ceme up from Bristol for the night. A4As Wally
arrived early I took hiat up to see Dudley -oo. The day was so
micerably cold that we were able to see everything in deserted comfort.

After Archie errived, we went up to see Tony. (Of course Tony
says we've got to show Wally a typicel dark, drowsy, dirty old English
seh.  We did, and while we were playing bar billiards Tony and Simone
Walsh turned up. They'd left their daughter with relatives at Worcester,
¥e 211 hed gquite an evening telling jokes and what not.

The next day I took Welly and Archie¢ to see the ex-quarry at
wirens Nest. The council had cleared the slopes of debris and without
this covering the w rkings looked even more impressive. Then we went
on to the Seven Sisters where they were both impressed by the size of
the workings and remarks on notice boards relating to the contents of
the lower caverns and the iminent dangecr of the roof collapsing-

Sunday at'ternoon the Erummies rolled up. About 2 dozen assortedsy
plus a couple I'd never seern before. Tory came as well, bringing
Spenish HMain and Galactic Trader. “ony instructed theas in Galactic
Trader, "We'll just play the last 20 planets," he said. Oh, well,
ally tried the game, but according to Tony, Charles was the real star,
"his didn't surprise me because Charles is damn‘'gcod at any gane

On Monday Wally went up'to Liverpovl. Maybe he'll cote back
next year. He's a damn good Taffer.

yrs Ken Cheslin



We awoke in the middle of the living room to find that living had started
without us. It now included Cal Demmon, who had been socund asleep (we
could hear the sound from outside his door) when we arrived late the pre-
vious night off the bus from Seattle. In the subhuman life fcrm I

assume before breakfast I was in no.condition to divine where in this
calm giant could be hiding the mercurial Cal I knew from his writing,

and shortly both of them ileft for work. I dressed in the bathroom while
Jerry Knight made the mystic passes which transformed our double bed

into an ordinary settee, and then he and Miriam and we had a leilsurely
talkative breakfast of toast and coffee. American bread tastes rather
lifeless raw, but regenerates itself when toasted, like & phoenix.

Then Madeleine devoted herself to the difficult problem of the apnrop-
riate costume for sight-seeing in San Francisco in an open Volkswagen,
and I strolled outside feeling a catlike need to familiarise myself

with my immediate environment.



Ve were, I found, living in 2 tiny two-storey red brick hod%e
rather reminiscent of 2 mews cottage. It was in the corner of a little
courtyard, off a wide main road which stretched limitlessly into the
haze. 'The day was warm and sunny, & strange meteorological phenomenon
which even we from Ireland were begining to accept as commonplace. So
adaptable were we indeed that I gave ny sense of wonder a mental pinch
to try and waken it up. We're in San Francisco, I pointed out to it.
But it just lay there, unimpressed. Strolling along hapvily in the
morning sunshine it was certeainly difficult to work un any tension, and
there was nothing very startling to %e seen. A commonplace motel, an
ordinary gas station, the usual advertising signs. There was a small
store subtitling itself "The Sincere Grocers" and I made a mental note
to suggest, when passing it in fannish company, that it must specizlise
in frankfurters. It's hard to sustain a reputation for native wit while

coping with a foreign country. “
~

American sireets are so monotonously straight and long that N
there never seems any peoint in walking unless you are making for some -
definite destination, so after & few hundred yards I turned back, carry-
ing out a posi mortem on my sense of wonder, I just didn't feel I was
in a foreign country, I realised: I felt quite at home. I could walk
back into 947 University £venue, RBerkeley, Californiz, with no more
tension than inte I70 Upper Newtownards Road, Belfast. ™as it possible
I had met Miriam ano Jerry only last night?

If walking alone along a street in California wasn't enough to
waker. my sense of wonder, it obviously reeded something out of this
world, Back in the courtyard outside the house I found it. ““hen
everything is alien a familiar sight can aweker wonder, like a cast-
away on hars finding & prinmrose among the lichen., Or meybe I should
say 2 sprig of heather, for anything as staunch and resilient as this
Seottish flover blooming under an alien sky. There in the sunbaked
Californian courtyard was Bthel Lindsay, a little more sunburned than
when I had last seen her in Chicago, but as cheerful and hanny as ever.
It was & wonderful surprise to find her here in Berkeley. ¥e had been
travelling in different directions ever since the Converntion, but here
our paths had crossed, for Ethel's lest day in San Francisco 2and our
first.

I don'% know how much later it was that we started. It wes
one of the nice things about Berkeley fandom, and one of the things
that made it like Ireland, that time didn't seem to metter. There
were a number of pleasant things that could be done if we felt like it,
but there was no hurry. The day was open-ended. But it must have
been about noon when we all piled into Jerry's Volkswagen convertible
and he whisked us off to the Golden Gate.

hisked was the word. We started off with the top down, but
the wind soon blew that idea out of our heads. We stopped and Jerry
put the top up while the girls had still some hair style left. It was
as well we did because the dey got misty and cool as we drove further
into the Pacific. By the time we got out to the Golden Gate it was
guite chilly and the bridge, one of the few contemporary structures
to figure in a science fiction story, could only be extrapoclated.
However we were the people to do it, and besides I bought a very nice
picture postecard of it when we stopped for a cup of coffee at the far



end. After all, as I pointed out philosophically to kadeleine, we had
been on the bridge and we had seen what it was like. ™hat more could
we ask?

Then we went to the wmuseum, where there was some Rodin sculp-
ture. We visited the Chinese room too, our appetite for sculpture
being still as it were unjaded, and then on to kMiriam's favourite
modern ruin. This was a wonderful fairylike castle made out of conves
and plaster for some exhibition and now rapidly disintegrating, but
of such charm that not only had it been left undemolished, but a fund
had been started to reconstruct it of permanent materials. As we
admired it across its moat, moving from time to time to dodge the wind-
borne fallout from 2 massive stone fountain --these Americans have
some fancy lawn sprinklers, I murmured --the highly original thougnt
struck me that San Prancisco was a very different city from Los
Angeles. There they specialised in lath and plaster reconstructions
of masonry: here they made masonry reconstructions of lath and plaster.

I had been coming to 1like San I'rancisco anyway, having seen
enovgh despite the mist at the Golden Gate to know it was probably
the most beautiful city in the Northern Hemisphere (sorry, Berkeley
fandom, but I have this notion about Ric de Janeiro) and now this
crazy idea made me suspect I was going to love it. In most nleces
it's hard enough to get people to pay for the preservation of ruins
of genuine historic interest. Of course it's probably accounted for
by the well known breeding habits of familiarity. The Egyptians, for
instance, see quite content to make reservoirs round their antiquities
and dem the consequences. Only the foreigners worry. And in Ireland
only & few years ago Killymoon Castle was sold for £I00 to a farmer
who put pigs in it. But in San Francisco, Miriam told me, there was
great indignation when it was found that a new five million dollar
elevated motorway obstructed the view of the Ferry Building, which
alt! ough of no particular architectural interest had been & historic
San ¥rancisco landmark for all of two generations. So it was decided
to pull it down and rebuild it some herewelse. Ko, not the Ferry
Building, silly. The motorway.

We continued further into downtown San Francisco, looking for
that confenporary chimera, parking space. It sometimes seems to me
that half the populati'n of the world is at present devoting its
life to getting a motor car and the other half to getting rid of it.
San Francisco has this latter problem in a particulerly acute forn,
being a Buropean-style city with an American-style traffic problem.
In his search for a distantly glimpsed multi-storey carpark Jerry
was entrapped in a relentless spiral of one-way streets, borne
steadily further and further from his obtjective as by some sort of
inverted whirlpoocl, until it was obvious even to me that he wes lost.
I felt guietly hfppy about this.. It zlways happens to me when I take
visitors to tourist attractions.

However Jerry eventually evaded the cordon of signs, homed in
on the car park and whizzed up a series of spiral ramps, which it
would be fun to roller skate down, until he found 2 vacant space on
the umpteeth floor. After admiring the view we took the 1ift again
and found ourselves thronging the streets.



It remineed me of Paris. ot that I've ever bsen to Paris, but
that's what i1t reminded wme of. It was stylish, elegant, sophisticated,
cosmopolitan. After the aggressive Americanism of every other city I
had seen in the States it was like 2 oreath of European air. The ad-
vertisements seemed less blatant, the shop window displeys subitler, the
tuildings wore permanent, even the traffic less hectic., The men seen-
ed more guietly dressed, more polite and more rzlaxed. The girlzs were
tasteiully dressed and pretty in every conceivavle raciel and aulti..
raciel way. There was, ebove 2ll, a general impression that people
lLiked one arother and liked living in San I'rancisco., T was begining to
understand why, and how this city had redecmed America in the eyes of
the world &t the time of the Kruschev viegit, and for all we know saved
mankind. This was what America could become.

It was a revelation. It seemed to \ ‘Th}
me that everyone at howme who 1s inclined to o2 £o% “j {
resent ths creeping tide of Americanism in \\\ i I
our cities should come and looxk zt 3an ::::‘ﬁ\;::EL o
Francisco, and see for themselves that i} I rﬁg
Anericanism...wnich 15 just the tsrm these || i f{
people use for a society based on mass "W | r_r ;
producction, high consumption and the auto- k\ 1 ;‘~i-~_n
mcbile...can Le integrated with traditional K ~’f’f"'*“‘
“ropean valiues. Ieople who run screeming _”“~—~-~‘::5'7‘1 [ 7T‘
Irom the concrete desert of los Angelss ‘”“j -t
should pause 7 r breath in San Francisco | % :1
and sce that there is another answer. A ‘ B 5
city which s the hope of the world. N { 2

Bui after crossing a few inter- R s i ?t
sections ve found . ourselves in another ﬁ? T s v |
city altogether, an (riental one. We were E;mi;iff‘ﬁ;%f*
in Chinatown, where everything was Chinese rfﬁ"f“—'{fm
except the price tags, and even the tels- x AT L T
phone kiosks werc little pagodas. Hurn- -’;AF“,,J i'yw | :;-t,sa
dreds of little shops ofi1ered sirange and = -@ f i J?
fascinating things for sale. _iriam end ; | 1y 1
Jerry were locking for a lexican restauxr- [ {ia_g\
ant, of all things. MNadeleine was looking g T f i%/
for a cheep cheongsam, a garnent which has =2 &
done more than lao Tse Tsung to unssttla —~w~~"w‘}j‘ II'*%
Western Wankind, and Bthel, who had had an ¥ 7R /"1 R
early bearkfast, .as looking f. r food I C¥ & [t W -
didn't mind one wey or another buczuse - o f;7“%§a
though I liked chzongsams end food, I = (o ._TEE;
thought the situation of three Celtis; =2 e g Q ’::Z;}:a T
Slav and an Anglo-Saxon looking for a j% = b et 'y\\,/fﬁéf

hexican restaurant in the Chinese gquarter

of an American c¢ity fourded by Spain was the last word in exoticism,
However mthel's was the must basic neerd, transcending the instincts of
sex and even the craving for enchiladas, and since the place was fairly
crottlirg with Chinese restaurants we finished un eating a tyvoicel fann
igh meal of four dinners among tive people.



Outside again we went to catch 2 cable car. Ssn PFrancisco is
built uporn what appears to be 4 miniature mountzin rarnge, 2nd only sheer
determination prevents the entire population from slithering down to the
watcrfront. Those who have ended up there are periodiczlly dredged up
again ty ceakle cars, for redistribution about the pzaks of the city.

The cable cars ere engagingly antiquated contraptions, 'mmet-ations of
ordinary single-deck trams, driven by a clutch engaging a moving cable
through ¢ slot in the ground. This device permits the most dramatic
effects of acceleration z#nd braking, arnd what with this and the clatter-
ing and grinding and lurching they seem to go at crazy speed through

the more respectable traftic. They are more like something in & funfair
than & weeans of public transport, and everyone seemed to enjoy them as
much &s we tourists. You feel somehow that San Prancisco has a holiday
running down the middle of its streets.

A cable cer finally ground to a halt on level ground at the
waterfront and everyone reluctantly got out. It was now positioned at
a sort of turntable, and to my delight T found all the passengers were
helping to push it round ready for the journey up again. Yes, I liked
San ¥rancisco.

he reason we had come down to Pisherman's Vharf, apart from

riding the cable cars, was to visit & famous store czlled COST ¥ TS
where t' ere are all sort of exotic impurts a2t bargain prices. But
Miriem, who was leading the way, slowed Qown and stopped and loocked
worried. I realised at once what was wrong, having seen this sort of
thing on the newsreels. lien were walking up end down in front of the
store carrying placards. We stopped in 2 group on the pavement, irr-
esolute. "I've naver crossed a picket line in wy life," said Miriem,
"but Mzdeleins coming all this way...."

"I'1l tell you what," said Madeleine cheerfully, " we could go
in =2nd steal something.”

TR "ell, let's case the joint
- ! anyway," I said bilingually, so we
“"f:*~\\ \5 went over to look at the windows.

' S 1 The first thing we sew was a big
g o notice saying OUR EWFLOYEES ARE NOT
B gt ON STRIKE. It went on to give a

e long involved explanation full of
technical terms from American ILabour
relations, the gist of which was that
the employees were getting what they
wanted. Dliriam was nonplussed, so I
suggested we go and see what the pic
kets had to say. Ve went over to

the nearest one and, nodding to him
politely, studied his placard. Ile
stopped walking and held it steady
for us; averting his gaze as if he merely paused for = rest. Having
digested his message we coughed apologetically to attract his attemtion
and esked him zbout the notice in the window. Whersupon he launcheé into
another equally involved explanation, the gist of which was that this
employer couldn't be trusted and that they were picketing him until he

N
/ﬁ/@>




kept his promises. after ten minutes or so of hearing evidence and
cross examination we adjourncd our 1ittle industrial court and, thank-
ing the picket, retired further dowr the sidewalk for consultation.
hiriae and Jerry szid whatever we decided would be fine by them, MNzd-
eleine said firmly that she'd just a&s soon not go in, and we all
retired from the arena feeling quite happy at having struck a blow
for downtrodden labour.

Curiously this little ¢pisode made me feel even more at home
in Sen I'rancisco. Up to now most of our hosts in America had been
Republicans, who would reger our Conservative Party as a bunch of
dangerous radicals. They were .very nice people and I thought none the
less of them for that. Of course I am very broad-minded about these
thingss; I would even be prepared to make Republicanism legal between
consenting adults. But it did feel good to be back among people who
thought like Europeans and whom you didn't heve to be afraid of offend-
ing.

S0 we happily wandered along the waterfront for a while look-
ing at baby alligators and cther strange things, including the little
seahorses they offered to wmzil live anywhere for a dollar. I don't
know what Her %ajesty's Post Office wouild think of this...th only
sea creature I've ever heard of them delivering by post is COD. Then
we vook the cable car agein for another cheerful jangling ride beck
up into the city. Half way it stopped dead and stood there for some
time¢ without any apparent reason. Nobody seemed to be =2t all con-
cerned., A passer-by called out something and the driver shouted
"Coffee break zt the power station," and everybody laughed. It didn't
seem the sort oi thing that would happen in New York, or even Jondon.

I cen't remember if we ever found out the reason for the stopp-
age -~ maybe it was the coffee breask -~ but eventually we jangled off
again, and hopped off in the middle of the city and went to collect
tiie Volkswagen.

¥We shot down the spirel ramp into the streets like 2 ball on
¢ pinteble, only to be caught in a huge traffic jem on the approesches
to the Bay Bridge. Vhile thus becalmed in 2 Sargasso Sea of cars I
heard from kiriam and Jerry of the first murmurings of San Trarciscots
Revolt Aga nst The Frecways. It was becoming clear that every city
motorway built to solve the problem of too much traffic carries the
seed of another problem, the itraffic it creztes. "hich necessitates
another motorway and so on until the city itself is obliterated by
concrete, dispersed into crevices between roazds and car parks., Jos
Angeles has yielded to the automobile, but not Sen Francisco. :ven
then there were plans fir a modern commuter railway system, and rec-
e¢ntly T saw on television a San Franciscan who threatened to blow up
a projected new freeway. I nocded approvingly: that was my San
¥rancisco.

Bzck in Berkeley vwe wet Bill Donzho ard lMck and Pat Ellington
and their little daughter Poopsie, 2 farewell gzthering to see iithel
off on her long journey back hom¢. We all went for dinner to a big
eating place called Brennans, which unaccountably was owned by &
Germzn and employed Chinese waiters. The food was very good and there
were the usual lavish helpings, which no one was able to finish except



Bill Tonako. 1Jlittle Poopsie was hardly able to meke #ny inroesd at all
into hér dinner, and I was delighted to see Bill relieve her of her
2lmost untouched plate and iinish it off. 1It's a great comfort for a
visitor to the States to have Bill Donzho aronund. Lot only fFoes his
vast size give you 2 sense of security, emply justified by his less
obvious character and intelligence, but he relieves you of the negging
guilt you feel in restaurants at the waste of all that good food. ™ith
Bill eround this problem is drasticclly reduced. On this occasion he
polished off 2 couple ¢f side dishes for me as well, enabling me to
concentrate my flagging forces orn my huge hurk of strawberry short-
cake, It had turned out to be 2 very nlemsant surprise. I heve been
ordering this Jdish with unouenclatle optimism for the psst thirty
years 2t various places in the worléd, &nd this was the first time I
had ever found it made with fresh strawberries ard real, fresh cream.
kthel had it too; and I don't think she could have wished for anything
better for her last meal in California.

As usual unguestionedly assuming command, Bill mede sure we
arrived at Oaklands bus station in good time. Bill checked in Tthel's
luggage, I found cut which gate the bus would be &%, 2n3 then there
was nothing to do but wait for the bus to come in from Saén Trancisco
on its wey to Salt lLeke City &nd New
York. It wes, of course, lzte. TYe \N::\\\\

stood in & littie group round Ethel, ‘\\\\\\\\\
talking nervously and desultorily. \\\\\\\\\
The Berkeley fans couldn't be their : <2Tifff§5> e

usual bright and cheerful selves,
because this was a2 sad occasion, and
they couldn't just keep saying ssd
farewells, and they «ll knew that

when the bus did come in there would
be & rush to get on @and we couldntt
hold ithel back. 8o the corversation
was spesmodic and interspersed with
the usuzl objurgations, to take care of
herself and give their love to so and
so in Englind and try to persuade Atom
to stand for Teff and so on. For my-
self I Jjust kept thinkiag, I'm respon-
sible for all t is., I wrote the art-
icle in Nebulz which brought this
little Scottish girl into fandom, and
I started this TAFF thing, and now
here she is in & Cslifornia bus station

emong friends she had made scross six

thousand miles. Mow she looked a little sad, and I could understand
it, Her great holiday ¢1ll over, she was lvaving the sun and warmth

of Californie fer the long anti-climetiec journey beck te winter in
grimy lLondon; no doubt worrying all the way as to whether she had made
a good impression. The bus swept suddenly in and the guaua pushed fow-
ard and the Berkeley fans said their hurried last goodbyes and I knew
there was only on tiing for me to saw, So &s she was swept past me in
the gueue I bent down and whispered "I'm proud of you thel." And I
was, though it wasn't until I saw the genuine sorror and affection on
faces around me as thet brave little figure dissapeared in the crowd
that I reclised just how nmuch. —_talt Willis
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Kew fbberations for 0ld

I recently saw an interesting double-bill of
horror films., One was pure gothic horror and the other a macabre pres-
ent day thriller, yet both displeycd urmistakeable undertones of the
same perversion...necrophilia. "Kiss of the Vampire" and "Paranoiac"
are two well made filwms, tyvical of the two styles Hawmer frequently
turn out these days. The former has all the traditional asnecrts of the
vampire yarn, so well known to most filmgeers by row as to need no ex~
planation, and contains one of the funniest unintentional lines Il've
heard for some time: "He's been drinking again." As the stury unfolds
with its accert on corpses (the vampires are hedonists whe have discov-
ered that blood sucking is more satisfying than sex), one can't escape
the plot's kink towards newrophilia. In ecarly textbooks on Psychiatry
recrophilia is referred to as vampyrism, the sexual attraction to corp-
ses, anrd is explained as the logical conclusion of fantasies of extreme
violence towards the opposite sex,



"Paranoleac" is more sciertific and obvious thar its gothic pre-
decessor, the vampire has been rewnlaced by the peraroid. Farenoia is a
very rare abberation which is hard to detect until its later stages,
unless the sufferer lands in court. Paranoiacs suffer from one major
delusion, their whole life anrd actions revolving around it, and often
they turn howicidal in defence of their belief. Psychiasirists say that
their delusions are caused by deep-rooted guiltl-fear feelings of homo-
sexuality, and the film "Peranoiac" bears this out in a&n urnsaid but
hinted way.

The plet, weaving around the insanc preotaganisté, Simon, is com-
pet¢nt and occesionally thrilling, but sometimes lanses into ludicrous
dialogue and sillincss like: "She's in love with him," and "Thats a prob-
lem she'll have to work oul for herse¢if." The pararoid (dynamically
well played by Qliver Reed) has developed, hefore the story opens, a
homosexual ¢ttatchement for his elder brother. Thedir prrernts are kill-
e¢d, and Simon develops neccrophilic tendencies ard kills his brother. Iié
walls the corpses of his brother up behind an organ, which in the film
he plays for the dead drother, now believing him to be alive. The fincl
shot is the most telling of £11...Simon euwbracing the decaying cornse
as flawes encroach upon him...soon to be a corpse himself. So in the
Tipal frame we have combined homosexuality, inccst and necrophiliz.

S0 the insane and purverted are replecing the vempires and were-
wvolves. But the appeal is to the same dark areas of our wminds which
are attractsd by buth. Exit lovecraft, Foe and Stoker -- enter Blocik,
Sturgeon and Burroughs.

About the Fourth istate

The 'Daily keil' of 6,/2/64 contains some un-
usual statewments about the British Interplanetary Society. OCne of the
paper's columnists makes some torguc in cheek remarks about an eatirely
unofficial body like the BIS playing host to the Russian cosmonavt,
Vvalentina Tercshcova; saying that the Society hes come 2 lorng way from
its formation in the thirties wher members belicved in Flying Saucers
and Venusians. This, as ary long time fan will reelise, is purc in-
vention on the part of the ‘'Mailt', apart [rom the glaring fact that
Sauvcers didn't exist as such before 1947, Verusiars ars a post-

Adamski delusion.

The krow-nothing columnist converiertly forgets that the fourth
estate is almost entirely resporsible for furthering the whol of the
saucer mythoa. When the whole thing beger in the lete forties the
press gave full coverage to every sighting ard "larfireg", giving themnm
more importance than the real hcorror of the e¢merging post-war society.
I can remceober &s a child accepting withour doubt the regular stori o
in the 'Pictorial'! of little hartians found dead-.in Saucers, of till
men in silver dress emerging from thelr craft, and being made to
cultivate a low opinion of the US governcert for their "suppression
of facts". Looking back on that era, I can see the press, half
consciously, nearly succeed in creating e psychotic sceiety. .everyone
was expecting the Mmertians, Verusians, or what have you to land and
sort out the mess politicians had got us into.






Divine intervertion is a concent s old as time. The press neatly
played on this as did the religious faratics of the Dark sges, and for
much the same reason. Qur press has never ettempted to keep up with the
geientific revolution; in the place of logic they hrve substituted
superstition. 'The Newes of the World' has for yecers furthered the myth
of subnormal monsters waiting in every dark lare to rane young child-
ren. !'The People' continually "exposes'" wrongdoesrs by nlacing them in
a mass circulation pillary, arnd the 'Sunday EFxpress' putlishes War

memnoirs ad infinitum which efter 20 years have drifted into the realm
of myth and legend.

Sex dominates our press, just as sex domirated the Hedieval
Church. It is the sex of prostitution, zdultery, 38-22-36, talentless
starlets, Christinc Keeler, child rapers and gueers ir high places.
It is a Victorian naughty pneeshow that carries with it that zra's outlook
on sex. On the flip side of the coin prominent church leaders are often
handsomly paid to denounce premzsritel intercourse, the latest 'pornoge
raphis' novel, or deride the 'new morality! of their more with it
colleagues. These articles are often featured in &n edition that
chronicles the latest clerical atrocity in the choir hoys' charging
T0O0M.

dMeanwhile boubs are tested, conferences fall, Presidents are
assassinated, elections held, ard the wcrld tecomes more and more
complex for the astrologers ard alcheumists of Fleet Street.
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Power Lines

In receni years there has arisen among fneri~an novelists
an irteresting ard popular trend to swing away irom the typical small
town sexenics and "thirnk big" by writing nuclear age thrillers, featur-
irg, as central characters, prouinent ijigures such as the President of
the USA.

‘The recurring theme auong these rovels is, "what would happen
if ruclear war occured by &accident."” This is the plot.of hoth Burdick
and Wheeler's "Fail Safe” and Peter Geor. 's "Red Alert" (filmed as
"Dr. Strargelove, etc.).

"FPail Safe'" is perhaps the most precise and entertaining of the
whole crop of like novels. 1t takes attitudes and opinions on nuclear
warfare prevalent at the moment, ranging irom the pacifiism of Bertrand
tussell to the first strike thecries of Herman Kahn, ard has them
voiced in the crucial moments before ifoscow is destroyed by accident.
The accident is. csused by the blowing of a condens~r in the war-room
computer, causing a flight of American bombers to believe than an ex-
ercise is the real thing. Vhen Americar iighters fail to destroy the
bombers, hrushchev prepares to give the order for the bombing of
America, and, to avert the holocaust, the American President {obviously
Kennedy) has Mew York bombed as a sign of good faith...this soluticr
seems less incredible than the actual devices o1 war that are worked
into the novel.

The authors' message, 1f ary, is, "where do men leave off and
machines hegin in the nuclear machine?" The electronic brains collect
informaticn and programmue other machines as to the course of action
while humar observers can but watch and pass impotent judgement. The
shared feeling zunorg all these novels is that sane men have created
an insane monster.

The insane monster of ¥Knebal and Bailey's "Seven Days in Lay"
is the military-mind of the Pentagon. *hile the liberal President is
dealing with the opening moves of total multilateral disarmamant a
hard core of Pertagon brass-hats are planring a full scale militery
junta to establish 2 totalitarian dictatorship in the U'A, ‘“hzn the
President discovers the plot he car only rely upon a small circle of
loyal friends ard use dubious mnethods a,ainst the whole of the Armed
Forces, Aalthough the situation has frightening possibilities the
novel is just a straight adventure story comparatle to Van Vogt's
"World of Mall-A", in which poli ics are secondary to thud, blunder
and intrigu . OUne wishes th¢ authors had taken the story further by
showing the U. & under a fascist leader. As it was the generals simply
resigned when the President showed them proof of their misdeeds. The
rebellion was finally crushed by Senator Haymond Clark who blackmailed
the military leaders over a trivial metter of tax-evasiorn. This ending
hardly seems credible considering the might of the Pentagon.

The nuclear accident of Peter George's "kKed Alert'" us caused by
a case of sipgular insanity in the mind of a 3AC general who, without
authority, orders a flight of bvombers to attack Russia. Under the
fail safe system such a chain of events would be impossible, but this
does not, as critics of the book #rd filw imply, 4 tract from the iwmp-
ortarce ¢l the situation; that only =2 madman would use nhuclear weanons



is a direct commonsense supposition. Perhaps only madmer are fully
qualified to hold positions of command over nuclear machines? In

"tgil Safe intellectual neurotics advecating first strike are kept at
a safe distance from the machines, yet are kent on hand for the
entertainrment of Pentagon gererals, yet it is a defect in the computexn
that leacs to the destrucfion of *ew Yori. The authors of "Seven Mays
in fay: con't take the easy vay out by preserting the rebellion leaders
as lunatics, but instead show the political casuses of the rebellion

led by « uan who is obviously more stable than the "resident. The only
reason we sre giver that the Fertagon's actiorn is wrong is because the
Constitution says "you car't do that'.

avart from teking these themes seriously, Americans have made
then into big dbusiness by filming all of the novels under discussion.
"Red Ale:t-, a serious novel, emerged as the blaclk comedy "Dr. Strange-
love" because director Kubrick thought the destruction of humanity by
humanity was the big_est belly laugh of all.

And the Streets aren't Paved ith Gold

Tt has now beern 18 months since
I 1eft the coalrields of lottinghamshire for the concrete pastures of
london, and it is ar experience 1 wouldn't advise anyone to try more
than once. Looking back on these monthis and comparing my feeling and
reactions now to those of the climate I grew up in I've made a few
observations resarding lLondon and lLondoners.

Londoners are basically the same as anyone else living anywhere
in Britain., The trouble is that they don't want you to know it. City
Londcners vear ridiculous apparel and wield umbrellas, nct for the sake
of iarxist cartocnists, but for fear of being roticed and standing out
in the seething nmasses. Yet for all trils difference they are the saune
as Nottinghsmshire miners.

The city is to blace. It takes basic humar kirdness and twists
it into something cold and inhumar. Sentimental you think? You've seen
films 0 r=sad books describing the peanic and rioting that occurs when
the ilartians sre coming or the Bomb has heen dropped. That is nothing
on the rush hour. People push, shove, bite and scratch for a place on
a train, iddle-aged respectable family men turr irto som<thing
short of nirates boarding a ship and women, children and o0ld ladies
are trampled into the lLondon Transport dust.

romp and Circumstance is another little anacroni mw Londoners
like to hide behind and having worked in the Gui chall I see what must
be a fair sized ration of it. Take for example the visit of the ing
and ~ucen of the Relgiums. The Guildhall minions looked to see whether
ruey had ever been presented with the Freedom of the City. 7T is is a
status filled title whose only benefit is the free education of your
children ii you die. The Felgian rnonarchy, it was found, were not
Free kier, and so & Uivic Banquet was arranged during which the
presentation could be made. What ensued was one of the biggest ballsups
in the history of the Guildhall.

A poorly rehursed military band waited outside the entrance for
the royal couple. They were keyed up to play the Pelgian Yatioral
antnem. ‘'hey played it three times for three different people; none



of whom- were the noyal couple. The itirst was the portly mayoress of
Fermondsey, then Lord ard lady dountbatten and the crownirg insulgi,
our own Queen and Frince Fhilip! hen the Belgians finally arrived
they were greeted by our own Pational Arthem!

-- Jhim linwood

ARCHIE MERCER
WOMB
ENOUGH

Elvis ol kanlibone patted the hilt of his phallic sword, Stork-
bringer.,

"We must attack,"” he informed his companion in arms.

"ITg it wise?" asked Dive-in-Sport, his kinsman. "They are many
end we are pitifully few.™
"Nevertheless," returned Eivis, "this is our moment if ever one

wos., ‘The entire female population of the earth is ovt there., If we
can only destroy themw now, then the world will be at our feet."



Cracithér the Bed Archer spoke. "aind if we fail?"

*Je fail anyway," said zlvis, "unless we use our moment. ‘'hat
say, Jlriend wnoorcocr:"

“"If we attack, then I am your herchman as ever," replied his
old comrade-in-arms sardonically. "And may - er - the best man win."

Blvis ra, K idly marshalled his torces, himsel]l taking the lead of
the spearhead columr. }is compariors by his side, he advanced unon the
massed ranks of womankind, Storkbringer at the ready. He could see
them now, in outline so similar to himself and to his fellows, yet
somehow subtly and obscenely dif.erent. Clearly, the world was rot btig
enough to hold both sexes. Cne of thewm wuuld have to go.

Then the spearhead was in amorgst the rarks of the enemy, and

Storkbringer had tasted blood. as the sword tasted, so Zlvis's strength

soared. oman after woman jell to his weaponr's demonic lust as he
hewed his way to the centre of the horde. Py his side, Crackher the
Red Archer jired arrow after arrow into the echelons of womarkind, and
each arrow fourd its mark. A bold woman with a sword stepped under
Elvis's guard, but was dispatched with an arrow in her hreast ere she
could deliver the fatal stroke.

"2ood shooting, friend Crackher,” said Elvis, turning womentari
towards the archer. "(Gops - sorry." Storkbringer sheathed itself in

1y

his friend's body. '"just've siipped.” Ee freed his s.ord oré dv rccad

upor: the womer again, leeving the Ped Archer's lifeless body lying
there.

Suddenly the Queer of thaos was before him, seated regally uporn
an ornately carved throne. sStorkbringer singing, he towered over her.
she defended herself as best she could, but her weapons vwere no match
for the phallic sword that had gorged itself upon blood, arnd it buried
itself eagerly in her royal vitals. Klvis stepnped back.

"rhe wueen is dead, good kinsmen,” he exulted. "Now the forces
of Chaos are disorgarised - victory 1is in onr grasp. QOops - sorry."
disergaged 5tor+bringer irom the intestires of his kinsmar Dive-in-
Sport, leaving i, gasping there with his life ebbing awray. “Xust've
slipned. Rally men, fmooncock - we must let no female escane the field,

o »

‘The forces of womankind were surrounded on afl sides, ard there
was no escape. PMone were permitted to live - those who asked for
quarter were helved., After it was over, [llvis mustered his victorious
troomps.

"Victory is ours!” he told them. 'The monstrous regiment of
Chaos 1s no wmore - in all the world not a female survives. Trom now

on, the Laws of i1an will. rule. (urs is the Karth." Dramatically he
flourished Storkbr nger. ‘'Generation upon generation of men as yet
unborn will come irto their....oops - sorry. .us$t've sli-ped.” Gently

he disengaged his sword from the lifeless body of his old comrade-in-
zrms s.ooncock, and continued his peroration.

-=- Archie mercer
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The POPEYE certoons are not b ing shown op 1idlands TV at present, but
if it is true that they will be returning to our smell screers shortly,
I think we should take & closer lock &t the influential content thercof.
And, as & result, parents, teachers and all those concerned with the
woral welfare of the yourg nay f{eel themselves inpelled to join me in

a vehement denunciation of this disgraceful chgracter.

Pirstly, he is always smcking, and one is given to understand
that the material used ir his pipe is the vilest kind of weed. Secondly,
he displays disgusting eating hahits -- straight out of cars without
the benefit of a fork even. And on wmost ocecssiorns, the whole canful of
spinach goes into YWis mouth at once, to be gulped down with nauseating
noises,

Incidentally, it has been pointed out that loniye is a good
irfluence in that he encour:.ges the eating .of spirnach, which most children
loathe. But & roted imerican dietician placed himself on the side of
the children somne years ago, and said that their instirnctive loathing
#as8 1o more than self-preservation, since it had been discovered that
spinach wazg not only rnot good for children, it cculd heve definitely.
narmful effects,

ancther character called Wimpey is also a tad influerce in the
ordinary sphere, since his only &#im in life seems to be to gulp down
hemburgers whele, as otter as possible. It should be pointed ou% tc the
creator of these delingquent characters that gluttony is ore of the sever
deadly sins.

Also, ore wonders soout the exact relatiornship hetweer Povpeye
anéd Olive Uyl, who is refered to as his girl-friend. 1Is the brby,
Swee'Pea, QOlive's baby® If s, is Popeye the father, arnd mgain if so,,
why does he not legitimise the child? This is dowrright, shocking,
immorality. Clive, in some ewnisodes, secws to bhe dcing her kest to
get Popeye to marry her -- which he should, or course -- but in other
epieodes she is nothing but & warton, going of f with any man who reachcs
out & hand for her. It is ro use suggesting that she is ornly decing it
to rouse Popeye's jealousy, because it is obvious that, until tlhings go
wrong, she thoroughly er joys her amorous delliances.

Cruelty to animals ig slso blatart in some of these certoons --
for instance Popeye is orten seer swirging socwe luckless beast around
his head end flinging it for miles. Arc Wimpey will stalk and dispose
of .ny creature which will fill his hemburgers.

Some cartuons Lave beern shown in which Swee'Pe: is neglected
shamefully, zrd had Lo be rescusd from some dire plight by Popeye. Is
this rezlly the Kind of thirg which young children should be allowed to
see? L



rarents:
from our screens
winks.
such vicious trash,

arise in wrath and sween these unsavoury characters

Demand more wholesome entertainmer.t for your kidday-
(rgenise a march on those TV compenics responsible for showing

Me? Well, I'11 -- er -- join you later, T'uw just off to meet
oy two hoys rrom school. I'm taking them to see BEN HUR for the second
time.,aveo
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I've always found the idea ot visitors very appealirg -- and in the case

of Pat Kearney, the visitor himself is zppealing, too. Not
comical sense, I hasten,

abeth sStreet, he's always appealing feor the lozn of some horror book.

in the anat-
It's simply thet when he comes round from Eliz-

Thursday the 1l5th of February had all the cards stacked against

it. The date, for instance. Work was more miserable than usual, ang
when I got home, I had the usual fare ol two chards of burnt toast to
look foward to. I was ir the wmiddle of munching the fragments of the

second piece wnhen the doorbell rang,

"Kearriey," I thought.

=

But it wasn't Victoriats answer to World Peace. Tt was a youn
ish mar with an RAF shirt ard ar RAF black tie covered with a civilian
rzincoat. IHe had & piece of paper in his hand.

Locke?"

"Ye-es.,"

LY Th o8

"I'm from Gerald Roed police statior.

Are you the owner of
scooter TRY 3147

We've received a complzint from & householder..."

It vas a long and sad corversation involvirg the extreme age
of the scooter, the difficulty of getting a road test certificate and
difficulty of behaving honestly in twentieth century society. We par
half ar hour later,

g‘ -

the
ted

the police officer to get nis hendcufis -- I thought,

and T to return to my cold burrnt toast, reflecting that it was probanly

the last time I'd have the privilege of
lezst three months.,

eating cold burnt toast for at

Sure ¢rough, the docruell rarg again, later that right. I was
in the middle of wy epid, designed tc put the lid of the grave of the
3erse of Wonder for good and 2ll time. It was a very exciting part of
the story where everything was going wrong for all the characters, and
wvhen that doorbell rarg I nearly jumped out of the window.



Ancther ycung man was standing by the door. This cne looked a
cut above the molice constable who couldn't make up his mind whether to
wear military or civvy gear, He looked at least an inspector.

"Good everirg,"” he said, as I watched him through a mist of
gaethering fterror. y voice trembled a2rd almost refused to leave ay
lips.

"G-good evering."

He sa2id something in reply to that, but either he mumbled or I
wasn't hearing too good. I :hought he said- "I'm a Fred hunter." At
once mhy eyes weny to the cartridge belt he wore to hold his bullets and
trousers up. He' had the cold, fearless expressions of a2 man who had
hunted -- and killed -- many Xreds in his time. He would live in a
stately country mansion, where coal and log fires were perpetually
ablaze, like the fires of Hell. A place which was nevertheless still
cold, and where ¢legant, robotic butlers were cortinually on the move to
keep warm. A place of oaken panels, secrei passages -- and the heads
of trophies or the wall, The heads of all the ¥reds he had killed.
Freds hunted down in the Highlands of the 'orth Downs. Freds tracked
down inexorably in the seedy streets of Liverpcol, with the Z cars
force only braking distance behind him, ¥Freds hunted throush the burns
and »ills of Scotland. Hunted, killed and tzken back to tne Shetland .
I3lends.

"Pred Hunter," I said. Relief poured over me. I acked him in,
vrewed him some cofice -- which, being brewed, didn't turn ouf too well,
and gave hin sowme specially cooked food which would have pleased an
epicure. (Slivers of carbonised bread tastefully donme in rancid butter
arnd marmite.) i

I showed hiw round the collection, and assked how come he was in
Lordon, "Heve the Shetlands exploded, like Tristan ds Curha? And are
you & refugee®"

It turned out he was on some kind of extended tour combined with
a business trip which involved visiting practically every city and
1illage of note in the United Kingdom. I'e had come dowr the Fastern side
of ingland 2nd was to stay 2 night or so in London before setting off
towvards Hirmingham on Seturday morring. Lven though it wasn't the
Globe night, I took him rounrnd there, showed nim the pub just off
latton Cexrden which ic legal y part of Ruckinghamshire and finally gave
him the traumatic ex erience of lettirg him sleep 2t 86 fChelsea Gardens.
A most_erjoyeble evening, especially as it had started so badly.

He survived the ordea2l, and we parted on Friday morning. I went
to work and Fred went off to see aboul his business before visiting
¥lla @nd her Friday night weeting. He took his bags with him having
socme fantastic notion about drivirg through the night'in the direction
of Birminghemn.

I looked foward to seeing him that evening at Klla's, but he
phoned my hospital during the coffee break andtold me he had to go
to Birmingham earlier than he had expected and so wouldn't be at
Filburn thst evening. A pity..he'd have enjoyed the gathcering.

4 really nice fellow, 2nd I look foward to seeing him again.

-~ George Locke
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"DR. STRANGELOVE -- 02 HOJ I LEARXED TO STOP WORRYIRG AND LOVE THE BOWB"
is a good film prevented from being excellent by some unnecessary pret-
entiousness ard three mistakes in the casting. The three mistakes were
all Peter Sellers -- umdoubtedly one of the most unintelligent actors in
a profession not noted for its brainpower. Wasn't it Charlton Heston
vho told a Guardian journalist a couple of years back !'Someone's putting
it around that us movie actors are stoopid?' Well, T'm still putting it
around and nearly every one of my rare visits to the cinema seems to
prove me right,

DR. STRANGELOVE was much better than I anticipated, and, speaking
pragmnatically, it did, for me &t least, what it set out to do -- it scarec
me numb. I went to a preview show last year sometime, with a bunch of
SF writers, critics and Ted Carnell {(and the author of the book, who
seemed pleased with the film) and their reaction was mixed...certainly



none of them seemed as stunned as I was, Visiting, as I've said, the
cinema comparatively rarely, I am prokably more susceptible to its
techniques which might seew tired or corry to more exverierced cinema-
goers, 1 was terrified by "Day of the Triffids", for instance.

The filw begins in an ironic mood showing big H-bombers refuel-
ing gracefully in the air to the tune of 'Try a Little Tenderness', This
mood is sustained for quite some time, even after the first appearance
of Peter Sellers as Group Captaln landrake. One of the best characters
is Geveral Jack D. Ripper {George C. Scott) the psychotic head of & TUSAF
tase -~ the man who sends, without warning, his H-bomber squadror to
bomb Russia, The news is soon out and Peter Sellers is next seen doing
e good charicature of an Adlai Stevenson-type US President (lucky for
Kubrick, the direcfor, that he didn't try a2 take-off on Kennedy, eh?) in
the Pentagon War Room. He is warning Kruschev (labelled Kissov herein)
wvhat hes happened. In the shadows is the weird figure of Dr. Strange-
love, an ex-Fazi ruclear scientist (have we gone back to heavy water?)
in hand-operated wheelchair but with power-operated artificial arm and
hand.

In the particular H-bomber we are following is Slim Pickens as
the pilot, in Texan cowboy hat, getting steadily closer and closer to
his target. Because of the current over-complicated situation, he can
cnly be recalled by his commanding officer (Ripper) who has no intention
of doing so. Scott gives a beautiful interpretation of a quiet psychot-
ic with an off-trail obsession somehow equating water with virility and

~»tain that fluoridation of the water supply is a clever Commie plot
which he must swash, even though it means nuclear war.

In his parts as kiandrake and the President, Sellers isn't that
bad, though he has a tendency to ham it up a bit. Where the general
nood of the f'ilm is ironic¢, Sellers tends to make it farce, so that even
while you are laughing at the farcical bits, you have the feeling that
they just shouldn't be there. In his part as Dr,., Strangelove, Sellers
.s hopeless. He has a joke about his artificial arm which keeps gett-
ing out of control and doing a Nazi salute.... The thing is that
Sellers in either of the first two parts, even in the last, would have
been okay ~- but the gimmick of Sellers doing another part is an
intrusion. Every time hc¢ ccues On you see Peter Sellers doing another
lightning impersonation. It interupts the story constantly. Thank
gocdness he didn't play Slirn Pickens' part as well (I believe he was
originally going to) for Pickens is very good in his role. Alsc ex-
cellent is Sterling Hayden as a USAF General in the War Room -~ there
is a scene where he gives loud thanks to God (he thinks he's safe) for
-their delivery, shouting the word "GAAAA&AHD!" as if issuing a military
command. This is wonderful. There is & spot of cheap symbolism in the
film (Kubrick, one sometimes feels, is inclined to vulgarise what he
picks up -- he tend to imitate the techniques of intellectual films
rather than seriously incorvorate them into his vilm) and I get the
impression (though I may be wrong) that what the film lacked was good
direction. Script and much of the acting was good, the photocgraphy was,
I suppose, good (I'm no expert) but the construction of the film was
poor. However, the ending shocked me terribly and I couldn't speak for
some moments (ask someone who knows me and you'll realise just what
that means!).




A film I enjoyed for difterent reasons was Fellini's "8%"', This
again had the fault of using rather too many 'symbolic' tricks which wre
outworn -- & fault in a2 lot of films produced on the Contirent from what
I can see., There is a scene, for example, where the central character
(a film director -- the picture is supposed to be largely autobiographic-
21) kisses his mother who siezes his head and drags it towards her in a
passionate embrace; as the hero recoils from this, the woman turns into
his wife, Stuif like that. But the film is worth seeing for its trem-
endous visual impact, even if, like me, you can't -uite make out what
it's all supposed to be about. A scene wvhere a fantastic archetypal
mother-goddess does a rumba on a beach watched by a group of fascinated
little boys sent me gaping in delight and wishing it could go on for ever
¢nd ever, There is a funny scene in which the herc enacts a fantasy
where all the womern he has ever known are contained in his harem. Con-~
sidering how easily this could have become tasteless, it says something
for Fellini that he brought it off perfectly. In some ways it reminded
me of the whole of "Tow Jores", arother film which T erjoyed immensely
(probably more than any other film I've seen),

Ancther point about "8%" is that all the beautiful women come
through as individuals -- they're all beautiful, but they'rs all differ-
ent.

On the whole, I can't stand thls foreign muck like "L'2* 'ntural
arnd sc¢ forth, but this Fellini I liked a lot.

bought a copy of Xurt Vonnegut's nSirens of Titen'i. TI've sin:e given it
away, 80 I have 1o rely on my memory and hope I'm right wher T quote the
Corgi-edition blurb when it says 'one of the greatest SF novels ever
written' or words to that effect. On the backcover ere further blurbs
quoted from reviews (Brian's is prominent and gives hesvy praise), all
of which are enthusiastic. So I bought it. I might just as well have,
I suppose, because it ia a mediocre gocd read. Vonneg:t's "Mdo'her
right" (a very good 'straight' novel) is far superior and I had ihe
impression whilst reading 3irens that Vonnegut picks up his bread-and-
butter money by dashing off & quick SF now and again. 7This one read as



if it hed been dashed off by a eclever but not particula-ly bright writer,
and i1t never really convinced me, TFor one thing, he kicks off with a
point about humanity looking inward and becoming more spiritual which,
apart from failing to convince, wes never properly explained or devela
oped. Secondly, his God-figure (showing traces of kerlin in "Once and
Future ting", maybe) who shunts about the solar system in some kind of
warp, is described in terms which made me think Vonnegut was writing
tongue-in-cheek until I realised he wasn't, If you've read E, R. Burr-
oughs' descriptions of John Carter as a 'Virginian gentlewan, an aristoc-
rat of the U.5.', you'll get some idea of how Vonnegut describes this
character., Very snobby. Thirdly, when the hero gets stranded on lMercury
as an intelligence test, the means of getting oif again strikes the
resder immediately. For three years, however (for purposes of plot) the
hero wanders szbout the caves of iercury trying to figure a way out when

I thcought of the arswer as soon as he got there, And in the end, he
doesn't think of the solution -- he's told! This may sound as if I'm
complimenting myself on being clever, but I aw not clever -- particular-
ly when it comes to anticipatimg what's going to hapnen next. The way
out was so obvious that T thought I must have missed something and that
it couldn't be that wey. All signs, I feel, o1 hasty writing. The

book is shallow. Its images (beautiful creature on Mercury, idylliec
landscapes on Titan) are flimsy, poorly sketched, and its gimmick is

on y & slight variation on e ve.y, very o0ld theme in SF which I have used
myself once or twice and am ashamed of.

So what made people rave about the book? Particularly people
like Brian Aldiss whose judgemert I respect? I heven't a clue ~-- unless
Brian and the others have got so deeply involved in the shoddy world of
SF that they're incepsble of eveluating good and bad. I hope not. SF,
like television, sets its own standards. Like TV one can soon start
judging it by these standards (rot very high). Maybe there is little
difference betvween one episode of 'Coronation Street' and the next, msybe
one is better than the other, tut neither is "Saurday Might and Sunday
Morring". Described as "brillient" and 'dawzling", Vonregu''s '"Sirens
of Titan" doesn't even compare tco well ageinst "The Stars my Destination”
with which it has slight affinities.

I wonder what Vonnegut thinks of the response his pot-boiler got?”
I wonder if he's permitted himself a bitter smile?

Due to the praise the novel received I was in a particularly good:
mood to read it, so cannot be accused of being vredisposed to spot flaws.
It was, in short, a great disappointment,

I exvected to he disappointed with Joseph Heller's "Catch 22"
(2gain on loan so I can't quote from it, more's the pity) which is at
last available in pocket-book form, but I advise you to get the hard-
cover, it will last longer znd you'll frequently wsent tc re-reed it. I
wasn't disappointed, in spite of everyone I know reéeccomending it and
quoting frecm it at length.

As far as I know, Heller has only written this one longish novel
and it took him years. He wuey never write another, but his reputation
is made., It is z book which is so good that any attemot to describe it
as a whole, or quote bits from it, seems to lessen it. Heller, by
means of what appears at first to be a rather disconnected series of



comic incidents, builds up a horrifying picture of mern at war (in this
case USAF flyers stationed on a small island in the Mediterranean). The
central character is an Armerian-American Yossariar who uses most of his
time trying to get off flying his missions by getting himself classified
as insane. But here Catch 22 comes in -- if you're insane enough to
want to get off your missions you can't bs insane.

Yossarian gpends as much time as possible in the infirmary. One
day they bring in & wounded airman. "What's the matter with hin?" Yoss-
arian asks the nurse., "He sees everythirg double,”" she renlies. A feam
of doctors and psychiatrists arrive to test the new patient. He does
see everything twice. Yossarian is due to be discharged from hospital
the next day. This he must stop at all costs. Later he shrieks "I see
everything twice!™ It must be catching. The team arrives to test him,
"How many fingers?" as a doctor, holding up one finger. "Two," says
Yossarian, "How many now?" he holds up two fingers. "PTwo," says Yossar-
ian, "How many now?" -- three fingers -- "Two," says Yossarian. Later -~
"You're right," says the doctor, "he does see everything twice.,™

Yossarian and the other airman are put in isclation. 3But in the
night his talented room-mate died. "I see everything once®" shouted
Yossarian.....

These quotes are from memory and
are probably imperfect. The book is rich
with comic scenes -- yet the final chapters
ouild up, with almost unnoticed change of
emphasis, to show the horror of it all --
A the scenes you laughed at were now, you
1; ol Vi) realise, terrifying. There are many, many
Jies Y e memorable characters ir the book. It is
yr TER probably the only effective anti-war book
I have ever read and I advise you to order
your copy now. You've only got a lifetime
to read it in, after all.

I haven't come at all close to
giving you a proper idea of the boeok's
excellence, but trust me -- you won't
regret buying it. If you're of the opin-
ion that "S8F is the last vehicle for the
moral tale" as John Brunner said once, read
"Catch 22" and find out that SF (as we know
it, anyway) can never come close to doing
the job as well as this ‘war story'. A%
the monert, at least, every theme
treated in Science Fiction has been handled
better in 'mainstream' fiction. The only excuse f.r trcating these
themes in the more obvious and cruder manner of the SF tale is that they
reach a much wider audience by this means. ‘“hich brings me to another
pet hobby-horse.

There is a dark movement afoot to make SF more respectable --
more literary. There is an even darker movement afoot (with which T am
involved) to make it more fexperimental', more intellectural -- to take
it, in short, away from the popular audience, Neither must happen if SF
is to keep its function described above.



what the first movement warts is 3F denuded of 4ts powerful
inages and gimmicky themes. what the second movement wa ts is not SF
at all -- it merely wants to ma''e use of the images in SF. I have tend-
ed in the past to sneer at the ratiier dull, not very literate peonle who
comprise the main body of professional 2F writers, and ir doing so 1 may
heve wmade a mistake, If SF is to have a reason for existerce (and most
people appear to feel it needs one) it is %o present half-baked philos-
ophical and scientific theories to the general rcader who would not
otherwise receive them at all. Therefore 3cience IMiction should con-
contrate at least on fresh scientific gimmicks, if there are no fresh
poilosophies. It can, in this way, serve as a bridge between 'popular!
{iction and 'serious' fiction and may bring uwany people to anpreciate
better things (it's fantastic how meny intell.gent people there are
around who've never had the chance to become familiar with good liter-
ature because they haygn't been able to understand its'terms).'

Xﬁq.bw - N But what of the developments that
4 Pamiess PgThoe|  have come out of SF, but are not SF by the
= (A ()=~ above definition?
Jreli e SR AT
“'d["“f( \ %hen people say they want to

S kﬁg raise the standards of SF, what do they
.*é,MJ‘WPﬂ mean exactly?
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> In short, all they mecan is that
they want to write what they write without
naving to conform to the requirements of
the Science Fiction story. The writers
content to turn out a reasorable-job, who
accept all the corventions of Science
Fiction -- who rely upon them, in fact,
for without them they couidn't survive --
tuese writers are orly interested in imp-
roving their story-telling technigues,; end
good luck to them. If they talk ghout
improving characterisaticy, they usually
mean that they want to make their
stereotypes more believable. Again, good
luck to them -- they will always have a
wider audience and, quite probably, a
heppier time of it, concerned as they are
only with the machirery of story-telling.
These are writers with an important role.
e sty Without them the publishing tus iness
would be i , in spite of whet nublishers tell you).
They are writers who would be equelly hapey using the converntions of

the thriller, westerr, love story or historical romance, who would

vork within those corvertions to produce good or had books, depending

cn their skill and intelligence.

/

Without its conventions, the Westerr. is not a Western. Without
its conventions, SF is not SP. £ nor-Western Western must be judged not
. #ainst other Westerns, but agaipst 'mainstream' novels, The same is

~pve of non-SF SF.



S0 the non-comiormist SF writers make use o) some oif the subject
natter, some of the convertions, some of the images of SF to nroduce
good or bad books, depending on their skill and intellect. They become
in fact, merely writers, unlabelled, tzking their chances in the much
larger, much tougher world of mainstream writing. By becoming this,
they stand the chance -of losing a fairly regular income (assuming they're
full-timers) since their matecr al ceases to have a peal to magazine-
editors and the publishers cof SF series. Not always, of course. They
may become writers of 'meinstream-apnsal' SF -- writers like PBradbury
and Wyndhaw who don't write what afficionados call SF, but do write what
the general public thinks of as SF.

On the whole, what the first lot wants to do is to renounce the
conventions of S¥ -- but to accept the conventions of '‘mainstream!
writing., Broader conventions, conventions which may vary from time to
time, but conventions nonetheless, Conventions which come and go with
popular taste. Conventions which are accepted one year, rejected the
next. For instance we have had quite a spate of “"Lucky Jim'" type
novels, another spate ot "Saturday Night and Sunday Morning" type
rovels, another of “Billy Liars" and so on. BEarlier we had batches of
"Decline and Falls", “"The Sun also hises" etc, etc. We can go back to
Richardson to see how one author sets convertions which others follow.
And every so oftern e writer crops up who does something new.

Pair enough. But the authors who reject SF conventions for
'mainstream' conventions are moving sideways, not fowards. They can
be fish, or fowl or good red herring, but we've tasted something like
them before. The author who effects this:.sideways movement successfully
may have injected somethning extra into the mainstream -- which it needs
but then he settles down, his job done. His has been a blending task.

“th:t one or two writers, currently known in SF circles, are
trying to do is to take on the job of distilling something from SF and
the mainstream are producing something fresh and really different.
Something which accepts neither the conventions of SF nor the conventions
of mainstream.

These writers are committed to experimenting with literary forms
in the same manner as the scientist experiments with his materials. They
are aware that a good number of their experiments will fail -- maybe all
of them. These failed experiments, like most failed experiments, will
have had their uses, of course, since they add in some way to the -
writers' information. 'The progress of literature depends. on experiments
creating new conventions which in turn are brokern. If, for instance,
the work of William Burroughs, currently idol of these writers, proves
to stand up to various tests, this work will influence a spate of
writers following the conventions which it, in turn has set up. The
form of the average serious novel in twenty years time may, therefore,
have changed considerably. While today there are those who defend
the current conventions, there will be others who will defend future
conventions. It's the way everytning works. Literature is no exception.
Being an art, it is harder to judge at first when it produces something
new ---"Ulysses'® and "Finnegans Wake" are recent examples of books which,
though originally condemned by the majority, have rapidly now become
accepted by it. DPossibly the same will happen to the "Waked Lunch"
geries,



Finally, though these experimental writers admire Rurroughs and
learn from him and are bowrd to be influenced by him to some extent, they
are primarily interested in their own obsessions and nrivate myth-worlds,
bound to work with these first and foremost, learning from the best
writers of all periods, but not imitating them.

The results, as they say, should be interesting at least.

-- ; ike Moorcock

Unfortunately I know next to no hing about hysics and Asstronomy, and
even less ahout friend isinstein and his theories. 1,y first and only
inkling of the subject was given me zbout 15 years ago by a fellow
schoolboy. "If you leave Karth ard cortinue into svace alorg a straight
line, you eventually come back to iarth agein,” he announced in class
one day. “#instein's ""heory of lelativity proves it," he added to
clinch his voint. I never wess ore to be impressed by foreign names

and this was no exception. The wh le idea was impossible nonesense.

It so haspens that J've been giving the matter farther thought
in the lLast 1 years, as 2 result orf which I heave revised my opinions
gomewhat. I[t's this imaginary space journey i1hat worries me. If you
continue in a straight line away $rom Zarth what does hannen? Space
couldn't just come to an end. *“hat didn't make sense. (ir the other
hand I couldn't grasp the conce t ol infinity. The unending continnity
oi space was beyond my imagination =2nd understanding. This curvature
of space business made little sense too, but at least it was something
1 could grasp.erd believe ir. You follow this straight line and you
erd up back where you started irom. 8o far so good.



But what about time? Wouldn't the same principle apply here?
It doesntt make sense to think that time suddenly suddenly begins and
then suddenly ends. Neither can I grasp the concept of it continuing
on and on into eternity with no end. But supposing time is curved like
the circle of space! You go 1ar enough into the future and you end up
in the past -- ready for another round. It sounds reasonable doesn't it?
At first I simply accepted it as the most credible solution available,
but evidence is now mounting which seems to suggest that the time-circle
is rather more than a vague theory. Indeed, the indications are that
ve are now in the process of completing the full circle.

All of which has very little to do with the remeinder of this
column -- or has it?

Perhaps the best barometer of progress is education; our schools
end Universities. Where are the generations of toworrow heading? Rutgers
University, New Jersey, now offers a course in garbage collection, Fifty
one students have enrolled for the first year. "Most of them are wishing
to set up as independent dustmen," the University exnlained. I wonder
if the course will culminate in a degree: Doctor of Dustbins, I suppose.
Cur future, apparently, lies in garbage.

¥iami University however, is rather more attuned to the technic-
al age, Their contribution to civilisation is the kissometer; a machine
that measure the power generated by two people kissing. I understand
that students are exhibiting tremendous enthusiasm for res earch with
this machine. ¥Foward the fight ageinst ignorance.

lkind you, I don't believe that this age of technology is all it's
bummed w. to be. The distriet council ol Ashton-in-Marerfield, Lancs.,
was recently told that a set of tra fic lights in the town centre stayed
at red and "only worked if you gave them a good kick." Just like some
people I know.

There is nothing decadent and reactionary about prisons though,
they appear to be replacing our tvraditional places of learning. Two
prisoners in Lancaster Jail took a course in welding and then won top
honours in an examination in which 1000 students from technical
colleges competed., Thoe Secretary of the Institute of Welding was asked
if the lessons learned in prison could be applied in a criminal
career, He replied that “"These chaps are taught to weld, not to cut,
But the training is much the same, and the principles could be applied,
szy in safe-breaking.”

They have got a good point there you know. You can't be too
careful nowasdays., It wight be safer to give them one of those kissonct-~
ers *to study, but there agein, I c¢an see this creating new problems we
unless they initiate mixed prisons, of course.

On the whole we are justifiably proud of Mother Justice (British
Variety) but at times I wonder perhaps if there isn't some small room
for improvement. A man was sentenced to six months jail as a common
cheat., He asked the judge to make it a year, and his request was
granted after he explained. With a years sentence he would be eligible
tor parole in only four months, but there is no perole arrangement for
¢ six month sentence. I must get someone to explain it to mwe sometime,



bven the criminales don't seem to be made of the same stulf
nowadays. Two masked bandits approached a bank in Arlington, Mass.
A passing lorry bazck-fired ard the pair jumped into their cars and
filed. And ther there were the iwo cars which crashzd head-on in ¥ew
Jersey. Wwithout a moment's hesitation the drivers jumped out and ran
like hell in opposite directions. They were both driving stolen cars,
Itts a pity they weren't all caught ard jailed. They-could have been
given a course to restore their solf confidence.

There are exceptions tnough. For five weeks the FPederal Bureau
ol Investigation conducted #n all out hunt for gunmen Manuel Grange.
They eventually found him w.rking as & dishwasher in the canteen of
the F.B.I.'s Washington Identification centre, I think it's furny, but
I like to bet the cops didn't. There are times when I think these guys
are lacking for & sense of humour. Therc's the occasion when Charlie
Newsom sold $£100 of 'marijuana' to a stranger in Sacramento. “You're
under arrest,"” the stranger srapped after the sale. "I'm a State
narcotics officer."

"You can't do that," Charlie replied. "This stuff isn't marijuana
it's only old weeds from the river.”

Bxamination confirmed this statewment, but poor old Charlie
still got 30 days jail for the petty theft of weeds frum 2 private
stretch of river. If that isn't a case of sour grapes 1I'd like to know
wvhat is,

Perhaps they could take a tip from the church, A Methodist
minister ir Lincoln (bzck in England now) has a ten minute break in
his services for telling jokes. He claims that it brightens the service
and draws the crowds.

"A funny thing happened to me on the way to the pulpit today..”

Or for added 2ttraction a little audience participation. "Why
did the chicken cross the road?" the minister yells. And from the
midst of the congregation comes the teply "because it saw the parson's
nose." The applause is drowned by the opening notes of 'Abide With Me!
on the organ.

Viewpoints do differ however. One church magezine recently
stated, "Sleeping in church is one of the more forgivable sins. There
must be something to be said for the man who is so at peace with himself,
his neighbours, and his God, that he can go to sleep."

Personally, I think it's all & question of relativity.

-- Colin Freeman

FOR ALL YCUR STATIOMERY, CUTLICATING AID PATER SUTTLIES.....
H. J. CHA®AF £ CC, LTD.,
BILLE VUr T HRACL,
RATVIRE .

A BRAICH OF CHATTAPS OF ILDBURY
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4 A1AN BukNS

(me subject occasionally dealt with in 5F, yet more often than not left
alonc, is punishment itor crimes under 2 judicial procedure. OL, there
are ounishments by the thousard, of varying degress of horror; from Ted
Tabb's “Speak Not at All" to Harry Harriscon's "Stainless Steel Rat';
iwo stories runring the gamut t'rom eternal hell to co-optirg of the
criminai into the iorces of good. 32ut for actual judicial procedure in
%ost cases cne may as well read a current newspaner. Exile, imprison-
meni, prefraontal lopotomy, executior, all are zxnowr today, and it seems
a pity that the brilliant opponerts ci, say, ¥. E. Smith's Lensman go?t
aothing better to look foward to thet "an igrominious death an “he
lethal chambers of the Patrol'", a nrospect which promptly caused thenm to
rig up the primary ray that held off the Patrol for a while. bo, I
think it is worth considering what punishrments soclety . car devise that
satisfy the requirements of suitatle retributior fcr wrorg and simole
gconemics, So.let us think,

Now, if a wan has done wrong, it is orly right that his punish-
ment should include something to even the score in society's favour.
lecently a youth ir Germany, convicted of stealing bicycles, wass order-
ed by the judge to be bound over and to report to the police statien
once & weex for a session of cleaning ard maintainirg a given number of
police bicyeles. and my daily newspaper today reports that a supporter
convicted of rowdyism at a football match was bound over ard ordered to
report to the police every saturday at %.15 pm, wher normally he would
have beer at the kick-off. Very nice, no doubt, and this sort cf ret-
rivu.ion could probatly work for everycrime except crimes of violence
againg i the person. Yet even ther, lialinowski reports that a men or
vomar: 11 the Trobriand Islands found suilty of a sexual offence is
punirir:d by beirg thrown in with a number of veople of the oppos ie
ge-. .no exact a full measure of punishmert. There seems t{, be no
r.ason why rufrfians guilty or beating up gomeone shouldr't be handed



over to the police as victims for practicing experts in unarmed combar.
"he courage wssay of the mafia has something to reccomend it as a punish-
ment for wielders of knifes and ra ors. The new member has to pick up

a coin from the floor vhile cther members thrust at it with their knives.
Punishment car fit the crime in every case excepting murder.

Capital .urishment is a thorny problem, with the dreadful fear
in it that the wrong mén ma: be dyirng fcr a crime. An idea that occured
to me vas that a man convicted of murder could re placed in suspended
animation for & given time, ther at the end of that time a memory of an
iwaginary experience oi appalling horror to te implarted in his mind,
this experience to take the r:rm of imprisonment in a terrible situation
or someéthing similar. This would be economicsl in two ways. PFirst being
in suspended animation, the prisoner would be no trouble and a minimal
warder force would be needed, ard secondly, the prisoner would always
have the horror mewmory Haunting him. 7The wrong mar punished could, of
course, be re .eased st once if his case was found to be misiried, and
he would go & free wan without the underireahle effect that a term of
confinement with wrongdocers would have on him.

A1l this is very reasonable, tut SF seldom goes much Curther than
this. The Demolished Man had his personality stripped away and rebuilt,
but can we not find a way of punishment that involves nothing of
perscnality destruction or hypnotic implanting or anything else of
like nature. It isn't easy, because a wicked man has no conscience,
obviously he hasn't or he wouldn't be wicked. Of course, with one voice
everyone rises up and says the parrot-cry that we must start with the
children. The answer to this is obviously - how? It is krown that the
children from the best as well as the rorst homes car turn criminal,
and if we take away little Bill Bloggs from the slum in which he lives
we must be prepared to take away young Lord Arthur from his father's
mangicn, simply because of psychopathic tendencies., This is sheer
totalitarianism, but let us face facts, in order tc cement our
sagging civilisation together we must have a form of stétc coantrol,
and have it soon. Personally I regret the need, but if a cold bath
will prevent me from decomposition and hard excercise frowm anrn early
demise, then, much as I dislike the two, I would undergo them. 'te must
give a guiet thank you tc whatever lies tehind it &ll that it is only
our earthly parts that need to be swhackled, our minds will gc free at
least. But if a psychopathic child is dealt with at once, then there
is no doubt that terder.cies to go off the rails can be mirimised.

50 there we have it, our SF stories involving punishmert, must, it
seems, start with the child if they are to be reascnable ard
scceptable.

But, personrally speaking, I hope they don't. I hopzs to read
stories of more urnusual purishments, and perish the author who short
circuifs judicial procedure with a computor - even the Jjudicial sense
of H. Daneel Olivaw rings vaguely false to me. Yo, let me hav? stories
about a criminal genius called Pottle, imprisened within & Klein bottle,
with the skill of his type he exca ed down a pipe but was hit on the
head by the dottle.

-= flan Burns



"BORN WHERE
THI WIND
BLEW
FREE..."

by'

Ian
Peters

Someday,; when I have more time at my disposal, T shall investigate the
history of the game “cowboys and Indiars" awmong small boys in this and
cther countries. Does it date from the newspaper revorts of the wars
on the Pjains of America last century or is it a mere byproduct of
50llywood? At anyrate the popularity of this pastime must be one
result of ths impact on Europe of the tremendous resistance displayed
by the Plains Indians in their fight against the white tide of
American expansion,

The gradual demand for realism in the cinems eventually led to
ar iuprovelient even in the standard horse opera and one of these
first stimulated me to inguire further into the history of the colin-
isation of North America. This film was "Broken Lrrow'", being a fairly
accurate account of the campaigns waged by the Cochise of the
Chiricahua Apaches. The more I studied, the more my natural antipathy
to injustice and cruelty caused iy mood to change, first to astonish-
ment, then to incredulity and, finally, to real red rage at the
treatment meted out to the Amerinds.

To gain a clear piciure of cvents it is wmost iwportant to rid
ore's mind of several current nisconceptions, The phrase "American
Irdian" or, usuvally, "Red Indian", immediately conjures up a vision of
a Sioux warrior in war-bonret and peint, astride 2 paint pony ( the
skewbald ponics werged, as if camonflaged, into the scenery), with
teepees of buffalo hide in the background. And of course it was the
Plains Indians, with their picturesque dress (if you got too close to
them the swell was overpowering since not only did they live on strong
buffalo meat - insipid domestic cows gave them physical nausea - but
alsc rubbed the fat on their hair end bodies); wild free (such freecdom
will never be known again) life on the open prairie, that sea of grass
runrning from Canada to Texas, and, especially, their incredible
bravery (when the mood took them)}, who estabtlished their image indel-
ibly on white imagination. The very names are thrilling: Sioux,
Cheyenne, Arapaho, Blood, Elackfocit, etc. Horsemen par excellence,



their war leaders rank among the world's greatest cavalry commanders:
Tashunko Witko, the Crazy (really untamcable) Horse of the Ogallala
Sioux, whose "dcath song" is one of the most poignant orations 1 have
ever heard; Chief Joseph of the Nez Perce who tried to escape with all
his people to the safety of Canada and, incidentally, developed trench
warfare in the process; Dull Knife of the Cheyenres who led their last
bitter fighting retreat in the snow, trying to go homej Geronimo baorn
a Chiricazhusz but warried into the limbrero (Apache) surely being the
greatest guerillza fighter of all time. Ilis boast that he killed 10
whites for every Apache killed was undoubtedly an understatement.
Cochise, a lecader of great wisdow as well as military skill, onece said,
however that if the apaches fought the whites and killcd wany '"white-
cyes" for the loss of one Apache thern the dpaches had lcst that battle,
referring to the extreme disparity of numbers between whites and reds,

But the Plains Indians are only one of several groups and I sce
my pen has run away with me herec and led me into the next, ard closely
related (in way of 1life anyway), cthnic group: the nomadic Indians of
the Southwest. Living in the harsh desert conditions of present day
frizone and New Mexico, *he Apaches were as hard as their hard but
besutiful country. The Navahos were similar and are today i'he largest
tribal group, for this reseson, that they trusted Kit Carson erough to
surrender to him and thus avoided the decimation tic others suffered.
Scattered about the Southwest are the Pueblo people, peaceful, intensely
religious tribes living in fantastic zdobe villages which have existed
‘or many generetions on their remote mesa tops. The Hopi are the best

A0WY .

The other regional groups of Indians in the West are the Calif-
ornian tribes and the very poor pecple of the Great American desert,
They werc extreumely simple food-gathering people at a low cultural stage
and werc in many cases wiped out to the last men. In California the
gold-miners hunted Indians for sport with powerful -rifles, wmen, wowmen or
kids, it didn't matter. In 1911 the lest of the Yana tribce wes found
near Oroville, & nsked renegade from '"civilisation" who as 2 child had
szen his people destroyed 2nd had lived 211 his life on the run. Prof.
Waterhouse of the University of California kefriended him and saw that
he was looked after. He died in 1916. He was devoutly religious and
to the end liis heart held no bitterness toward the white man whom he
regarded &s "sophisticated - smart but not wise."

On the WNorthwest coast was the distinctive slave-cwning fisher
culture of the Nootka, Tlingit, Chilkat, etec. Very artistic, their
blarikets today are highly prized, their longboats were beautifully
constructed and their totem poles are famous. Open sea as well as
coastal fithers, they even hunted whalcs, sometimes leaping on the
whale's back to herpoon it and apparcntly going down with it. The
presence of Indians called "He whe walked on a whale" would svem to
indicate thet some ever lived through the ¢xperience.

The other two big groups of Indians cxerted their influence
rather further tack in history. They arc the Indians of the Eastern
woodlands., Of the large numbers of Southern tribes, the best known are
the FPive Civilised Tribes - Cheroxee, Choctaw, Chicasaw, Semincle,
Muscogee. YWarlike hunters and foodgztherers they echieve something
seldom donc in history - they nroved that a relatively primitive



people could, on their own ipitiative, uake the startling juwmp from
Palaeolithic to modern Ruropean cultures in a generation or two. They
ere & living denizl of the old American cl2im that Indians were unable
to adapt themselves to civilised life. They farmed in the white men's
manner, ran cazttle; build plantations conmplete with slaves, who incid-
entally were very well treated. Their houses were log cabins. They
invented an alphabet and in a generation bccame literate with their
own newspapers. They oadopted a forwal constitution with legislature.
Between 1832-39, the tribes were moved to Oklahome, along the "Trail
of Tears". Force-marched in bad weather thousancs died, some being
bayoneted as an exaumple to others. In Oklahoms they again built up
their farms and estabiished schocls and herds. As Southerners they
sided with the South in tre Civil War and for that their treaties were
torn up, though when- peace was wmade between North and South reprisals
of this kind were restricted to thc Indians.

The Morthern Woodland Indians are the Indians of the "last of

the Mohicans". They included the extremely warlike Iroquois Confeder-
acy, the Five (and later Six) Nations, the originaters of federal
government - the "long house" - Seneca, hohawk, Onondaga, Tuscarcra,

Oneida and Cayuga. They were great orators, wore the distinctive

"roach" heircut and felt that the grecatest compliment they could pay

to an eneny was to torture him at the stake, No metter what fiendish
torturcs were devised the victim allowed no sound to pass his lips -

the penultimate stoic - and between
tortures he and his tormcntors
chatted amicably anrd interchanged
information about mutual acquaint-
ances. Great friends of the British
they were instrumental in breaking
the power of the French in North
America 2nd this alliance was
continued during the revolution

to the detriment of the Iroguois.
Little remains of their vast
holdings today but a little colony
of Mohawks live in New York as
Spidermen to build the skyscrapers
since they were found to have a
natural head for heights.

In Canadz the broad ethnic
groups continue until as Arctic
conditions supervene there are
numerous tribes adapted to thesc
conditiens.

The Awerinds are 2 brench
of the kongoloid race having
entered America via the Bering
Strait’  during Upper Palaeolithic
times as the last Ice Age receded
¢c. 10,000 B.C. It has been
estimated that in 1492 there
were a million N. Amerindians living in 600 distinct societies each
apeaking an individual language. This leads me to the second important




rexppriisal I wes forced to wake, nanely the surprisingly small numbers
of Indians facing the white armies. Hcellywocd has given us a picture

of small bands of brave settlers {ighting off hordes of naninted redskins;
at least once in every film, the skyline suddenly darkens with onrushing
savages. This situation occured occesionally: Red Cloud's successful
attacks on Fort Fhil Kearney to close the Bozewan Treil in 1866; the
Bzttle of Adcbe Walls, 1874 when a small band of 28 white buffalo
hunters wecre beseiged by large numbers of Comanches, Cheyennes and Kiowas
and survived (there are¢ two menuments at the site, one to the frontiers-
men ard the other, erscted by the Indiens to their dead, reading "They
died for thnt Which Makes Life ¥orth living - Irdien's Liberty, Frcedom,
bepce/On the Flains Which They Enjoyed for Generations"); and of course
at the Cyster Pissco on the Greasy Grass when his 7th Cavalry was wiped
out 2t the Little Big Horn. To my wind this was poetic Justice for
Custer's treecherous wmassacre of Black Kettle's Southern Cheyenne on

the Washita in 1868, But it is startling to realise how really suall
were the forces the Indians were able to deploy; Geronimo's band rarely
nuobered as wany as 25. Tribes were sumell, seldom more than a few
hundred, of which only =z small proportion were warriors (there were

3 warriors to & tecpee which was orn ideal home for a nomadic people)
though the warriors were often in their early teens, being tréeined for
wanhood frow the age of 7 when they were removed from the woamen's care,
Their hunting economy was unable 1o support large populations and

tue werrior culture led to constant feuding. Only when the grass
flecurished ir the spring could the Plains tribes gather for the SunDance,
*hen the vest remudas of horses derkened tiie praziries. Ryt the most.
;.stonishing reslisation is that in wost of the famcus canpaigns tho
whole Indian village was involved, the privations and cosualties- being
suffered by non-combatents also. The Auncricans never showed any
consideration for the Indian families ("nits wake lice"™ - said Chivington
*ho massacred the peaceful Cheyenne at Sand Creek in 1864, vhich General
.iles called "Perh=ps ths f ulest and most unjustiriable Srime in -the
Annels of Amciica.," Men, women and bids werc killed, scalped, tortured
and mutilated beneath the american flag in which they had: dlaced their
trust. 300 Cheyenne died, ircluding 75 warriors. Like mest other
atrocities perpetrated un the Indicns by the iArvericans the resulting
was was costly: $ 30,000,000 not counting the bloodshed,-pillage and’ °
holding up of cclonisation). The wewen and children suffered|the rigars
of the amazing caupaigns of Chief Joseph, Dull Knife and even Geroniuo.

The other startling fact I canc across was the very recent nature
of these events - the last Indian "battle" was the nassacre at Wounded
Knee in 1890, when the 7th Cavelry got their revenge on the Sidux with
howitzers cgainst a wmainly unarmed village. The wounded lay For three
days in the snow before anyone thought to see if there were any Indian .
survivors - there were! The last survivors of the Custer fiasco were
still alive in the thirtics to give their first h-nd acccunts of the
bezttle, The reelly sickening treatenent of the indigenous pcpulation
occurred &t o time when Victorizns were exploring ard settling, .for the
nost part pencably wuch of the globe and when civilisation was begining
to assume its present day forun,

an int resting footnote to history crops up herc: the Battle
cn the Little Big Hern is c¢elled a messacre by the Americans -- that is
the death of 200 armed, if green, s.ldiers led into battle with their
eyes wide open and killed fighting to the last man (Curly, the Crow
Scout lived). Yet at Sand Creek and Wounded Knee where women ard kids



as well as poorly armed men were shot down mercilessly are celled
"battles”. Cus:er made the last blurder of his se¢lfish career.

Yhe history o1 the conjguest of America is the history of white
perfidy towards the aborijines,.stons age peoples with a mystical love
of their netive land. When the New York State Power Authority wanted
1383 of their 6249 acres reservation for a reservoir ard, I believe,
sent in the bdulldozers before agreement was reached, the Tuscaroras
turned down an cf fer of $ 3,000,000 saying "Honey evaporates, the land
does not. We think our land is sacred.”" They won their case too! I
have been unable to find in all my reading an example of first contact
between whites and Indians when the Indians did not exhibit every
peaceful intention. Yet from 1500 - 1890 the record of white
treachery is unbelievable (2lmost!) I could produce a long list of the
most frightful massacres of the Indians, often the very Indians who had
been most helpful end friendly. Frankly I find the record so¢ nauseating
and depressing that it is not lightly. that I attempt =n article of
this nature. I could 2l1s0 creacte & formidekhle list of instances when
the whites brnke the flog of truce:- (Osceols and Seminole; Mangus
Colorado, the :imbreno Apache, Cochise, were @ll treacherously taken
when they came in under safe conduct, the first two to their deaths,

It is a shocking indictment of America that virtually every treaty with
the Indians has been broken, the word of the white man became of no
value while the phrase "honest Injun" lives on, today. Red Cloud won
his war to meke the Americans stick to their treaty to leave the Rlack
Hills as Sioux hunting grounds, saw the new treaty broken almost immed-
iately (by Custer in particular) snd said when urged to join the
hostiles during the wars of the '/0Os, "I do not know how to break my
word and the white man does not know how to keep his."™ The tragedy

is that this parody of justice in the name of progress still exists in
the USA today. The record of Governemtn treatment of its Red "wards"
is quite incredible, The 1920s saw tremendous efforts being made by
upright Americans and the Indians themselves ("agents of Moscow", the
Pueblos were calledi) to end, emong other things, the starvation of
Indian kids in compulsory government boarding schools (7 cents per

day per pupil for food). (I strongly recowmend "Indians of the
Americas™ by John Collier, US Commissioner of Indian Affairs, 1933-
45). Locting of Indians in Oklahoma continued with brazen openess even
after 1925. In the last 10 years, Nebraska, New mexico and South
Dakota Indians have been murdered by white men who have either not been
charged or have been given suspended sentences. Religious persecution
wes extreme., I will not go into details but if I say that manufactured
pornography was a weapon used against the Indians you will get some
ideas of the depths plumbed. The terrible American greed for 1land

used every device of law and fraud to remove Indians from their land.,
And it is still not at an end. Though the New Deal in 1933 when thet
great man and President, F.D. Roos.velt came to power finally brought
the horrifying corruption to an end and enforced some degree of justice
to the Indians, it is still policy to absorb them into the general
life. Today the Indians form a lerge part of that depressed 25 of
Americans thet the other 7% . would like to forget. I trust that
Johnson's grandiose pluns include them. The Supreme Court of the USA
has ruled this month of March 1964 that thc Federal Govt. has the

right to break treaties! This is reported in the "Daily Mazil" under
the hcading "Palefaces Should Blush Today®. The Senecas of New York



will, next September, lose their land, theirs by treaty "while the sun
chines andé the river flows" to = reservoir (Congress is vaying them

4 7,000,000 to give them a new estate as suburbanites). 4nd in Wash-
ington State "perpetual fishing rights" have been wrested from the
Indians at Payellup River. You may remember sarlon Brando demonstirat-
ing in protest. Jolly good luck to him.

I must stop nov, I am gick te my stouwach, 2s 1 always get when
I immerse uwyself in the history of the Amerinds, BEuropcan men's inhuman-
ity to the coloured races. I will finish with this thought:  If 1 ever
had the power to change history I should plump for 2 reversal of the
Aamerican wWar of Independence. In my opinion the Peace Treaty of Hup.
3rd 1783 recognising the independence of the United States of America
is the wost important and tragic event in recent history. Had the
British Crown retained control thesc costly Indizn wars would have heen
avoided, as wat the case in Caneda. In 21754 the Crown tock over the
pawer of dealing w:th the Indians, under this pclicy tribes ware
independent nations under Crown protection; Indian londs were inalienable
except thruugh voluntary surrender to the Crown. Any astempt by an
irdividual or group or by & fereign state to puy or seize lands from the
Indians was illegsl. This policy was strictly enforced by the Crown
and repeated violations of it by Colonies and individuals were annulled.
Hotred of the Crown by the borderers who were scizing Indian Lands was
cne of the causes of the Revoluition.

"I was born whera theg wind blew free and there
was nothing to break the light of the sun. I
wes born wherc there were no enclosures snd
everything drew & “free hreath. I want to die
there and not withir walls, So why do you ask
us to leave the rivers, and the sun, and the
wind, and live in houses? The whites have
the courntry which we loved, and we onlky sA™y
to wander on the prairie until we die?§\$$§>:

- RS
-« Ten Nesrs, Comanche spokesman, 1867 Ve

-- Tan Peters



He wag almost 33 years old. His heirline hed receded
to the trepanning srez, He wore thick-lensed speetacles with heavy rinms.
It wag hot, stuffy, evon, ir the office he shared with hils partner. 1% was
59 stuffy that thoy voth whisperwd '3.0.' to ezch other every morning...tnst
typified thelr sense Hf humour.

The 33 year old, Arnold Calvers, reised the REJECT.
stamp...well worn it was...and sniggered. The fell swoop with the stemp was
delaycd.

*7ou' va got to hend it to him all tho sana, Ken.”

Ken MeVicker looked up. At the sight of the raised
REJECT stowp, his mouth tvitched.

"You' ve got to hend whet %o whon ?

Chivers sncared. Fe opened the packet of Clivier,
nended one over to his associate, took onc himsolfs Tacy both 1it up.

"Look. I ask you. Is fiffcon hundrsd quid & year
sufficiont for the zrind we have to suffer, reading these flippin' TV
seripts ? I mean, 1s it ?"

"I don't know. It's 2 good lafe.’

“You've hit ¢the nail on the prcvoerbiel bonce, Ken.:-
Now I've resd come fntastic seripte in my time, but this aere is so fan~-
tastic there should be 2 spesial rubber stezmp cut for ite. REJECT is praisc.”

"Looke It's tea time. Tac zirl with the %rolley will
be alonz soon. Tell me all about it...I like the wew you slaughter them."

Chivers smiled, rather pleased that his skill as
a raconteur hedn't gone unnotioed. .

"Oh well, if you insisti....the opening shot, so thoe
script suggests, shows ¢ typicel roadside scens, whore vorkers sve repalring
the surfoce. There is A fire on the side of the road...on tcp of the fire is
2 bipg sort of metal drwa...a workmen, shirt sleeves rolled up, 1s stirring
the tﬂri B0 pget it into e suitable consistsncy for spreeding on the road.
Right ?°


surfa.ee

¥MeVicker grinrcd. He sai7 excitement in Chivers ¢ycso

"Rirht!"

"The witor sugousts thot the camera then look upa~rds into the ree
of the stircr, so that the lerns will get the full impoct of the strrticd
¢xpression which flits ncross the face of the snid stircy when tne norrible
sight hits him in the faco®.

"What horrible sight?"

"The wooden pole,in a swerving swoop,revenls a hoand....o hond
pointing upwordz in the tar vot.”

"Struth?”

"An ha. Now comsider for - moment...the implications qre¢ d-mning.
This metal vat, sccording fo the rougn sketch nere,is ~bout six fect hign,
on top of a firc. This meors thnt the workmnn is standing on o sort of
trostles 0X7. Nearby,according to the sumario dircetioms, ~rc barrels of
tar. QED, Thc workman or workmcen have dupositced solid tnr in the vat for
melting. MNow it st:nds to reeson that tne workman +ill follow the normal
prececedure { anl I cnecked on this last nignt } and nack the tor into
small pieccs,2bout ns big as houscbricks. The resson for this is tvofold..
to facilitate loading irts the vat, ~nd to make the melting precess
quicker, You'lil agrce with that?”

"Verily "

"An he. S0, in order to btring ~bout this dromntic opening shot,
we've got %o cuscpv That o body was irenreerated in 2 brrrel,and thon melted
tar boiled over it....the toxr solidified, wns left ot a road dumm,nd ¥nen
the borroel sas roked So get ~t the tar, cven tnough the vat ims scwn fect
ot least of 7 the ground,the workmon porforce had to 1ift the solid hunk of
tor highor than that and dump it complete into the vet. Nor the force of
the solid lump of taxr, weighing so heavily, wouldn't perhnps rupture the
bottor of the vot, oL 1t could ¢osily upscet it- Besides which, it would
cither roequire 2 pgang of Irisn navvics or o bbeck and tackle to 1ify the
flickin' tning in tne first instarcc. So whot sy we ngree that the opening

score is complotely and utterly impossible.”

"The viey you vut it,I'm bound to aprec,..it docs stipulate, I
presumc, that this is rural rocd merndins?"

"Oh, absolutely."

"Yuk. Well, carty on...."

"Eventunlly, the police crrive. Cne ostute picce of questioning
reveals the fact that the previous nisht the foremon hod counted ticlwve
barrcls of tar and on the foteful mornins there had been thirteon.Remember
this. Now listucen cavefully. I'm not lying, the seript gives this in detail,
caoe plcturc a sterming vat of tixr seven feut nigh....o senior Detective
Chicf Inspector looks into the vat nnd says... and I guote..."dns anyonc
cxamined the bedy yetv?™

"On, for Crissakc "

"T swear iv. The picture, then,is this. The policc have arrived ad
the scune quickly There is no cre about but workmen ond the police,.The
hody iz s®ill subtmerged in the tar. For the bedy to have bocn cxaminced
it had to te removed from the vat,or the vat cmpticd.But the senorio
insists....detesrtive poeers into vat and asks, *Has anyore cxamincd the body
yet?", I mecan...no7 in God's nomCeaesso?”

"Hernc's the toa....n0,I 11 Pour....ccad on,'



"'nc rext step is to try nné identify tne body of A girl, it
transpirus. The pnthologist preduces n sketeh of the tceth of tne
unfortunate victim, and detectives arc sent all over London to the deatists.
The scenc shifts to the scnior detectives officc....fhousands ofl dentists
have becen interviewed,and nonc can help. Ten only haven't been seen....sc
the detective scrgeant is sent to sce thesc last ten. The next scone takes
us to the sixta on the list. The detective....and I'm speaking from the
script nnd the scnorio now,...asks to sce the duntist...the recentionist
snys hc's too busy....dctective says hHe's a policeman,so roceptionist takes
nim in, and before the detective can cxplain what he wonbs,the dentist hag
him by the lapels and forces nim in the choir and commences & dental
examination., I presume. this is put in for light relicf......

beeause aftor all, the subject matter is pretty sorid,but I mean, a
~detective sergeant investigating a murder......so0 after he's pulicd the
nands from round his ncck, the detective,...nor mork this...the detective
scrgenant whips out the drawing of the tueth,and the dentist takes one
look and says, 'An, that's Miss So-and-so.! Just like that."When was .she
hcre?" asks the ‘tec. YAbout four months agof says the dentist, It scoems
incredible. doesn't it, that the dentist can recall the teeth of o paticnt
remenbor her namc and when she ealled The receptionist was surely not
requircd, Aryvay,thce vietim is now identificd. They go to the address
ziven, and discover sho's been avay for ten days,a posteard is produccd
saying shc is ‘Having a lovely time in Badhnusenterg! ( I think thatls
what its called, pleasc don't mnke me look at the script agnin). The
detective chicf inspector picks up a pnonc and s~ys 'Transport?,I want
the next planc to Zurich.!

Senario sugrcsts shot of Viscount taking off from Londen Airporta...
then mountains, tne landing at Zurich. The detective goes to Bad-whatcever-
it-is,tclls the propictor he's from Scotland Yord,gcts tne bust room,and
then talks to one or two of the Erplish tourists.Then he gets o 'phone
message.He says, 'God, another onc.I'm coming home immedinicly ,'And he docs.”



"Have one of minc,..they®re the netr Cadets."

"Thanks...wherc was I..,? Oh yes...another viectim has turned up in
a hubblims. vot of tor. This timc the patholtgist discovers it's a medc with
shrapuel in the brain. The initicls J.R. turn up somewherc.Detective thinks
esseshrapnel in the brain means o soldicr...QED 'get the dar Office to troce
their records for a J.R. with shrapnel in the'bonce.Turns out its o Major...
they go %o his fla%..,the desective scrpeant examines the room,another

postcard from Badetc.,, and then, when the lady with the key to thevflat
nips out for a quickic...'tec secs on the mantlepiect a photo of an almost
comploted house. He pubs this in a pocket, Back at the Yard, the chicf
inspecetor chides him for s iping the pnotograph,and thon the seript suggests
the n~rrator of the story saying...."3uddenly, the inspector had a hunch."

"Hang on & + .c, I gct the fling of it, You suggest that if,say,
it had been a photo ¢f an cskimo on the mantlepicce,the inspector would
have rang transport, 'T want the next *planc to the North Pole'?.

"Comgrats. Sare you didn't vrite this tripe?, Only joking.

So thc acxt shot shows them at the housc. In front of the housc is
a structure like an eoxly James Watt steam engine cxperirent. A workman
bemoans the fact, after cupert questioning, that whoever .anted tne house
built stopped furthur comstructicon when it was almost finished.

Det. follovs a trail of tax Jrom the Wattish machine,via some
empty baiteels, %o a shed. In the shed is a truck with %tell-tale cireles of
ters . many of Thiema

A%S this voinbt it becomes fairly obvious Thet the brains of the
outfit is, for some reason, ircardorating bodied in barrels of tar, touring
round the counirvy in a truck with'a trrified victim behind, waiting paticntly
for a row of barrcls, when he slyly adds his to the collection. From here,
presumably, its a shord step to discoverirns who owns the housc, The next
scene shows a spins’ type being interviewed at a Marriage Bureau. She
tells the girl shé nas plenty of money, and the intcrviewers cyes, - the
script tells us tulge ritg delipght. - I'm-not spoiling amything, am I,
when I say this nuw client mus® be a policewoman?. This is supposed to be
a gimmick, but T gresscd as this stage, and I'm sure you did. Anyway, the
pscudo spinster then mcets a handsome man,7ho is the .same actor portraying
an Bnglish touris®t ihe debecbive inspector met at Badouderwhatsit.

Tavy drive to the house, the partly finished onc,and then....dram!

The tar mechine is belehing smoke, Now,admittedly, this house is in the
country.but *he drivem an open one, is only about 10 yards from the: roadway.
This is detziled in bthe semarioc. The 'spinster! is drawn to this fercciosuly
btubbling moching, and then, in full view of the road, the man pieks up a
spanrer a2boud throc foot long and stolks up o' the woman, who is giving the
bubbling tar 2 proffssionni orce over, Just a8 he' is about to strike, the
spinstcr turns and siozes the man in a judo hold, and masscs of policemen
appear and arres L man. and $he accorplice from the Morrisge Bureau
is .draggcd £fom th: house,

The plo:, you sce, is that when rich people come to the hureau,
tne woman puts “he femeles in toutch with her husband,and the man puts the
maxle vielims in touich with his wifc, They thercupom tar and barrel the
vietims, and then ©ly %o Switzerland, spend the moncy,and scend postenrds
bock home 2



"Gxuid. If this house is in the country,wny not bury the bodies at
the brek of the empty house?. That way, their plot would ncver be discovered.
Only idiots would strew the countryside with tar barrels with bodies in.ind
why stalk the womnn in full view of the main road when he could hove taken
her intc the housc on some simple pretext, and do the dirty decd in privatc?

Thats the most terribly written, inconsistant, undulteraved tripe
I ever did readi”

"I fully agrce,old boy,NO ONE would ever make o film of thet®,

But, dear readers,unfortunntely somecone did. Craminnlogist Edgar
Lustpnrten was the norrator, and thc whole sorry thin: wns given the title,
YTHE CASE OF THRE LONLY HOUSE'. The scrics 'introdvced'. "stories of the
war against crime®,...and most damniryg; of all, the siiorics are said o be
'true' ., I saw 'THE CASE OF THL LONMLY HOUSE® myscl?,on Uls‘ier Televasion
on Thuraday 25th April 1963, I can statc that therc was no such series
of murders ever perpcrated. Criminals are stupid,tut not tha% stupid.

v John Berr, 1963
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