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The shortest distance betweer two points is a streight line --
ir the opposite direction.

Therefore, when at halt past four on the ™h resday T quit wor' an
hour early, saddled my trusty scooter laiderorette and set off for
Peterborough ~ which lay towards the north-east - raturally I travelled
south-west., VYeterborough was pulling hard in the cpposite direction,
however, and Laideronette responded strorgly to its attractior. Tirst
I :ound it hard to stey in top gear, ‘hen impossible. PRefore long I
found it increasingly difficult to stay in tkrird gear, then in second.



Abandoning all thoughts of circumnavigating the globe to approach Peter-
torough from the far side, .I coaxed Laideronette into Fridgewater at
not much more than walking pace and drew up thankfully outside the

alsh arode. There the Lercatorial etiects were off-losded and trans-
ferred to the mightly alsh automobile, and soon in couspary with Tony,
siwone avd sarah I was following half the milk tankers in the South of
~ngland on the road to London.

ransing only to offlead Sarah with her aunt in Ferkshire and
frighten their cat, we.continued on i:to londor. Pausing {(in turr) only
long enough to stay the n t at George Llocke's paletial apartwent over-
locking the ihelsea Royal kospital, we continued-on with Jeorge ard the
auction weterial to arrive in Petér¥orough at around mid-day on Good
Friday. And at this noint «ll attempt at chronology goes by the board.
Conventions get me that way - every time.

Right from the start, the hotel seemed to be overrur with Trummies.
"yiaster Srumsies", somebody (me, T think) dubhed thew, though "Peterhorough
wavbits" might be as apposite description. Tor every ten naw faces one
saw, fifteen belorged to Frummies. They have now taken over the "S74 and
fandom ir general, and will probahkly command & woriing wmajority in the
next parliament. Certairly, fardom didn't have a chance against their
overwheliwing numbers., Birmingham and district nor contair the RSTFA's
Lkzirman, Secretary, Treasrurer and nditor, besides the Committee for the
1¢65 Bastarcon.

I suppose this is the goint to begin describing a few. 'er “heslin
one knows already he being a survivor from a previous age. Iete

eston is young, serious and slightly vague. Rog "eyton, the BS''"'s new
Editor, is slightly older and exudes an air of quiet competerce. Charlie
##instone; the new Treasurer, i1s swall and obliging. iike higgs "LIK"
the cartoonist swears he was drawing that way before he even heard of
srthur Thomson. Cynthiz, his girl-friend, has a lovely smile. I ike
Turper is just o0ld enough to have grown his first beard, kd Jzmes is
capable of talking but seldom adwmits it, and 1'w sure there were more than
that but one tends tc lose court. (Yes, come to think of it - there was
Cliff, who refused to li¢ down cn ‘ke floor so that everyhody could jump
over hii.) And some of the best ones, so I hear, didn't turn up at 2li,

liary Reed is a member of the Birmingr m 5F Group, but being =2
jeordie she actually lives ir Ranbury, well outiride the rormal sphere of
influence of the Rrummie metropolis. She arrived together with her
friend Tuliz Store, frow Chinping Forton. Julia (who weighs rather wmore
thar her surcame might sug;est) is about sivteen, has a raohit called
I'red, and svnends her uwundane nights chasing pigs round the Oxfordshire
countryside. mary's & couple of years older, and is already known in
fendom as something of a letter-writting phenomencn.  Both girls had got
held of the neti-n that the way to spend a Con i1s by going f r three
viiole nights without sleep. This wekes them somewhat difficult to carxy
on a meaningiivl convercation witu at times. They'll learn - I hone.
Both sese to he well worth talking to. 0

EBvern younger than Julia is Brian lcCabe, from Slough, who admits
to beling only fourteen. He came with Fete Mansfield - it fturrs, out that
they're cousins or something. Brian seemed very shy, bur if he develops
=8 hr wmatures, he scon be an artist of considerable rerute. . The stuif
h='s doing now, at fourteen,.is .nothing to be sneezed at.



Terry Pratchett, who sold a story to Carnell ai that age {(14)
is a comparative veteran - though this was his {irst Convention, too.
I was interested to have my suspicions confirmed that he is indeed an
Oliver Anderson fan. Dave Busby, who has also sold to Carnell, is one
of a trio of tall thin youngsters, the other twro being Peter "hite and
Chris Priest. Charles {don't call his "Twisher") Platt deserves a
paragraph to himseli, but we don't all gei what we deserve in this world.
I car best sum Liwm up, I think, bu comparing hiv to myself. Ye is much
as I was at that age - except that he's eztrovert enough to try to do
scnething about it, whereas I wasn't.

Some of last year's newcomers have survived to this year, too,
ard I'm begining to put faces to them. The Alien group from Salford
are at least casily distinguishable from everybody else, if not from
each other. (Particularly when in costume). Brian allport, who last
year came from Nottingham, now comes from Liverpocl instead. I've
dubbed him Brian Export, and can even vaguely remember what he looks
like now. His friend, Mike Booth, also from Nottingham, is nowadays
mainly from Bristol. It goes without saying that I never meet him
except in Feterborough. This could probably be better orgarised.




Tyneside, t00, sent its cohorts. Some, like Con Turner, havs
cmerged from the dust of the years. Others, like Phil Harbottle, are
not so dusty. Phil {arnother ¥New Face) locks about as u lile one's
mental image of him as it is possibvle for one %o look outside Salford
and environs. (No¢, *tery - I ¥now 5alford isn't on Tyne Refer
back to the previous paragraph and all will bccome clear to you - I
hove., )

I seem t¢ have dwelt at some length on the nevw faces - and
still haven't mentioned Bick Howett who can draw and things. 4s 2
matter of fact, I seem to have speni more time in the company of
youngsters half ny age or less than ir fact of fans nearer my own
generation. This could b¢ due to my retarded noturs, or to the
onset of secend childhood, but I prefer to ascribe it to the fact that
over the past yeer YX've found myself corresponding with a lot of thea
ard this was tri first time I'd met then face to face.

1lenty of the oldrr hands were there as well, of coursc. Ton
RBennett (whro lost his voice specially for the occasion - to him, =
fete indeed worse than death. lie had a good nauwe for it, though -
"Vox Pop'.) Ina Shorrock (1 1.:3s *ike to mention Ina ghorrock) -
likewise Normen of that ilk and several lesser respresentatives of the
s eclies., hLedeleine 1iliis, who brought her husband with her. 3She
t/isted my arm - needn't have bothered, thouzh, bscause I'd alrcady
vited. Btill, T car thirk of »lenty of people I wouldn't be nearly
sc keen to have my arm twisted by. TAFF delegate Wally “eber, an
etherial creature most unlike his on-paper image. Jhiw and Harion
Linwood - who had got married only a day or two e-rilier. Tithel and
71la and ill (it was her turn to come this year) znd veter Mabey
{likewise) and scads of asscrted Jeeveses, slaters ard the like.

48 usuel, there were s number of notable absentees. Prian
f#ildiss had just denarted for a six-months! stay in Yugoslavia, so he
couldn't make it. I'm not sure where Herry tsrrison had gone to, but
he wasn't there either. Val Purncll also had to miss it. I asked
warion to express my condolences when she wrote, ard she seid she would
but ske intended playing down the fabulous tiwe :verybody was having
so that ©1 wouldn't feel so sad she'd lLiad to miss it. This, howsver,
in the interests of accuracy I cannot do., Vel - it was ar excellent
Con. would have been better still if you'd besen there of course. 3Sce
you at- tha next ong, I hope.

The leyabout gquote-card h&s now returned to favour. 411 weekerd
long we were deluged with no end oi tihc things - somshody said that
10, fredlik:,000 (ten fredlike thousand’ of thoem had been printed -
by the Liverpool Group. Ost 03 them ended up finally or the flocr
of Charles Platt's room - but there was still erough left over to
paper the walls of the entire hotel three cards deep. Somz of then
were independent gquotes (Vix mcilPYiiy GIVLS YU TRELGTH), others
were comnected cevies (AFD BOs eCn RISFIF'S HaT....oiD FOs 2GR
WISPIM'S HUAD.o..oND 1Ge _ux 2IaPIN). One of my favourites was one
attributed to ¢ certain "F.R.": I H.V. JUSYT #ON “sPF, PLBASE $°7D
ThREEE 40.is JCalN THD &DS.

Inasmuch s I won the Joc weir awerd, I suppose I'11 te
expected to say somethirg about it here. Ly gencral attitude to



competitive polls and things is pretty well known, if not (I rather
gather) universally believed. The fact remains that I'd prefer to win
a few worth-while friends than win a prize to prove it. In the event,
of course, a winner of the Doc Weir Award must have done both. So I
am touched - even though I still value the friends more than I do the
Award,

I can't honestly say that it cawme altogether as a surprise, I
can think of a good dozen people who, in my estimation, have done at
least as much s I have either during the past year or during their
fannish careers. DPevertheless, it seems that wmost of that dozen would
include me in their dozen - and this past year I have been sitting
in a somewhat prominent position. So setting all false modesty aside,
what I said at the time about ny having been expecting it for the
past two years was basically true. Fandom's collective mind seems to
consider I deserve it - and whether I do or not, it's nice to think I
have so many friends.

I'11 say a word about the BSFA at this point, if I may. 1In
my opinion, the trkeover by the Brummies is a very good thing indeed.
I'm pretty sure that three of the offices are in good hands (I haven't
met the new Secretary, who wasn't there, but his ccolleagues seem
satisfied to have him with them), and the fact that there will be
constant personal contact between everybody for a change bodes well
for the future. Incidentally, I take personal pride {and so does .Jill
Adams) in the fact that only 24 (twenty four - you can almost count
them of the fingers of one hand if you happen to have almost twenty
four fingers on one hand) of the 1965 members failed to renew their
subscriptions. This is apparently an all time record, and the member-
ship is now higher than it have ever been for this time of year.

It tckes the best part of a week to get over it, but I have
now acquired the habit of going to bed (during Cons) at approximately
six a.u. and making a couple of hours' sliuep per night suffice. I
always like to be up for breakfast., Not only do I revel in the
typical English hotel breakfast - particularly the strong coffee -
but drifting into the dining-roocm by onés and twos as they're wont
to do, fans find themselves sitting at table with oiher fans that for
one reason or another they might not have had a chance to talk to
otherwise. The cynical may remark who feels like talking at that time
of the morning znyway? let them. Breakfast in randomly assembled
fannish company makes an excellent start tc the day. Breakfast in
bed way be morc essentially civilised - but it's a very poor substit-
ute.




Byt 1f one goes to bed at six a.m., what of the hours between
midnight and then? Ah - that ccn be, 2nd often is, th: best part of the
Con altogether. Noisy rocwm parties, where onc has to cerry on conver-
at the top of one's voice. Drunker room parties, where conversation
is iwpossible anyway., Guiet room parties, where three: or flour people
sit or lie around, with or without. the¢ odd drink or two, discussing
such basic probleins as the state of the world or of themselves.
Corridor .arties, where any of these states may likewise prevail,
Carefully-saved-for bottles of slcoholic beverages, home made wines
laid on in b-u-1l-k by the Liverpcol Group 2nd others; pleesant fannish
coupanionship - what more cen one want? (If you can think of anything
well, try the room next door,)

Came londay at last, ard thzt damned arti-climactic feeling as
one by one, and sguad, by squad, the fans steal quietly on their way. The
“alsh carload left reasonably early, not lingering for a last mid-day
neal in the old Convention city. Besides the guartet who had come with
. (Tony,. Simone, George Locke and myself) it this time carried
Normen Sherlock (not to be confused with) 2nd Alan Rispin. Arriving
at London in the early afternoon (the number of bent lemp standards on
the way down requires counting tc be believed - somebody must have a
grudge against the things), most of us went into an Indian restaurant
in the Kingdon RHoad area for a meal. Then we said goodbye to Alan
2ispin, delivered George back tc Chelses Bridge Road where we'd got |
iim from in the first place, and reduced to a trio sgain turned ocur
faces once more to the west.

Wour days previous, wher we'd dropped Sarah with her zunt and
grandmother, the househ .ld cat had giver me a wide becrth, {No cracks
about my figure, pleas¢.) When we called back to pick the baby. up
again, however, it [the cat) ceme over and intraduced itself to mc.

I den't, ask you however to beclieve that this spontanecus gesture of
friendliness g¢ve me gquite as much satisfaction as did being the
holdexr of the Doc Weir. Award - and in any case, if the cat had had a
vote it weuld have vected for Tony or Simome. (lince they had well
deserved somethirg of that sort anyway.)

And so back to Bridgwater, where reposed lLaideronette. After
I'd checked the plug, we hauled her out ,of the inside outhouse (if
you'd been there you'd agree that there's no other expression guite as
descriptive of the Walsh scullery) and back on to the road. No go -
she was behaving as she had when I arrived. Since uy mechanical
knowledge extends only to changing the plug or the back wheel, and
there - was no expert scooter mechanic in the house, that was that.
Se monday night 1 slept at the walshes'. As we were sorting out our
respective belongings, however, it transpired that one Jjacket and
one hoaversack pertained neither to Walsh nor to Mercer., 4 search
through the contents revcaled that Alan Rispin was the owner, He'd
got oul to have lu ch with us, then forgot to unload his belongings
before taking his departure. Kingdon Koad is on the phone, so Tony
and J went out to ring hinm up. Y& said he'd hitch-hike down for them
the following day, on the way to his Lancashire home town for a
visit.



And so Tuesday arrived. I had first contacted 1964 convention-
going fandom on the previous thursday -- this was therefore the sixth
successive day of it. lLaideronetie spluttered along to the Bridgwater
scooteries for a decarbonising or something. Then T rarg up the office
in Bristol. "I'm speaking from Bridgwater,- I tol my boss. ":'ell,
stay there," he retorted. Mo, it wasn't a polite way of giving nme
notice - it was simply that none of the rest of them felt like working
elther, “hich was Jjust as well, because the repairs took until 2.320,
and by the time I crossed the Fristol city limits it was nearly time to
g0 home anyway.

Thcre was one last final tough to round out the week erd though.
As 1 scooted slowly and interruptedily along the Bedminster Down Rcad
{or possibly the Yridgwater Road, which is almost the same thing), ay
roving eye caught a bearded figure standing with rampant thumb on the
opposite pavement. I hcooted and stopped, and Alan Rispin came across
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for a moment. Thern I parted from my last fan of the FHaster season, he
to continue the pursuit of his haversack, I to catch up on some much
needed sleep.

I'm missing the fars, though. I think I'll go +to Stourbridge
Lomorrow. )

-- Archie HMercer

This year's bkasterCon at Peterborough was my first-ever Conventicon. I
thoroughly enjoyed it, despite the fact that I had been looking foward
to it so much that it seemed 1t could not possibly live up to my expec-
tations. About half way through, I suddenly realised it wasn't at all
an anticlimaz after all.

iy overwhelming impression was one of frierndliness and intered-
ness on the part of all the fans there. Bven when parading in fancy
dress, I felt perfectly at home.

The programme was viry well plarned. except for a rather long
gap on Sunday between the "Pribute to Mova" and E.C. TubB'ts speech. This
was unfortunate as; being Sunday, there was little going in Peterborough.
As a newcomer to such things, I found all the programme items quite
irteresting and some were very good. The films preserted by the 'ilien!
group were the funniest I've ever seen. "Frankenstein's Xperiment"” was
simply marvellous -~ I still go off into surreptitious giggles when T
think of it. I hear that the 'Aliens' are doing a film show for the '65
WorldCon. They should set Hollywood back on its heels.

It was a good thing that the professional films were shown
first - they would never have stood up to the comparison. I have a
feeling that "The Running, Jumping and Standing Still Film" would grow
on one, however. I certainly enjoyed it more at the second sho%ing.
The solar sequences of the factual film (typieslly, I've forgotten its
name) were spectacular. "The Day the Earth Stood Still" was, by
comparison, a mere pot beiler.

The costumes for Saturday's fancy dress competiticn, though fow,
were excellent. The judges must have had an extremely difficult task
to choose five, but I think that the choices werc the best possible
under the clrcumstances.

The BSKA Annual General Meceting was more interesting than I
had expected., It secems that Birwingham is going te be the new seat of
government. I was favourably impressed by what I szw of the Brum boys -
they scew a very level headed lot. The best of luck to them, anyway.

If aryone is still owed money from the Sunday morning z2uction,
it's all my fault. Juyst think whet a good cause it's going to, and try
to be tolerant.

I have heard only one person criticise the programme - Twisher
Plat*. He said that he thought there was not crough planned. 1 think
that anymore items weu ld have made it overloaded. The Con is essentially
an informal get together of fana who probably see cachcther only that
once a year. S0 why should they put offical items infront of psonle
seeing and getting to know eachother. Anyway, see you next yecar at

Brum! . )
~-- Sheila Barnes



A NCO'3 GUISE TO TH: PEYLRBORUGH GON. (or HPIPY T Aid A PRISOMPR IN A
GOT: CARD FACTORY)

It is nov four days since I got back from the con and I am now
sitting in front of my typewriter, trying to make some sense out of the
confusion and disorder that exists in my mind about the events that took
place at Peterborough. I'm not even sure as yet wneter I enjoyed myseclf
or not. This is one of tr: reasons that I want to get my impressions down
on paper so that I can sort them out and decide finally wrat really
happened. If you're expecting a report full of details of the programne,
I'm afraid you're going to be out of luck, since, for one reason or another
1 seemid to see very little of the official programme; there secemed Lo be
00 much going on outside that I didn'%t want 1o misss

My con started early Friday morning. I had arranged to meet friend
Lang Jones at Ealing Broadway station at halis past nine so as vo he in
plenty of time to cateh the 11:05 ftrain from King's Cross. Let me state
here anG now that I take no responecibiliity for this uvneartnly hour; I
blame it all on Lang Jones., He's one of these people who have to ges %o
their destination well anead of time in order to he sure of heing on time.
I tried to dissuade him but he must have a magnetic persomality or
something, ( I recicved furtm: proof of this as the con.progressed ),
for I finally fourd nyself persuaded, against my better judgemené, to fall
in with his plans.

I don't know if any of you. have ever visited Baling, the gqucen of
the suburbs, bnt if you have you'll know that it doesn't look iis best at
vhis tine in {ine morning. It was depressing just having ©o wai% for buscs:
the semi~gloom weighed neavy and thne nold-all, clutched in my ho* sticky
left hand, dragged more and more as I stood waiting outside the new, ~
modern, improved Ealing Broadway station which was just as depressing as

ever. Suddenly T sav the derk-suited fipure of Lang Jones approaching
me, Anyone who has secn Lang's normal appearance, his old diltapidated
Jacket, revealing his elbows in all their naked splendour for-all +the
world to sce, and the baggy, creaseless trousers with the hole in the knee,
will know Just what sort of travmatic shock this was likely +o causc. T
nad always enjoyed going out with him,Lang; next to anyone else I would
nave looked my usual sloray,casual self: with Lyng I looked as if I'd been
dressed in Savilie Row, wnich is very heartening for the old ego. To sce
him now a picture of sartorial eclegarce just spoiled my day for me. The
only checring thing I saw was that ne nad bheen conned by Norman Sherlocic
into carrying his tape--recordcr for him.Heh,heh,heho

Little did I know at this timc Just how susceptible T was myselfl
to the. Lang Jones persuasive powers. Had I known, I would nhardly have
laughed as I did. Beforc I knew what I was doing, I was offering to help
him with it, out of the goodness of my heart.

I recieved another jold when we changed trains at Acton Town. Lang
bet me a shilling thet the Picadilly Linc train would be in %o the station
-withir three minutes. Thinking I was on to a good thing, I took him up
on it. He must have been coming there for wecks, timing how guickly the
trains came in; right on threc minutes the dad-blasted train drew in.



T did consider claimimg a foul but decided against it. I paid up like

a gentleman, a fixed grin on my face ( more of a smneer I suppose,really),
Two young girls then proceeded to throw themselves at my feet - 1 have
these gexy toe-nails, you see. lang of course, the unromantic clod, was
convinced fthat they were simply in a hurxry $o get onto the train and I
happened to be in the way but I refused to listen. Killjoyi

We arrived at King's Cross with fifty minutes o sparet! I then
proceeded to herate my friznd --ourdly for having dragged me up at this time
He smiled sickly and suggested that we at least were in plenty of time, I
smiled back and pointed to a sign that informed us that the 10:50 train for

Peterborough left from platform 5. Not only were we in time for ov x train
but in time for the one before ours. Jere it not for the fact that we had
arranged to meet most of the others of London fandom, we could take our
pick of about three trains. I was beginning to think that this was mot my
day. Lang, still smiling sickly, hastily changed the subject and suggested
that we look for a btuffet where he would buy me a cup of coffee, I agreed
that this was the least nhe could do in the circumstances. .

The one hrignt thing that nhad happened so far was the sight. of Lang
struggling up the stationary escalator, still carrying Norman 's tape
recorder. In a wild fit of enthusiasm, Lang had decided to make his way up
the one escalator that wasn't mering, I felt that this was a bit rash and
walked over to the other side where the escalator was moving and proceeded
upwards in style, passing poor Lang on the way, puffing and struggling
under the weight of the tape-recorded, I waved gaily and said that I
would wait for nim at the top. Unfortunately, I couldn't get over to his
side quickly enough to welcome him aboard but the sight of his panting,
dish evelled form removed all the pain I had saffered when paying up the
shilling.

In the second buffet - the first one we had found closed - we met
Jill Adams,Jim Groves and Chris Priest. The first thing Jill Adams said
after the introductions were over was: "Have you paid your subscription to
the BSFA yet?"., Materialist! Lang wanted to pay on the train; he has to
be different. He t'hen went off to queue for coffee and didm't return for
some minutes while I talked to Jimmy and Chris. sthen he did return, he
actually brought a British Railways hot cross bun. ’nat's more, he ate it.
Though hardly with his ustal gusto. The mad crazy fooll He must have a
strop, stomache though, for it hardly seemed to affect him at all,

Je then went out to the platform where a fairly large group of
London fans had already gathercd., Ella Parker was. booming her customary
way across the platform, closely followed by Etnel Lindsay and Walt and
Madeleine Willis,and I think Jally Yeber. Mike Moorcock had somehow
wangled his way to the other side of the barlier and looked as if he were
about to start taking money at any moment. Strange now editors have that
mercenary look about them. We went through the barrier and then I.
noticed that Mike had his guitar slung over his shoulder. I turned to Lang
to point this out to him, as I knew he'd be pleased, but he was no longer
there. Mike, wno knows Lang's infallible ability to get himself lost at
the drop of a hat as well as I do, - he's suffered too - suggested that
Lang had probably marched off in the opposite direction,loudly shouting,
"Follow mel" No such luck though; hé soon came wandering up the



platform with a bemused expression on his
face, as if hc were wondering where
everyone nad gone; a favourite expression

: Ts W) ol > of his
Pz of Lang's when he's on one o
sy o / §§§§§§%§3 patnfinding expcditions.
A= ™ D e—— e . . .
~— ; —_— 3 Je found on getting into the
7 =~ iLEl train that e nad the whole
=y r\‘= scction of the compartment to
SN —— \¢/ oprsclves cxcept for onc seat,
e RV ot This was cccupied by a character
G371 0y e
5T K in a Sinatra-type hat, ve WC-S

resembling Lionel Bart. He nad
all thesc coples of Superman,

Bavman, Green Lantern, and various other comics, strewn over the table in
front of him. I thought at first that he was one of us but a strangc
expression came over his face as soon as we all came trooping into the
carraigc, which sho7ecd that nc could nardly be a truefan after all. This
strange, ( strained even ) expression increased as Illa came striding
manfully down the aisle, yelling, "7hothehellareycu???"  Now he began to
cringe in nis seat; its a painful sight to sec a man crunble like that.
Somebody tried to explain thnat this character had a perfect rignt to be in
this compartment but whoever he was he was brushed aside in Ella's zeal to
protect whichever member of the London group might be sitting there. At

last someone menaged to convince Ella that we hadn't in Ffact booked this
seat and she calmed down slightly. By this time, our sad fricnd was looking
¥ildly round the compartment, scarching for some means of escapc from this
horrible danger that he now fececd. I took pity on him and suggested that he
might be happier -~ I didn't say safer, but the inference was therc ~ if ne
changed places with Mike Moorcock, wno had found himself a seat in the next
compartment. He agreed only too willingly and hastily gathered up his
tattered comics, wnich he had begun to tear in nis nervousness, and then
rushed¢ off, dropping his ticket, to Hull, in tne process. Tnis was found
later and »~assed back 4o nim.

Thus Lang and I found ourselves traveling up to Peterborough with
lilke Moorcock and, ( he said with bated breath ) Walt ¥illis ho
condescended to travel up with us mortdls. fhod actually sat opposite me
all the way to the con! It took me a long time %o really take in that ihis
wvas the #alt Willis. It wasn't until, in fact, he made one of His puns
that I was brought back to reality. Somcbody had stuck a notice on the
carraige window; ANl UAL OUTING OF THE ESCA-TD PRISQNERS SCCTETY  AND
SURVIVORE FROM GLRMAN Polf CAMPS....or something like that. 4 guard saw it
and expressed sgrprise, saying, that most of us would have had to be child
Poif's, At which point fillis spritcly suggested that re must have been
stalosmitene.s I'm still wincing.

I sat therec for some time just staring at nim, frigntened by what
he might uttcr at any moment, determined not to turn myself into a feoed for
onc of ¥illis's puns, cven if I had to sit silent for the rest of the
journey. I recieved somc satisfaction tnough vhen Mike took out his
narmonicas ( two of them yet ) and procecdcd to practice., T enjoycd
vatching the agonized expressions on fillis's face, enjoyed sceing the
mighty man crumble. Suddenly, I noticed thec same expression on Lang's



face; knoving nis fondness for music, I was somevhat surprised by this turn
of events. In desperation, he finally siczed Mike's kazoo from its pigskin
case and proceeded to try and drown out the noise. of the harmonica by
playing some Zchoenberg on it. Mike took up the cnallenge and a real
cutting matcn began. Tne musical battles between the bands in Mew Orleans
around the turn of the century could have had notiiing on this.

Fortunately for the rest of the occupants of the carraige, this
musical afray was brought to a half by Ted Forsythe passing round some
pictures taken at the last meeting of the SFCoL. Lang, his whole body
racked as he gaspec for hreath, explained to mec that tney had decided to
take Victorian pnotograpns at the last meeting and had painted on
whiskers and side-boards for the occasion. They were very good and were
later shown at a slide-shov during the con. Burgess particulary was
excellent, the very image of a Vietorian policeman, bovler hat and all.

The slag heaps of the industrial nortn nhad appeared in the pastoral
scenery outside and we knew we were nearly thnere. Actually, we were only a
few miles outside London but it seemed that we were nearly there. It was
around this time that Max Jakobowski appeared in the carraige towirng a
friend, another Frenchman, who could speak very little English. Mike, in
nis usual xenopnobist menner, began to explain Norman's amplifier (which
ne'd been conned into carrying - amazing fellow, Norman, really ) to the
French character, getbting over the language barrier by shouting, It
seemad t0 come over as a sort of Hieronymus machine., He was twisting the
knobs violently, lcft and right, spitting out information as he did so. All
the time the French boy watched intently, even stretching out his hand once
or tirice to twist a few knobs with the best of them, only to be slapped
dovn by Mike who showed himself thc real master of the machine. Hell, he
almost had me convinced; at any minute I ccpected a shower of sparks and a
Karlof-type android to rise like a pnhoenix out of the ashes,

The train was by now sloving down for the entry into Peterborougn
station - an imposing sight. Lang and I struggled :rith our cases and
Norman's tape-recorder to the necarcst door and made our way out of the
station, where we met George Scithers and a big burly friend called Dave
Yilliams,

e tnen started on the long weary trek to the Bull Hotel { and
this is where the story really starts ). ife signed in after a lot of
apparant fuss, espec ially from a miserable (ccnsored) of a recceptionist
who handed me my key. Key! I've never seen anything like it! it weighed
nalf a ton., It had this enourmous mctal tag, I suppose to discourage people
from walking off with it when they left the notel., Lang saw¥ my whitc man's
burden and immediatcly fished his ovn key out of his pogket and displayed it
to me with a2 grin; 1t had a small slim plastic tag. "I had one of those
things last year" nes aid sardonically, as if tnis made everything all right
I wandered off upstairs muttering under my breath about Jjusticc and
retribution.

After dropping my things in my room, I came back down stairs to
find likke,Lang and Max all ready to go off for lunch. Ve agreed to go
across the road to a pub where we would get what we laughingly called



becr and sardriches. This s o most’ disiressing cxperiensc. I've’ been out
of London before; it wasn't as thougn this 7as my first time in the
provinces, but this..ee...., Pirstly of course, thcy ¢ién't sell sandwiches
and 7e had to take these little packets of biscults and portions of Kraft
cheesc. Trnen we sat dovn to drink our lunch and realised that e werc the
focus of almost constant sgares from most pcople in the pub. The landlord
looked at us as if wc'd come in asking for protection money or something.
And it wasn't the effect of the new, all-spruced-up Lang Jones in nis
sharp suit; they'd never scen him any otner ray. ‘© finisned our drinks
hurricdly and rent into the bar of thc nhotel.

There 7ere a fev people alrecady there proping up the bar,none of
wnom I knew, I discovered latcr that tney were fans but I thought them
residents at the time. e settled in onc corner and soon a goolly crowd
developed. Georfe Locke appeared, then Ken Cheslin,Dick Howett, Charles
Platt, (selling copies of BEYCOMD ), then Jim Linwood came in and e
discovered that he /as now married Jim Limrrood, and that he and nis bride
Marion, were on their noneymoon. That's fannish dedication for you. around
this time puns began to flow, as is their wont at sucn gatherings. The
word "incense” was mentioned and George Locke immediately made some remark
about being "incensed" by such benavior. 2o, purely as a means of self
defence. I t0ld him nc was "insensitive", That shut him up.

Fothing much 7vas happening around the registration desk,Fnil Rogers
apparantly not having yet arrived :ith the con-badges - Phil Rogers for
TAIF, hanh! ( he says, aside ). Someone put on a tape-recording of a
version of the Third Man, (madc by the LiG I think ) fcaturing Harry Slime.
I enjoyed it but unfortunately knew only one volec out of the whole thing,
Peter Mabeys. As nothing was happening down in the registration hall we
decided to go up to the pro room,but on the way Lang was collared by Ethel
Lindsay and conned into looking after the art show, I chortled as Lang
protested his inexperience,to no avail apgainst the stecly Lindsay stare;

I chortled furtner as we went up the stairs to the pro room,vhere the art
shov was toc be held; I chortled still further zs lang continued to stream
forth a string of invectives against stegly-eyed Scottisn maidens and

art shows in general, I stopped chortling however then T discovercd that
I had been impressed as nis assistant,

that,in fact,I had becn singled out as well,

I didn't like the idea of being an assistant

to Lang as I could see that it mean't that .

I would be doing all the work, rmile my .
so-called friend sat back and issucd \\\
instructions - and so it proved to be. I have ﬂ”\

to admit my attention wandered from .tnougnts (iéil// ij
about the art showv once we nad entered the k_\\ :

pro room. Ken Slater was esconced there and (r<£;;7 \y\
had set up tables full of paper-backs, all, L e,
( dare I say it in a fanzine? ) science fiction. < % Rl
My eyes popped,I boggled. I immcdiately MK

started going through the various stacks. €5:22\5:>_
Half-way through I met Ted Forsythe coming the I o

other way and we comparcc notes. I recommerded
“fiten World" to him ard he shoved me a new



collection of Sturgeon shorts that he'd found. I let out a yell and
searched frantically for another copy. I came awvay with about six books:-—
Leiber's 'The Wanderer', Sturgeons' collection; a secquel to "vigeh World',
a collection of stories {rom Unknown Worlds ("Unknown 5'); and a new
¥1.1lip K Dick novel, "fhe Game-players of Titan'. Even Lang, that wellknown
despiser of sciencc fiction, was 50 caught up in tne mood of cnthusiasm
that he bought a novel too -~ a hard-cover yet!. I've cven heard it
wnispered thet Llla Parker came home witn 23/- worth of SF, It must be
catching,

Once tne aquisitive mood nad left us we returned to thoughts of

the art shos, only to find that no art-work was present. There were various

picrures knocking around but none in the pro-room where tney were supposed
t0 be delivered. ¥e found a numbker of pictures alrecady on display in the
convention hall;. these telonged a cousin of Kax Jacobowski,and were not for
sale, fetching twenty and sixty guid a time in France. They Were prctty
superb though. I'm surprised that hc hasn't been snapncd up to do cover
work { though,now I think of it, I believe he nas done a few for %the French
magazine 'Piction' ). dc decided to ldave it for now and lect whoever
vanted to put in picturcs come up to us. lMeanwhile, back in the registration
hall......scs.a The committec had, by nov, decided to hand out programmes
and allow people to register, even though the badges and Phil Rogers had
still not arrived. So vc registcred.

Then we. 7ent out for something to eat, at the Great Wall,the
Chinesc restaurant. And wnat @id we have?, why,Curry! Chinese curry at
that! Cn rcturnipg Lang decided he'd better go and look for lax and ask
him to move his cousins'® paintings into the pro-room in case someone
walked off with any of them from the sver-open con hall, I decided to go
and have a drink. In fact George Locke ( goed old George Locke ) bought me
a pint and introduccd me to Fimone Talsh, the most devastating and
disconcerting wvoman T've cver mct. The first thing she said to me was, "y
are you smoking that cigarctte?” 3She then went on to quoge all the medical
reports proving that smoking is a cause of lung cancer, making me fecl more
and more uncomflortable; hell, I started feeling guilty. After tnis, I
discovered that she had lived in Ealing and had actually known Lang; she
could, I suppose, be considered a honary member of Ealing famdom. Ye then
discovercd that we had becn to the same school, though she a few ycars
after me. e spent about five minutes tossing namcs of class mates at each
otheyr, but none secmed to click. Fortuately we could swap notes on the
. teaching staff; thak much we had in common.

At this point the programme proper started, and Lang and I went
upstairs to hear the opening address. Various members of the convention
werc introduced to the aundiencce after Tony ‘alsh's opening remarks ( Lang
still ocan't see his resemblance to David Frost, but I found it uncanny ).
Thé most amusing interview was betwecen Tall James ‘hite and Petite Ethcl
+ Lindsay. They nad some .initial difficulty with the ncignt of the mike but
this was solved 7nén James picked the whole stand up, like a fishing rod,
and raise¢ and lowcred it according to who was spcaking at the timc. It
started  off witn Ethel intervieving James but tne tables werc soon turncd
as James, in his soft Irisn broguc, began asking Ethel about the first
convention she had attended,and continued asking ner the very samc
guestions she had intecnded to ask him.



Tnc TAFF race nad obviously started,cverywherc you went there rcre
notiecs displaying “Fnil Rogers for TAFF'. Arthur Thomson had less in the
way of notices { maybc he docsn't need them, witn the support he's liable
to get ) but there vas a beautiful ploy in tnhe programmc booklet,
perpertrated ( I presume ) by a certain nameless lady /hose initials are
Ella Parkcr. Onc one page there was a glorious advert for Phil Rogers,
consisting of largc letiering and an Bddic drawn profilc of Pnil, whilc on
tne faccing page tne pagc was blank, cxcept for a tiny littlc Rostler style
figure standing on somc minu.e words,vhioch read "Atom for TATF'~ I thought
this was voery cleveri The Phil Rogers supporeors had managed te get a plug
into the scencry/background in the con-hall itsclf tnough.

Lang and I sat through hc guestions, directed at Fen 2later,on
various SF stories, until a ratner vociferous lady got up and Gescribed the
plot of Heinlein's "The Puppet Masters" ( interjected 'ritn snippets of
information on how she found the book ctc., ) wnen she got to the point of
the creaturcs from ouwter space scttling on the shoulders of tne Earth
pcople I could feel ner directly benind me settling furthor and further
onto my shoulder, and docided that discretion was the better part of
whatever it is,and cut out, dragging Lang with me. I'm no cpicken but....
T guess T omst be over sensitive or somcthing. I heard that the lady went
on describing the story of ner life after the gucstion had been answered
in loud stagc whispers %0 all those in her immediatve prescence, until
George Scithers siczed one of the placerds that werc held up at intervals
during tnc mceting, ( calling for 'Applause' or something ) This one rcad;
"8ilerce please" and he marched with this to the back and held it before
hér. To vhicn she is supposcd t0 have uttered thosc immortal words; "The
story of my lifc".

“nile this was going on Lang and I wefc down in the lounge and
somehor I got into a long discussion with a very pleasant young american
girl galled Rosemary, ( I think ). # vere discussing capital punishmont
and either tne Americans have a particulary good system of education
( which is probably truc ) or I vas morc under the influcnce of my

drinking than I thought. iy usual generalisatiors
were recieved with litéle enthusiasm and shc
kept chucking this jargon back at mc, all %ne
onrases like "penal corrcction' and 'what are
t.ae ethics involved in this?', and T was just
$00 tircd { or dmunk ) %o bc able to take all
tnis in. Tortwatcly Jim Linwood was thore so
toguther we spewed forth a strcam of emotional
gencralisations against capital punishment, but
still w¢ scemed to be getting in deener, until
finally Lang suzgesicd that e go out for a
shack with Simonc and Tony Walsh. I gratefully
aceepted. T was sorry later that T didn't meet
her when I was fecling more awake and with my
mind in a more precevtive state; because I
cnjoyed talking to ner. I just hadn't boon able to
do justice to the argument .at that partvicular time.
A4 rcturn match, Rosemary? { if you rcad this ).




Anyway, we went back to the Greai vall amid Jong discussicns on
Lang!s next issue of Tensor, which was described very well and succinctly
as 'a half-yearly quarterly'. Simone ane I decided on a snack of egg and
chips ( snack,- it cost five bob ) while the others went off into tne
realmg of exotica by ordering things wnosc names I couldn't spéll, let
alone pronounce. The discussion now turned to free-range as opposed To
battery eggs, and all the other innumanities that are practised by our
glorious food producers in the name of higner productivity. Here we agreed
bpt soon got off again,onto the subject,again, of cancer. I now found
myself under attack from Tony Valsh as well. Apuarantly he had just given
up smoking and felt the need to spread the gospel to others; ( in other
words, he wanted someonc else to suffer).

#e refurned to find strange sounds issuing from the won-hall;
Mike Moorcock was there with the 'Bellyflops' ( as far as I could make
out Dick EFllingsworth was on thé bongos,Norman Sherlock on second
guitar, and Alan Rispin was making strange sounds with a harmonica ).
Every now and then the particular number they were playing { such good
old ones as "Jungle Man" and "Oh didn't he ramble" - they don't write
songs like tnatv any mfre ) would collapse into chaos. Mike would turn
rouné and say "Normani" or "wWouldn't it be better if we all played the
same tune?”. He did try to extend his repetoire to some of the new
nit-tunes of the sixties, but he was much bhappier witnh tunes from the
old skiffle days - so was I, come to that; I was wallowing in nostalgia
ard would have loved to have been able to get up and jive, as in the
good old days.

Somenhow or other the concert (il!) degenerated into a wrestling
match between Mex ( the French Piend ) Jacobowski, and Pat ( Meuler )
Kearney. The bout went on the the accompanyment of Norman still playing
the guitar, Ava Maguela,...l don't think he'd realised they'd finished all
that. Anyway, there was a superb improvised commentry otm the bout by
Mike. Repetitive it might have been; influenced by drink too; but it was
the most hilaritus thing I've heard in years, and he kept it up for abopt
half an homr non-stop. Fantastic! I'ts not funny on paper, but if you
can get hold of the tape, listen to it. It started as a mildly satiriecal
thing, micky-taking tne glorinus British public who are able to indulge
their own little sadistic and homosexual neuroses by taking in a wrestling
match. "If you folks havé got the same kind of bent that I have I think
you're going ©0 enjoy this. There'a going to be bloed tonight folks, so
you should really enjoy this, and this mass of swecating male flesh...."
No, it's not fumny on paper, and I can't remember enougnh of it to do it
justice.The #hole picce ended up as a moralistic, scrcaming diatribe
against the nypocrisy of our society, which bans 'Panny Hill' hecausc it
says its Tevil' and yct finds outlegs for its own sick mentalitics by
watehing wrestling, reading James Bond books and kdcky Spillane, and
watching "The Avengers". is T said, it was fantastic.

Lang was so overcomc that ne nad to go. He said afterwards that
he was afraid the taping might spoil it,but it didn't. Ve heard the
wnole thing through again on the Sunday. After ten minutes or so I

"decided to follow Lang into the pro-room, where I found him talking with
Jally Peber and Pete Wnite. I'm glad I came in because thils was one of



the fow opportunities thnat I had to talk tc
Jally througnout the con. He came
across as a highly amusing, mildly

spoken American, and c¢ndeared \;Eékz/
himself to everyone who came into —

contact with him. Jc¢ talked for //;;cy \t\\

some: time about future and past

cons. L asked him about the : ///

. B . . vt 9 "
wor}QGO?{'lf ?nc %merlcéng weren't R, 5 = T/ _
afraid we'd keep it oncec it got S A {Tr <:~. Q
into our hards. ‘hy, Lang and I ‘ i

gere even thinking of putting on

a world-con in Ealing,at the Kent

Hotel. Then somcone suggested we could hold a con on the tube,suggesting
the slogan; "The Circle Linc ~ In Sixtynine! ". A number of slogans seemed
to ke flashing around the con. I remember Archie lMercer suggesting, at one
point, "The Parker Pen in Sixty-ten". From therc the conversation turned jpo
universities, as Peter #hite, from vhat I could gatner, is tninking of

going to one. Je comparcd notes on Amcrican and English education in
general. Once more my conviction that the American system was the betier

of tne twvo was enforced.

¥nen this broke up I decided %o pack it in for the first night.
I'd read that it <as best to take it casy on the first night,and I had a
couple of things I 7anted to do, including reading a letter from my wife.
I found, tne next day, tnat I nad missed Mike Moorcock editing the Bible,
this I'd have loved to sec, but I don't regret going to bed carly that
first night; especially whencver I looked af Lang during the rcst of the
con. Alan Rispin may nave Llooked like Christ, but Lang summcd up the
whole of Baster in one day,every day. Bach day he was alive in the morning,
died around four o-clock, and rose again around ten in the evening. It
was awe inspiring to sce this process.

Tne next moring I was woken by the most horrible banging on my
doar, thosc respemsiblé, Lang,and Alan Rispin insisted that I got up.
They didn't seem to believe that I had actually got up but went on banging
away cven when I was wandering around trying to force my tircd hbrain into
the correet framework to meet the coming day. I agrced %o mect them up on
the landing for a cup of teas.... On the landing I met Mary Recd, shc of
the crazy letters — she should write tc CRY, she'd be at home thcre. Lang
pressed a cup of tea on me but I could only sgucezc our thé dregs. After
this came breakfast. Herc Lang had trouble =ith a couple of obscenc-
looking poached eggs; ne found nimself unable ©o stick his knife into thém.

After hrcakfast we decided €0 do the town and go out on a
shopping exvedition. This was really cragzy; I sccmed to shed about six
years, ané was doing all the crazy things I uscé to do when I ras at
college., T found liary Recd and ner mate,Julie Stone,7crc big beatle fans,
ant. this cndeared tnem to me, The way e werc darting about all over the
pavement and shouting weird comments to cach other mace the mundanc
passers—-by stop and stare; they're strange people down there. Suddcnly we
found oursclves outside a ’colworths, a branch of 7nicn, to thcir pain,
employs Lang as a trafince manager; this actually means that he spends all
day humping boxes around the stock room, but its a start. Anyway,lang
deciGed ne needed his daily fix of Weolworths and tricd %o go into the



shop. liike and T decided@ that we'd have to be cruel to be kind,to start him
on the cure; we grabbed nis arms and held him back while Mary and Julie
yelled ensouragment. Ve even tried to get him to go into Marks and Spenccrs

instead, but thnis was too much for nis poor tired frame and he almost
broke down, But our methods have had their effecf because since ne came
back from the con Lang nhas been thinking of changing nis job. It's a proud
and lonely tning....

Soon after thi we bought some booze in one of the arcades and
smuggled it back into the notel for the room party that evening. Je thon
decided it was about time we went and Gid something about the art show.I've

already mentioned the famouse persuasive charm of Lang Jones, but it never
occured to mc that he could actually get it to work on a sturdy character
like Mike Moorcock. But...there was the famous author ard editor of New
- dorlds, down on his knces making frames to fit the pictures to. The pictures
were now beginning to arrive., Ah, the relationship between an editor and
one of nis up~and-coming authors is a wonderful thing to benold. As I said,
Lang sat back and gave instructions until Mike and I ganged up on him,
ejected him from his chair,thrust a hammer into his hand and made him nelp
us. Then we pinned what seemed like thousands of paintings on to the frames
we'd built. By this time we'd managed to collect paintings from Eddie Jones
Terry Jeeves and Dick Howett. These, together with the pictures Max was
showing for his cousin,and some of his own werk,added up to a fine display.

Realising that the auction was about to s¢ert I collared Mike and
we slipped off, leaving Lang to it. e thought hc deserved it. There werc
& couple of ifems in the anmgtion that I was mildly interested in - there
wasn't a great deal worth having - and that I hoped might come within range
of my meagre finances; a set of three books on witchcraft, though nothing
very unusual, and some fanzines, I was very taken with some of the artwork
especcially one called "The ¥ishing Tree" by Gerald Quinn, but these were
going for around thirty bob a tnrov so I sat quiet. Even the witcheraft
books went for around ten hob., Still, I managed to pick up a small parcel
of fanzines containing three copies of Redd Bogg's DISCCRD that I hadn't
got. shen the avection was over we decided to go and find something to eat
Je were joined by a couple called Jean and Neville Brock whom Lang had
asked to join us. Ve started off with a large group bui this suddenly split
in two when a difference of opinion arose as to where we should go. ¥e
parted company amid shouts and a great waving of hands.

Again we went to the Great fall, I asked Lang to order me some
Chicken Chow Mein vnile I went over the road %o Boots to get a comic
version of Bhe Sword in the Stome for my little daufnter; €omconc had told
me it was on sale there. Unfortunately, because of its connection with
the joke Norman Sherlock had told about the Kamikaze pilet, Lang found
himself too embarrassed to ask for the Chicken Chow Mcin. Luckilly by the
time I got back - the service being what it was in the Gredt Jall ~
the waiter still hadn't turned up to collect ghe order, We talked about
fandom in general and discovered that, likc me, Jean and Neville were
attending their first con. #e asked them to come up to our room party
after the fancy dress compctition. They were unfortunate in not knowing
any fans at all, I was lucky that I had met most of the London fans before
the con and could usually find someone I knewr to talk to if things got a
bit dull.it must be very difficult for people coming to a con and not
knowing anyonc. I'm not surc that I could do it.


arcad.es
dull.It

After lunch we attended tne £ilm show, wherc we sayv a rathner
juvenile film about the plancts, the commentry being spoken very slowly.
This is tne kind of thing that 1 nave to sit tnrough at school and I'd
rather not during tne holidays. Still, there were some ratncr fine shots of
Solar promincnces. After this they snowed "The Day the Larth Caugnht Five',
or, as Petc Taylor suggested aftervards, "THe Day the Daily Express Caught
Fire"...and it can't happen too soon for me, I didn't stop for this as I
Hadn't wanted to see it when it was on general releascs There secms little
point in getting this kind of film for the con. It has keen snown on the
major cirguits,tice in Ealing,and only a short timc bhefore the con. It
seems to me that unless it is possible to get hold of films that arc
quite old, or arc very scarce, Cr nave never been seen on tne major
circuits { like Zazic Dans le listro,as someone,pirobably Pri Kearncy
sugges ted ) there is little point in naving a film show at the con at alle
Lang and I had, in fact, only come up to se¢ "The Running,Jumping and
Standing Still Film", which we hadn't seen. fe found that it was to be
shovn last so we went back to the lounge.

This was where we met old-time fan Pete
Taylor, He was sitting with members of
the Kingdon Road group, Dick Ellingsworth

ard Nell Golding. Lang, by now, was
beginning to droop more than somcwhat;
he didn’'t look as if he'd last through
the rest of the con. Dick,however,
found a way of waking him up. You sce
Lang had rcgaled us, over treakfast,
with some of the hapocnings of tne
previous night, and had laid
pariticular strees on the fact that
Don Geldnart had slobbered in his ear

\“J‘I}~\~ The very tnought of this trought him

out in cold snudders. Thus, vhenever
- Lang started to doze, Dick would
g Q simply lean over and slobber in his

ear, This had a2 miraculous effect;
he shot out of his seat,nis eyes
staring and wide with horror. I was
convinced at one point that nis hair was
turning white. Then Don Geldsrt . nimself came into the room. All
thought of sleep was immediately thrust out of Llang's mind; he was so
busy making sure Don didn't do it again.

Soon after this we went upstairs to sce the film, I found this to
te vastly cntertaining, purc surrecalistic humomr in tne best tradition of
the Goon Shows. After the film we rcturned to our former seats in the
lounge, “nere we were joined by Miké Moorcock. Now Mike and Pete ( Taylor )
are botn funny on their own, but together they secm to draw something
extra out of the other. They were soon into renditions of take~offs of
various pop songs, things like "These Ghoulish Things”. Then they weht
into character stuff; suddenly they were two 0ld men, two obscerne, throaly
old men, talking cntirely in monosyllables.



"Lock fem all upi"
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"Them. 411 of them!
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"The Beatles; bthem with the long 'air"
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And so it went on, all in thesc throaty.wncezy voices, and every
row and again they'd go ofr into wild parcxysms Bf cackling,coughing
laughtedo. Suddenly we ‘CdllbOd tliat behind us had sprung up one of those
crazy 1 n*ellecuuﬁl converzations that seencd to spring up all over the
place during the ¢on. Mike and Pete disappeared suddenly,and then thoy
reappeared, heving started all over 3gair next to thls serious disscussion.
It was wild and had us ecrensed,but it didn's scem Yo detor the talkers one
little bit, Mike =md Patc gavo vp aid camz bask, to go off into a new
routine about twe officexa lrom the Pirst 40:1d War discussing the number
of casualties the one of?‘cor nad causcd. Ag an embeilishment to this Mike
had his officer eauipsd with a dear aid, whicn now and then went into loud
screaming neiscz. On tep »f Shiz thoy suodcnly went into a vild conversation

that consisted entinci; of facial eyrr:ss1ors,g65Lufus, and moving the
firzer again-* as 2 child does. It was amazing the rwances of
expression they ol to corvey in this way. Suddenly a young,dark-suited
glim, ni% 1qn—1ﬁ'”'rf i~idvidual thriet his way into the lounge and
shouted; “Can’t e leop yoor noiso “» yowselves? This iz a hotel,not a

1 2 .

v
chilérens® plsyroundt’  and with thab he fiurued smartly on his hecel and
disappearved 200 00T, YnIre Tes a stunned silence for a minute and then
Mike said., revher prasladly, "llow can I keep wy noise to wyself?¥., I gather
cathier he weped a wersoral verdesia against this under-under-under-manager -

~ SCEHCOrG SUSZEs LG det e wau the boots, B2t I think this can ke

sy
digscounced as _cejniisc - oy staring at hinm fixedly wheneverd they met.

-

¥e disecovered nis noms to be Nigel; I asui%ed him voo, He lodked a Nigel.

Soon afisr iinis urcitewﬁnt Largz went upstains to help the 3FCol
vegpare the bar fou Gae L,onlng , faney dress pariy. I went out with Nell
Goloing and Dicl M1ipgeworth %o ﬁcﬁ o cur cf tca. Ye spent a hilarious
nal? howr smdy’ng. & mingiing with the innabitants of Peterborough. We
came tn Une delipii. coislusica that e irajority of them werc rctarded., I
fels Mell Sended w0 vulicc Shig decdsicn over-ioudly, espccially with the
large mamker of roopls iu the cafe wao mieht take cxcecntion to this,and we
beal a rathexr hosty roetroats

We talled whei untll about seven, whon Lang came back downstairs. .
and suggested we visit a sreasy cafe with protensions. Apparantly ne nad
seén this cafe the year tefore and wanied o go back there.l agreed, though
I should have known btoitce  Je were joined by Peter Fhite. Lang and I were,
I suppose, being pariiculary ziupid around this time, fooling around as we
went down the road. Dvery now And th3n though I'd be brownt up short by
the stvaggeriag thougnd that Peter ¥hite could so easily have been onc of
the sixth formers I was supposed- to teach at sencol. Fortunatcly this did
not last long, cswveelally when Pete hegan to [it in with our mood. OfF
coursc the grea:y cefc war closed, sn we decided to go to a fimoey Bar
instead; 1t scemrsd ther nearest thing to a greasy cafic that we could think
of at vhe vime; arother mistakce.




dnen our impeys werc delivered by a fat overblown waitress I fourd
that by holding my wimpey up off the platc and turning it sideways a flow
of greasc was allowed to fall onto the plate where it congealcd horribly, I
thought the flow was rever going to stop. I couldn't finish the wimpey.

Af'ter a short rendition of a modernistic poem,written by Lang in a
spare moment, that nad Pete and myself in fits of laughter ( taough Lang
aidn't seem to see what we were laughing at ) we returned to tne Hotel.
Here in the con-Pall thevfaney dress parade had already started. Je each
collected a glass of wine from the bar; I gave @oorge Scithers a sub for
AMRY ; then we-studied the costumcs. There was an excellent turn-out. Ian
and Betty Petors ( as Fafnrd and the Grey Mouser ) and Simone Walsh, as
some kind of alien, presumably out of one of tne de Camp Krishnan stories,
were pafticulary striking. Suzic Slater was very cutc too and recicved the
prize for the most beautiful costumc. Sentimentality pernaps, but she did
look cute., The Alien group from Manchester were very striking, especially
as. a group. Tony #¥alsh deserved real recommendation for hravery for wearing
nis rockct costume in that heat ( though I believe he came out of it for
long periods - it was difficult to tell whether he was in it or not as it
stood up by itself wnen untcenansted - a good costume ).

Soon after this we adjournecd to Max Jacobowskis room for our own
party and things thcrcafter arc rathner vauge. I can remember the room
f£illing up very guickly. Nell Golding and I at onc point were discussing
the old days wnen trad groups ( ones that sounded different, and not all
the same, -as they do now ) were the rage all over the country and you
could go out jiving in thesc smokey little clubs until all hours. Lang was
knocking back his drinks at a furious rate and it was obvious hc'd never be
be able to kecp up for long. I remember having a compotition with some of
the lManchester group about who could slide down the bannisters for the
furthest distance. I can even remember going down double, with George
Lecke. Lang got in there somevhere but he scemed to be disappearing more
and more often around this time. Somconc came rushing past me screaming
that Charles Platt nad been sick as if this was great news. At one point
e decided to nold a roof con but I don't think I went any furthcer tnan
tne stairs. I remembor discussing with Ron Brwnctt,wpo I met on my
travels, the prospect of my changeing
over to tcaching #n a Junior -
school for expericnce,but this .
seems rather incongruous. I '
remember onc of the Alicn group \T\\T
coming up to m¢ and swearing that
I looked like Rolf Harris; this I
wasn't sure nhow to take, I remember
mecting Harry Nadler and, I think,

Cnharles Partington, - was he the One with
that silver paint all ovér his hair? Harry
Nadler even offered to takc us all out for a
ride in the car ne'd brought, but for some.
reason this didn't come off. Instead we

neld a carpark-con, and Dick Ellingsworth
was there... Then we tried to get tea, at
three o'clock in the morning,and were




refused - unrcasonably I thought. ‘¢ went back to Max's to find his friend
sprawlcd all over the floor. We trekkced to Alan Rispin’s room and discovercd
Lang sitting thore in the dark, bolt upright and not moving a muscle. is
soon as the light went on though he got to his feet and staggered off once
more on his endiess quest for rest, rather like the Wandering Jew. . Thce
‘evening' ended for me around four in the morning in Archics room, where

he was handing owut offcerings from a Drambuic bottle.Soon after this I went
to bed.

I woke up the next morning and found the glass of Drambuie still
there, It secmed a pity to chuck it away so I drank it. This was when 1
rcalised now ecasy it would be to become an alcholic. I then procecded o
wake up Lang; nov anyone who knovs Lang realiscd Jjust what a hopeless job
this is. I woke nim and then went down and waited in the lounge; after ten
minubes I went back up and woke him again. I can't remember how many trips
I made but I reckoned I earned my breakfast that morning. Onc nice toutch; .
George Locke came and joined us and wanted to order grilled fruit juice.
Tnis perked us up. Obviously most other people were fecling the way we did.

After breakfast we went back o the lounge, just in time %o cateh
the dying emkbers of a conversation boctween twvo of the residengs. The
amazing thing was that they sounded just like Moorcock anc Taylor the day
tefore, doing tneir old retirced officers routine. The last thing we heard
from them vas; ".ell, they go homc again tomorrow, I belicve". I talked %o
Roy Kay about the Round Robin idca he had inaugurated in the BSFA. Soon
after this we were joined by Charles Platt, who scomed to get a lot of
veoples backs up during the con. Apparantly at onc point ne nhad stated, at
some guestion and answer programme I think; "Does fandom need SIM" I think
it was called - that fans wverc unable to specak authoritivly on any subject
except SF. Tnis was nis reason for wanting fanzincs that dealt solcly with
SF. Therc was in fact a large group at the con who felt this way, it was
unforunate that this attitudc made them seem rather difficult to talk to,
if you didn't want to be restricted entirely to talking of ZF. This is a
rather restricted viewpoint. So Charles Platt, wno might be considered
the high-priest of the new fandom ( they have real cnthusiasm, which is
to be admired,at least ) came and talked to us. He told us why he'd
decided to quit Cambridge after, only t7o terms, and why he'd decided to
go into printing. I can't say whether he's been misquoted at other times
as tnis was the only time I've spoken to nim, He didn't live up to his
reputathon anyway.

After tnis we wvent up to the AGM. There was discussion as to
whether tne subseriptions should be raised and the bickerdnz that I had
expected — T would probably have been disappointed if it hadn't boen
present. I felt that Ted Tubb and Ken Bulmer who ha¢ some good points fo
bring up were disrcgarded. because they were not members of the B3FA.
Pinally Ted Tubb, in desperation purnaps to get nimself a hcaring,took out
papers and rcjoined the BSEA fhere and then; immcdiately upon becomming a
member again he began distributing leaflets encourageing cveryonc else to
join too. A heart-warming sight,this. There was an unfortunate part of the
proccedings when a faction in the nall werc trying to get rid of all the
foreipntrs on the BRTA books. "beccause its the British SPA after all ard
what do these bloody foreipners want; horning in on the British SPA - lct



them form their own agsociation if
they want one instead of spongeing
on us. My God, it was real Empirc-
building stuff. If 1t nadn't been
so pathetic I'Q nave bust a gut
laughing. Then came the bids for
the Easter 1965 convention sit.
Harrogate and Birmingham both made
bids. Harrogate was supposed to
have been proposed by Ron Bennett,
but unfortunatcly he'd lost his
volise quitc early in the con, so
hc prompted Ethel Lindsay as she
made the bid for him. As Ron said
afterwards; "I'm a fairly quiet
man during the rest of the year.
The only time I really talk is at
a con. And wvhat do I do as soon
as 1 gect here?l -~ 1 losc my voloel" It was great talking to you,Ron,
even if T did find myself talking in a whisper ~ in sympathy,l suppose.
Ken Cheslin put forward the Birmingham spiel, the main point of which
seemed to be that Birmingham,being a bad town as far as con hotels were
concerned,would find it casier to put on the smaller convention which
could be expected in a Jorldcon ycar, A good point,and one tnat might
have swayed the vote,Birmingham got the con by one vote...about 27/26,
if I remember correctly. There was even a bid for the 1966 Eastercon.
Dave Barber,vho seems to have bteen bitten by the con bug, submitied a
bid on tenalf of Yarmoutn,where he alrcady had a suitable notel lined
up wnich was willing to take on the con. This bid,after a little
discussion, was accepted t00.50 now welre fixcd up for two years,{and
three cons ) in advance, which must be unprecedented in Anglofandom.

Tnis was followcd by the "give avay" auction, thougn the prices
still seemed pretty high. People wore bidding more than face value for
items they could have purchased from Ken Slater in tne pro-room. Still, I
got two prints of Kremkel illustrations,from AMRA, that were sultable for
framing. Ted Forsythe did an excellent job, especilally when he was holding
up two identical items and rccieving bids for bhotn; things tcnded to
become rather chaotic around here.

After the auvction Tang and I, togctner with Pete Hansficld and his
cousin, Brian McCabe, went to a greasy restaurant ( without pretensions
but with a juke box ) tnat had been recommended by 4drthur Tnomson. It was
definitely greasy. Irom here we reoturned to the bar and here Pete and T
discussed.sword-and-sorccry while Lang went to slcecp. I enjoyed this part
of the con almost as much as any other. Pcte was an interesting and
amising conversationalist and we wecre bothn discussing something we both
enjoyed witnout any intcrlcctual pretensions. I'm Glad I met Pete. I
should pcrhaps mention here tne quote~cards which had begun appearing on
Friday night, fixed to picture frames and various other places, This
trickle grewr to quite a stcady stream on the saturday,and by Sunday we
were practically up to our ears in the damn things. There was ®ven a scriss
of fake quote-cards, sprcad by onc, Pcte JThitc. These usually said



something like; "Keep Langdon Jones out of fandom" or, "Retain Langdon
Jones's Amateur Status",. though he couldn't spell amateur. ( I don't know
what they're teaching sixth formers in schools these days, hc says sadly ).
Apparantly the bulk of the quote cards, { other tnan the fake ones,that is )
ha¢ been brougnt by the Liverpool Group, and numbered some TEN THOUSATD in
all. These consisted of 194 different gquotes. It was a fantasiic sight to
sec them all over the floor of tne hotel] whercver you went, I had an almost
traumatic experience the week after the con when I attended the Friday
night mecting at Fllads, In the 1ift I fourd a bloody gquote—card; fot a
momcnt I was transported back to the con.

Iang, by this timc back into his afterncsa stupor, was away from it -
all. T kept tclling nim to scintillate, but it was no good. After a whilec
woent o see the films shown by the Alien Group. These werce purely amateur
films and T cnjoyed most of them while they were being shown, though I felt
that mueh of the humour was the sort my kids at school would use - lets
face it, a group of fourth years at school did practically everytning from
the Frankenstcin film, though as a medical skit, at a recent concert. I did
like the Junior Birdman and much of the amination technidgues. I was
completcly staggered by thne rcaction afterwards though. I*11 admit that T
went expecting the worst, an@ was pleasantly surpriscd, but the films were
nownere near as good as the audience led them to believe. I'm not knocking
the Alien Group, I liked the ones I met very much, but I'm still surprised
at the reaction they got wivh these films. Lveryone went overboard about
them; the convention gave them a third of its profits to allow them to
make a full-lengtn featurc fof the World-con. I must be completely out of
touteh with the tastecs of fandom. Fortunately for my own peace of mind, T
did meet people afterwards who agrecd 7ith me. I still think people were
carried away by their admiration for the work the boys had put into the
film making, Some people even saic tney werce better than the Running,
Jumping and Standing Still Film, of the day before; now this is Just crazy.

Ye had dinner in the Hung To (?) restauraunt. I can remember Lang,
Des Squircs, Simone and Tony Walsh, Pete fhite; and George Locke being
there but there verc two other peoplc,at lcast, wnose¢ namcs T didn't get.
This was an intcresting mcal, full of good chat. I talked with Tony +Jalsh
about moving to Bristol, wnich we werc both considering at the time, and
his desire to find timc %o sit down and try to write. Meanwhilcae.eseeo
Back at the bar...( somectimc around here, I think, we ncard Ted Tubbs
intercsting and amusing specch...but my time sense is shot to nell ),
anyway, in thc bar Mikce kborcock and Pete Taylor werc doing their version
of a typical Amazing story of thc Thirtics era, full of pnrases 1ike;-
"we shall travel in space,which, as you know, is a vaomw" and suchlike
scicntific information. Hilarious! Ivor Maync and Don Geldhart soon
joined us ang we continucd our drinking until closing time. After the bar
was closcd we stayed where we were,just chatting. This &idn't scem to mect
with the barman's approval, and he kept turning off the lights, ¥e had to
sit in the dark until someonc from outeide could be persuadcd to put them
on again for us. Somc time later the barman would comc back and switch them
off again. This guerilla warfare continued until he camc in and switched
off the fire. I suggested that he might be hinting that we should lcave.
This was tut tutted by theosc present as being unfounded prejudice, but we
left anyway when the room cooled down,



Soon after this things began to happen in the con-hall, No-one was
allowed in; the doors were hel@ tight and dim figures could be seen
moving about inside, bearing pnhallic swords and wearing strange garb.
Everone outside was cventually told that they were about to witness
the Hum and Sway cercmony, not performed for ten yecars. Only those
people bringing glasses were to be allowed in., Once inside we werc

instructed to sit on the floor,in a great semi-cirade., Tedd Tubb,a well-
oiled Ted Tubb, was issuing instructions. Eddie Jones and Norman Shorrock,
the Cup Becarers, were dispensing this innocous~looking liquid from great
vats. I took onc sip and discovered that this was the genuine Shorrock
home-brew - a recal fanish cxperience this. I sipped it $o get some idea of



its taste and then %ook a nearty swig as it didnlt seem too potent. We all
had to, of course, Hum and- Sway,and then,on a note from Moorcock's kazoo,
to drain our glasses. We had a few practice runs first, then the ceremony
started in earnest. Ken Bulmer was doing the spiel while Moorcock and
Taylor stood there twying to look like high priests or something. They

all nad these weircd titles, but I've forgotten what they were. The point
was that in the ceremony a virgin was to by slain ny the swoird, and then
to be resurrected by the power of faith. The nwmming and swaying bit was
Just,we were told, to make us lose all eartnly ties so we could kelieve
more readily and our faith grev the stronger, the sacred wine having the
same purpose. It workec tool Nell Golding .was led forward as the selected
virgin and obligingly lay down on tne floor., Pete Taylor stood over her
witn his sword poised nhigh. At the appropriate moment the signal was given
anG the blade flashed down, at that moment the lignts went out and a
shriek rent the air. Immnediately the lights came @n again and - -the humming
and swaying was rencwed with increased fervemnr. Tnen afser. encugn faith

had been dispensed Nell was raised to her feet, alive and well again.
Goshwowhoyoboyl! Some of the effect was spoiled when lMike, overhasty,
fell over the table, but otheryise the hum and sway went with a real swing.
It convinced lang. For a long time afterwards he was wandering around wild-
eyed and shouting "I believe! I believel! " Norman Sherlock,.who had been
swigging back nalf-pints of the home-brew, was well on the way to teing
paralytic. He kept coming up and saying; “I'm drunk. I've never been like
this before."” in a sort of awed voice. Fverybody by now hal really loosened
op and we spent a hilaricuc nalf-hour round %he tape-recorder, ‘hat went on
I'11 never know bccavse I've steadfastly refused to listen to the tape. I
can remember Lang saying ~ screaming rather - into the microphone; "Here. we
have that wellknown reviewer,Jim Linwood, who seems pleasant enough at
present, but as soon as he gets bepgind a tppe-~writer he becomes a ravening
tiger, tearing into every fangine recieved”., Jhim replied that the
business of being a reviewer was very easy. "All I do is to take a few
words, like; 'amateurish','badly produced', 'sercon crud', tpretentious
rubbish' and ‘overpriced! and mix them up with words like; 'Tensor® ".
Lang, for some reason, missed this; I think he was too busy arguing with
Pete White about how to spell famateurish', From here on again things
become rather hazy. At orne point Tony Walsh was shouting into the taper
about how we snould all think of those poor lonly creatures who slave to
provide the nation with light the electrical workers, that grand body of
men. From here we joine¢ the corridor party. Practically everyone at the
con seemed %o be there, Even Keith Otter,sitting on the floor and looking
drink-dazed. Jimmy Groves came up to me. at one point and told me how he'd
been reformed by a good woman's love. Romantic fooll T met up with ny
Manchester friends from the night before, the amazing thing wes that we
recognised each other. The character with the hair still insisted on
calling me Rolf Harris. By this time, if he hadn't had white hair TI'd
probably punched him., Pever #hite and I had a long discussion as to
wnether teachers or sixth formers were tne more depraved. Je came to the
conclusion that the youtn of today is actually in pretty good shape. Soon
after this Lang and I started reminiscinc about our fabulous rendition of
'‘Bits and Pieces' in the 1ift at [lla's place. Someone persuaced us to try
it here, the only place comparable to the lift we could think of was one
of the toilets, that were so strategically scattered over the hotel. So we
all piled into one of them and Lang sang 'Bits and Pieces', the chorus bits
wnile I sang the refrain against his background. The fact that I forgoet




the words after the second line and simply sang the first two lines over
and over again seemed to deter no-one, The spamping bit went over really
big, though God only knows what it sounded like from outside. Des Squires
came out sayirg that ne had heen exnilerated., Itds nice to nave an adoring
public, Lang and I were all ready to to start signing autographs, but
nobedy botheréd to ask us. Somewnere around here Norman was fourd
wardering around the corridor clothed only in his underpants.

The evening ended in the con hall once more; the place was almost
completely filled. T can remember sitting there with Pete ‘thite and Tony
Walsh trying to flick quote-cards into glasses pcople werc holding in
their hands ~ it's more difficult that way. At one point in the evening
Lang and I had found a large wine jar containing what we_took to ke a white
wine. I poured somec on top of my home-brew and refilled Langs glass, which
was empty. I tnought when I started drinkirg it that it had lost its taste,

but I put this down to the fact the real wine would always taste insipid
after you've been drinking home-brew. Then a really horrible thought
struck me. I took a quick swig out of Lang's glass to prove my theory -~

I was right! it was water! Someone had filled the wine Jar with water,
ihat a dirty trick! ( and Rispin wasn't passing any miracles this year
on account of a C of I ruling ) The amazing thing o thet Lone wos
actually getting tight on the stuff, Then he found out what he was really
drinking it hit him hard. He went off screaming that somcone had poured
water into his cornucopia. The evening cended

as I say, in the crowded con hall, with a

rendition by Pete ard Mike of their famous c

duet, "de Met On The Steps OF A Moscow < :2/7;57
Latrine" - another franish experiernce. After "
this I listened as Pete and Mike talked AW
about the old days of London fandom. I've E;;z__

always enjoyed listening %o people talking
of the old days of fandom,and this was np

exception. Lanz would have enjoyed it too

if ne'd becen able to stay awake. Finally,

around bkam, we called it a day.

I woke up the nex$t morning, the
Monday that is, ard it seemed Jjust too much
effort to get up for brecakfast. I finally
got up around nine o'cl~:k and wvent to wake
up Lang, This time I did not make the
mistake of leaving him to get up on his owna
T made sure he got up to open the door to
me - Lang is hardly a pretty sight in the
morning, but at least he was up. I then
went down to the lounge to order some tea
for us. ... It was strangely depressing.
Everywhere you went you saw signs of the
happenings of the past few days, it was /»”%(
impossible to walk around the hotel without -
treading guotecards under foot. Now the con
was on its last legs.




Everyonre was about to lcave. 1 sat down in the lounge,having ordered tca,
to wait for Lang. We intended to travel back on an carly train with Mike
and the Kingdon Road mob, but this didn't pan out due to the fact that

Lang and T are true gentlemen.and always ready - well,up until then anyway -
to answer. the distress cry of a lady...or,in this case, Ella Parker. She
vvanted a hand with her packing and we agreed to help. By the time we got
downstairs again Mike and the Kingdon Road lot had gone. So we decided to
travel back with the rest of the London crowd around 12-30. I even offered
to carry Ella's case down io the station - another mistake, it weighed a
ton. Fortunately Lang and Des Syhiires were witn me and spelled me lugging
the great neavy thing %o the station., On the frain what was virtually
another corkidor party existcd,as there were too few seats on the train for
us all to sit down. I couldn't take mpch part in this one due to tiredness,
and the fact that trains do not agrce with me at the best of times in any
case. Lang was kind enough to allow me to s@t with him on nis case, which
I'm sure will never be the same again. We finally rolled into London around
1-30 and made our fond farewells and agreed to be at Ella's the following
Priday evening. Then we got a tube to Ealing Broadway. Both Lang and I were
too tired to carry on any kind of sparkling conversation, we just sat and
reminisced quietly. It seemed like a week since we had left home. Lang was
veéry sorry to be going home, but I havc to admit that I was rather pleased.
It would be marvellous to be with my wife and daughter again, and just
relax for a few days without a mention ef fans or fandom. When I got on the
little bus at the other end, I felt quitc out of place among the murdane
people of this world, I kept expecting to find quote-cards on the bus, or
to hecar the people benind me discussing science fiction or fanzines....
Talking about the weather and the boat race, as they were, it seemed

quite incongruous.

S0 what reactions Have I got tovards tne con now that the post-con
apathy towvards fandom has worn off. I must nave enjoyed myself, since I can
hardly wait for the {orld-con. I'm gfateful for the fact that I met,for the
first time, a lot of fans I really liked,such as Pete Mansfield,Norman
Snorrock, Tomy and Simone Walsn, Pete Taylor, Ivor Maync and Jill Adams;
I'm glad that I was ablc to renew the aguaintance that I'd met but bricfly
before, like Ron Bennett,Ken Cheslin and #ally Jeber. I'm g2ad I saw some
of the London fans with thneir hair down,as it werc. I'm glad I saw the
famous Moorcock-Taylor due in action for the first time. I'm grateful to
Mike Moorcock and Morman Chorrock for nelping to make it such an enjoyable
convention, both in tneir different ways. I have few regrets, I find on
thninking back over tne thnree days. I regret that Marjorie nadn't been able
to come with me; that I saw so little of Jalt Willis and Wally deber,as I
fourd thesc two to be fabulous people; that I didn't get to talk to more
people than I did - there were many people that I never met at all; that
there was this - to my mind - definite split between those who were
interested solely in SF, and those who are of the more fanish frame of mind
~ that I didn't have a tapc recorder when Mike and Pete were doing their
act in the lounge. I even regret that I didn't pick up a few more quote-
cards, therec were thousands lying arourd; I could probably have papered
the walls with them - a fine fanish gesture.

Taking everything into account, you can quote me as being - but
definitely~ in favour of conventions.
Cnarles E. Smith.
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Chesli. - apart from sounding coupletely unlike Ken Cheslin - read most
enturtainingly. I thought it was a bit hard on Profumo, though, just
tevense e told a4 "bare-faced lie" as Ken puts it. If one decides to
tuanp off polilicians for telling lies,..heh, ain't gonna have no more
porliticians p.d.q. Personally., I reckon that if I'd have been in
Frofumo®*s place, I7d have 1lird, toc. keantersay, if I were sure that
0o breach of security had taken place (hey, there's a nelluva subtle
pun there if you want to look for it) I'd have said, "I don‘t s2e that
.t's any ol your business how many old pros I've shacked up with, but
~eeing as you've osked,; the answer is iNone.'" If, however, Parliament
nad pursued wivh the gquestion, "Well, how many young pros have yon
shacked up with?" I‘d have had to come clean. Seriously, though, I
caen't quite follow the logic which demards that a man should ruin his
career simply because his private 1ife hasn't been 100 moral, If a
wan is doing a goud job for his country I wouldn't care if he spent
most of his spare itimz viciting every brothel from Rermondsay to
Birkenherad.

I haven'. rv2d anything by Jawes Baidwin. although the literary
nags 1 eyetrack with grsat regularity claim that Baldwin is Sowmething
Llse Altogether and is The Very lian For The Thinking lan. Me - I have
Weighty Matters such as "when will I get the next "Outpost" out?" and
"#ho's to pay for the stencils, paper, etc.?" occupy me more than
sowewhat as of right now. However, speaking extemporaneously - that isy
nut of the top of my head - I reckon that John Baxter made an excellent
Job of the review, I know his film reviews please me mightily and I'm
sure this reviecwr wouald havt Aeve 1ikewise had T known what he wasg
talking cbout.



Man, am I ever tired of reading articles telling me that 3¢ is
gimuicky, cliche-ridden, sensational and narrow. This fact is trovted
out time arnd time agmir as if it were somethirg new. What I'd like to
know is how many peonle care? Frankly, it doesn't bug me how many gimm-
icks are packed into an GF or any other kind of yarn. If it entertains
me - which is all T ask of it -~ that'z guite enough., 1 don't exnect the
SF author to put the world right for me and I car't say I really want
him to try. I read SF to be entertained as does, I imagire, zlmo:t wearly
everyone add.cted to the genre. And 1 donit know where ifike lMoorcock
found all those people who read nothing but 3F. Nust have been outside
fandom or, at leas%, the part of fandom T krow. Ard if Mike's nrophecy
that William rurroughs »ill one day be hailed as the saviour of ST
ever comes true, that's the day UF and yours truly part company for ever.
Burrough's doesn't trigger the mind, he triggers the stomach - puke-
Wwl3e.

It was pleasing to see the inclusior of a letter from a genuire
screwball - ol! Roc head Rackhsm. It's a slightly frightening thought
that you'd have had his wholehearted approval had you issued a 'zine
featuring nothing but mechanical nudes. 3till, some growrups have the
oddest? ideas as to how young lads should spend their spare time, and T
hope you can persusde John "I'm the Greatest" Rackham to spread further
enlighterment in your next issue. 1 mean, as of right now we kno» that
he's agairst fanzine pubbking. But what's he for? Yeah...uh...l supnrose
you're right, btut that isn't {uite what I meant....

srchie sercer, O Worrall Rd.. Bristol 8,

First THE 8CARPR, then THER
DROP. However, lhe latter (or possibly ™Ik LATTER) turns out to be 1ES
OFIFGE in disguise. Perhaps LES SPINGE is Stourmancunian or something
for PHY DROP. I wouldn't know.

It looks like the Stourbridge authorities have put into practice
what Ken says. There's you in Marchester, Darroll Pardoe in Cewbridge,
and Davies and Kilvert in Siberia or somewhere. Soon the place will
coritain nothirg but Cheslinzs ard those who can lay claim to a Cheslin
ancestor.

Itve probably said this somewbere before, but the recant Goon-
revival stories by Berry s em to be falling hetweer two stools - hets
tryirg to parody the hard-boiled story ard be fanrishly meaningiul at
the same time. Again and again and again. This narticular episode
has 2n excellent derouement, but I found it hard slogging getting
there,

To Jhim: T haven't read "Psychosomatvic hedecine'", bui the
extract guoted or summarised seems to be saying merely that if a sub-
stancial number of people are disconterted with things and would like a
cnange, thern that society is unhealthy. That, I would have thought, is
or should be, self evident, without it being necessary to write a bock
to say ilt. I would suggest, however, that "inereasing intrusions 0i...
sex" is not ibselfl a sign of social illhes 1th. Increasing hypocrisy,
however, is - the outward acceptance of one set of values combined with



he cynical zdoption of an entirely different set. This can apply to
ex or to anything else - but if a highly sexed society is an uanhezlthy
society, then health itself is unhealthy.

Concerning the demise of TWTWTW, one notion 1 saw in some paper
or other that should have known better is that the programme had to go
because the one ITV had come up with for the same spot - The Defenders
o The Assaulters or something - The Defaulters perhaps - was proving a
cigger draw still. That this notion can be seriously held depresses
me - apparenrtly it's never occured to its proponent (s) that two
progranmes showing at the same time should not try to cater for the
same audientce, that two programmes betweern them cater for as many
veople as possible should be the ideal to aim at, even if one of them
“as only half or less of the other's audience.

Jhim's biast agin the "New Wave"
fanzines is somewhat less than fair, T
feel, It should be remembered that "New
Wave" is an arglicisaticn of the French
expression "Nouvelle Vague" - and "vague
is indeed the mot Jjusie there. 'The New
Wavicles are groping their way through
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//’/ A REAL . unfamiliar territory. Jhim encountered
. ’ f | NEQ FAN the fanzine world somewhat earlier in
//f : S 1. life than most people do; and thus people
\\ P -\‘\ . - . .
W, /’( ¥;_ 3\ ) who are not so many years his junior {if,
@Lueyﬁ (é%¢f>“”/ in some cases, they are his junior) are
Q.if‘ﬁT—)iﬁn }g?h way behind him in thet devartment. He
& f”f;%@?? “\ should never forget that Percy was a
/Gy S | :
\ :L\L /\ LA \\\ prig-
\ ~\//Sx ';f%," Re the sticky guezlicn of +
V*\/&_ \\M- i Ly ) or not Val Purnell uses too .»ch nakeup;
‘g&fyf'Jy = % Y that, obviously, is a matter of i:ste;
\\ ) / R which in tnrr depends to a large ertent on
x 7 - 3% one’s conditioning, Certainly she ‘izea
¢ AP q .
R\ <7 AR of it, riore conspicuously, than do most
e f women .
el \\\‘\\ ( E s
W S E o My own personal opinion of the
he—ng’ ;:&“;TT matter of women and makeup in general is
O that wousn fall into three (not four)

broad classes: A) those who look good
rather ihey use it or not, B) those who are not particularly good to
-cok upon whether they use it or not, and ¢) Those whe look alright
ithout it, bui who look considerably less so with it, and who use it
nevertheiess. (An uafortunately large class this last.) (411 of which
goces to prove that I, too, have & mind of my own - mainly because no-
tody else would tough it with a bargepole.)

As for this man being just as bad angle - I don't use perfumed
shaving lotion, as Val knows perfectly well. Furii.rmore she could
hardly (having met me) fail to be aware that I believe in leiling my
tgure mould my cleothes and not vice versa, 4nd I don't use hair cream

I3 - 3, ava i o i
perfumed or oither Y *alaur jemdew aw Aagdorant. T do on occcasions



wear padded shoulders - mainly because I've never yet met a sports jacket
without. But then I'm not typical, perhaps. On the general subject of
decdorants, 1 am not particularly qualified to discuss them as I have

a peculiarly feeble sense of smell that is more likely to smell the
deodorant than it is to smell the original odour that the deodorant is
worn to suppress - which is ridiculous. It surprises me that Val,
barricaded safely behind the assorted pongs she affects, can smell any
external smells.

Talking about my sense of smell (what there is of it) - it
brings out the sense of wonder in me when I remember that a dog, for
instance, walking along a street or somewhere; can tell not simprly that
a man or a cat or a rabbit has recently passed that way (which is wonder-
ful enough) but which man or cat or rabbit out of all those possible.
This is fact, Itis also, to me, utterly outrsgeous. Certainly, at least,
as outrageous as telepathy. Which brings us back to Jhim again,

The whole trouble is that LES SPINGE is & provocative 'zine, I'm
damn glad it's not an OMPAzine - that's: three stencils I won't have to
run off. Roll on (sorry Val) the next, eanyway.

Harry Warner, 423 Summit Ave., Hagerstown, Maryland, USAK.,

Hagerstown
has a2 Tasmanian observing the educational television operations during
the current school year. He has been telling us remarkable things
relevant tc Ken's guest editorial. They are so anxious to have a pop-
ulation explosion in Tasmania that the government pays the perent $4O

on the birth of a child and $50 additional goes to the parent each year
until the child become 16 or thereabouts. And I imagine that the Tas-

manians would scream fearfully if a couple of hundred thousand Britishers
were dumped upon them in that emigration procedure which Ker sugkesis

I haven't read the Fred Hoyle book; but I wonder if it considers the
complications that would arise if the population were distributed in a
sensible manner. A very substantial part of the netional economy in this
country denends vpon the fact that people are so ridiculously crowded
into certain small areas while vast fertile sections are almost wilder-
ness., Britain might have a real convulsion if common sense were applied
and there were no longer needs like cowplicated export and inport supnl-
ies, transportation networks to permit big city dwellers to get to

their jobs, the annual tourist r sh wherein 211 the city people try to
get into the winlerness and all the wilderness ratives come to the

city to stare al the high buildings, and so on.

James Baldwin has undoubtedly thought and studied more about the
liegro problem than I have. But the negroes I know seem quite anxious
to have the same kind of life that the average white man can achieve,
I denit know any who want to go around killing or want to set up a
separate civilisation based on the alleged differences in outlook or
even become astronauts. They want to be able to earn lots of money
znéd to have the right to live in whatever house in whatever section of
town they choose and to enjoy life in spare time according to their
individual preferences. T think the whole civil rights proble:
could be settled much more easily and more rapidly if there were a



gtrenuous effort to prove this to the white Americans and to convince
them that realisation of this goal by the Wegroes wouldn't make life
impossible for white people.

Jim Linwood almost always bases his writing on a demonstrable
false premise but he is an interesting writer to read and he sometimes
makes an enexpectedly strong point, despite this handicap. Thus, bis
review of "The Bug Lye" completely ignores Gindorf's statement that
"Genius, Anyone?" was intended humourously. £Llso the conditions listed
as proof of the degeneration of the country are almost precisely the
list of problems that used to appear in American newspapers during WW
2 when they accompanied a national wakirgz up, and in more than two
decades of fandom, I have never encountered or even heard of a2 fan who
was a firm believer and champion of most of the causes Jim lists:
general semantics and Mense are the only things on his list that have
won any real attention in fandom,

Mike Moorcock also produces one of those wild premises when he
says that 2 lasrge percentage of fans read nothing but science fiction.
We've been hearing the opposite so regularly that I've almost become to
believe it. However, Wike rambles and swerves so freaquently in his
contribution that this blooper doesn't matter too much, T can't bel-
iev.: that there's anything appealing in the William Burroughs style
except to those who want rebellion wherewer they can find it, even
against the premise that writing should produce some kind of effect upon
the reader. T think it was Chesterton who said that a walk to the post
office is really more romantic thar an aimless ramble that gets onrnc lost
in the country, because on the latter nothing is likely to happen except
tht you stay lost, while the former presents twin possibilities: you
mey or may not get to the post office. Similarly, "“swamp delta to the
gky that does not change" and all the assortments. of similar words, can
produce only one result: their similarity to the groups of words that you
find if you copy off the answers to a crossword puzzle.
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Jhim Linwood, ba Kingdon Rd., London NW 6,

Firstly the serious and most
outstanding item in the ish: Woorcock's "By Spaceship to the Psyche,
I agree whole-heartedly with the general idea Mike is trying to put over,
but I think he is taking a big risk in assuming the three novels of
William Burroughs to be SF. Without denying the genius of Burroughs,



I find the SF connections in his novels very tenuous (gibberish mentions
of planets going nova), and his claim to ke an SF author very pretent-
ious. As with Burroughs, fans pick on authors like Kafka and say, "Gee,
this guy is writing SF." and then point to writers similar to Kafka,

and say, ":ih, the Kafks influence.”" But. Burrough's style, as it might
affect future SF writers, has been used wighty effectively for somne
years by Alfred Bester; his 'Fondly Fahreinheit' dates back to 1954

when Burrough's first novel was published (and this was non-experiment-
al. )} :

'The Drowned World' was a good novel, and so was the short story
of Rallard's, 'The Voices of @ime', but all of Jim's other stuff, like
'Wind from Fowhere! just rates, by liike's scale, as only good within the
SF field. I was sorry to see that kike has ignored severasl major liter-
ary novels written by SF authors in the last few years. Particularly,
Vonnegut's 'Sirvens of Titan' and 'Cat's Cradle'; both of which have
drawn tremendous vraise from even the most SF predudiced of critics, ard
the former hes wmany claims to being the best novel the genre has yet
produced. Also there 1is Miller's '4A Canticle for Leibowitz'; Heinlein's
Stranger in a Strenge Land' and Budrys's 'Rogue Moon' and 'Who'.

I'm glad to see someone at laest giving praise to Cordwainer
Smith, I was begining to think thet I wes ths only one who likes
hie poignant Future History Stories. Beautiful is the only adjsctive
that I can think of to describe his prose.

The Lettercol was really GOOD, Bus as most corresvondants stick
to the controversial subjects of the previous ish, why not have a
symposium on each particular subject? I really liked Pete Mansfield's
letter, which showed a fine flair for humour....& pity it doesn't show
wore in his uega-ines.” Pete is to be complimented on a well balanced
and rezsoned deferce agairst an unreasoned and unbalenced attack,

Pete-Singleton; I used the word cunt most unsensationally., Fart-
ly condeaning killer's use of 1t, and partly to show how. to beat Post
0ffice regulations. POwise 'Alec H*me is a c*nt! is out, but 'Cunt is
the anglo-Sexon word for the hole in a grindstone! is acceptable.

Stare at the word tor five minutes and you'll realise the sheer stupid-
ity of censorship.

i've rever taken Ken's political ideas seriously, thirking ard
hoping that he is joking. But from this editorial 7 think he's deadly
serious., His statement that the private lives of politicians are of
minor iaportance to the lies they tell to cover everythi-g up reeks of
hypocracy. Does he really feel indighant about the lying of Profumo
end tolerant about his &auours? Oh, what a lovely courtry...everything
underground, & were 20 wmillion people and a bloody robot runring it all!

Ron 3ennett, 17 Newcastle Rd., Wavertree, Liverpool 15.,

The main itec
for me was the return of the Goon. The Goon stories, to a fan like
myself, appear all too infrequently, so that ary Goon story nowadays
is sutomatically termed, to me, a return of my favourite fannish
character. Has faannish fiction ever produced such a well drawn, well-



defined, well loved cheracter as the Goon, before? I don't think so, but
T was glad to see the Goon wuddle through in such a2 wonderful up to
standard manner. Lven the old superficial supericrity of manner {(which
creates a greater climax for the muddle solution) was there in the out-
witting of the card sharps. Though, to tell the trutn, I was just a
little disappointed in the description of the card play, on twe separate
counts., First of altl the solo players add to the kitty, pool, ante or
call it wiat you will, on every pass round. In this particular instance
they increase the pool stakes at every pass...good erough, but why does
the Goon wait until "Fours" has been reached before asking "1 hat does
that mean?" he would have asked them when "Doubles" came round if he
wasn't accustomed to the practice. The second point 1s that I have never
heard of z gawe of solo being played with jokers, and can't ervisage how
the game car be played under such circumstances., The game 1s vlayed with
= {full pack of 52 cards, each player of the four being dealt thirteen
cards, If there is a joker which card ic left out of the game, and why?
I'1]1 take odds that Colin Freeman, uncrowned king of Yorkshire solo
fandom asks the same questicn. Though, to tell the truth, in his case

he wouldn't krnow & gocd solo hand if it hit him in the solc plexus.

“# Colin Freeman says "as a fanatical cerd player I can't let .Tohn
Berry's story go by without remarking that there is no such thing as
Jokers in solo -- unless Bennett is playirng, of course.¥%

Ker i‘heslin snould stand fer Parliament. I'd support him all the
wvay, except to vote for him. Put wouldr't it please me to see him lose
his deposit. We should have gone on belting into Chira, he argucs.

What, more bloodshed! If Ker had been fighting in the frort line in
“orca; would he have wanted to go on fighting? Weil, thank you, but

T wouldr't. 4nd what's all this asout after 20 years "This couniry
would he & solidly loyal vassall?" After the Tribural, T wonder how he
dare mention the word.

I've decided that I Jdon't
like Jhim ILinwood. He's beer in Fan
dom akout tern years and why has he
beer deriying us the pleasure o read
ing something as good as his column
tefore now? I don't know that T =gree
with everything he says, mainly bec-
ause I haven't the background knowledg:
or experience to do £9, but he said it
very ertertairingly, and personally
I'a even go so far =s to say that the
column came up to the standards of the
0ld Fenelope Fardergaste columns,.
I thirk that if T did, however, at
least seven fans would shoot. me.
Jhim would probably be their leader.
But I was especially glad to see him
Jump on Zenith in tais way. Ivery
so often some new fan appears full of
bright promise end clean individuality,
Peter veston and Charles Platt anpear




to be such prowising newcomers. It has been more and more the tendency,
lately, to praise every move o1 such new fans, those with promise perhaps
as Ken Cheslin points out, these days the wealth of fannish talent is
virtually non-productive. And so the promising newcomers are thrown to
the lions without a proper apprenticeship, as it were (if one need prac-
tice in being thrown to lions!). 4And what happens? The PMs beconme as
blagse as the rest of us, and all too guickly. 8o, I feel it's a good
thing to trample on PNs occasionally. Have 'em learn the hard way, It'll
be worth it to fardom as a whole in the long run.

Two points cowme to mind re Jhim Linwcood's letter. The first is
that he needn't worry on my account about crossing swords with Leon
Collins and the second is that he should read again the sentence he has
quoted from Bobbie Gray. WNote that she did not criticise either Law-
rence or Wesker, but would-be writers of the ilk. I think 1'm correct
in saying that Robbie has the higihest regard for the writings of
D. H. Lawrence, as have 1. I still hever‘t read a bhetter short story by
an English author that "The Women #ho Rode Away".

Val Purnell's statement that "ignorarnce bred religion and religion
breeds ignorance'" strikes me as being just a little on the side of
generalisation. PFor example, there are different types of religion.

They did not all begin ir the same way. Some religions began as a code
of ethies, & law of living, devised by educated nen. Accordingly, the
sweeping statement that "ignorance bred religion" is just not true in
cvery case. And just how does religiom breed ignorance? The first schools
were established by the church, the first as early as AD 596, directly
following the arrival in this country of Augustine. In the USA one of
the first laws passed by the Pilgriw Fathers, a higkly religious sect,
was thatl schools should be established., This, the "01d Deluder" Act

£ 164, was so called because it began on the lines of 'It being the
will of that old deluder, Satan, to undermine....' No, the ignorance

of religious persecution and predudices is an altogether different thing
and cannot in every case be blamed directly on the religions themsclves.
There are people in the world who are merely ignorart. Some pcople are
lacking in intelligence; they just can’t help it. 15 of the population
is backward, possession an IQ ot less than 85 points and thot 2 has ap
Tty less than 70 ( as many people as have an I of over 130). This is
ignorance. How did religion contribute toward it, Val?

Your terse note with the wmagazine, ordering, demanding, begging,
requesting or nleading that this time I read the wagazine before review-
ing it, certeinly took me back. Fine or temn years ago I was reviewing
fanwines For the Leeds B5F Associations wonderzine - znd that might
bring in an odd horse laugh or two - Orbit. The gag in those days used
to bes "Ron Bennett, who reviews fznzines withour even reading them"
and it might be that things don't zlter very mnuch over the years.

“2th Johnscn, %39 Stiles St., Vaux Hall, NJ, NY, USA.,

I'd like to put
in a word for the care and handling of neofans. While Charies Platt is
not yet an accomplished faned, and probably won't ke until, like you, he
has been publishing ior quite a few years, he has gone to consideratle
trouble and ¢x ense to produce a fansine, and for this alone should get
encouragemenrt. Bneouragemrnt, anyway, 13 better thar beirg slapped down



whatever he trics to do.

What I'm afraid of is that if all neofans come up againsi that
attitude they will quickly lose interest and this could kill fandom
right at its roots. Granting that 2 certain pescentage of older féns
gafiatec 2s time goes by it is in the neofans that we have the future
tendom and it would be best to cultivate, ercourage ard nourish thewm
as nuch as possible. That doesn't wmean necesserily preising a crudzine,
but it does mean encouraging the kids, helping then solve their techrical
probleus and even giving them a hond in showing them how to get bhetter
literary results. Xf you must hurt their feelings, do it in & pursonal
letter rather than burst into »rint with it. And try even then to keep
it objective and constructive. ££ You are right, of course, Seth, if
you want a serious constructive fandom -- in other words a fandom which
will be as boring as hell.}d

Baxter's article on the Americar Negro was most interesting. The
denger is that if enough ncgroes were to follow the Plack Muslims we
might have gerocide here in America. This could not happen. of course,
unless the overwhelming majority of the White people were terriiied,; dbut
any such programme of violence as the Black “uslims seem to he advocating
would certainly result in Jjust that fear, :

There seems to be no solution that doesn't present more problems.
I would, however, go along with them in setting up a scparate Black
iluslim State, whéere they could rule themselves and sirk or swim by their
own efforts, with no ocutside interference.

Do you trade fanzines with John Boardman? It'd be most interest-
‘ng to get his reactions to Raxter, and Bexter's reactions to him.

Campbell demonstrated his Heironymous Machine at the Yew York
World Cor., and I heard E. E. Smith remark that there definitely was a
fuzzy sticky feeling when the dial hit en¢ point. Wot that this proves
anything, as far as I can see, but some pcople did get resulis with the
thing, but not results that could be put to a2ny constructive purpose.
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Mike Moorcock, 8 Colville Terrace, London W 11,

. If T thought they were
serious, I would be appalled by Ken Cheslin's weird idees about politics.
His odd ideas about shipping us 2ll off to the colonies ('transportation!
I believe is the word used once) read like sowe Hitlerian master plan
and are about as practical. At the current rate of population increase
I doubt whether many of the coumonwealth countries will require any



imnigrants with 2% years, anyway, I agree that our form of dewocracy
makes the idea impossible, thank god. RBut it wouldn't be a question of
politicians losing votes. 4 govermment ministry responsible for such a
programme qould need to use force in some form o¥ other to make it work.
People are notoriously unwilling to move from one part of the country to
another -- how would they feel about being conmpletely uprooted? I think
‘we know. :

He says "25 years is farther then most politicians think" and
then says he prefers laissez-faire Conservatism to Socieslism with its
accent on long term planning. Traditionally, Socialists are comaitted
to long-term views -- the trouble is that they never remain in power
long enough to carry out their aims. There is only one humane answer to
reducing the population (admittedly & worthwhile aim) and that is to
encourage birth control and abortion.

As for Ken's anger about the.concilliatory attitude taken towards
Ilitler in the 30's, it is rather parsdoxical, Presumably by 'dealing
firmly' he means we should have marched irnto Germany. In which casey
there would have been a war anywey, wouldn't there -- in 1936 instead
of '39 (when everyone was better prepared to fight Germany). 4And as
for' the thick-headed politicians who arranged the truce. Thousands of
lives were saved by this arrangeitent 2nd the threat of a more genersal
war averted. To give some idea of the average soldier's attitude to
was after he's been in it for & while, I reccomend Heller's "Catch 22"
available at Public Libraries everywhere,

The old and rarely substarntiated statement "People sre too
stupid to see...ete”" is usunally made, in my experience, by the kind of
people, who, if they got into power, would behave similerly to the
Hitlerts of the world, giver the opportunity. People may be inarticul-
ate and non-logical -- but this does not mean that they aren't capable of
doing the right things intuitively. Secondly, if Xen's so uwuch brighter
than the average voter, why doesn't he try and get elected .to Parliament?
To stand a2 chance, of course, he would have to ally himself with one of
the more powerful political parties, ard to be accented as & candidake
he would be expected to familiarise himself with the complexities of
modern politics -- which might do him some good, evnn if he never made
the House of Commons., 48 it is; most of this countries affairs are
run by shrewd, non political Civil BServants. If these were replaced
by computors, and put into the hands of the government, I doubt if we
would last long.

It is fantastic how people who know absolutely nothing about
nodern polities are always coming up with these simple answers to our
problems. Having worked in 'politics, from local gevernment electionsg
throngh to operating from party headquarters, I know that the more one
discovers about our problems, the less easy it is to genreralise.

I liked Johr Paxter's "Review of an Explosion." He head sone
pretty sensible things to say about Baldwin. I have no comments to
make on this and only one to Jhim Linwood. His comments on 'in-group'
fanzines are rather in-group in themselves. I think as the editors of
%enith and Beyond get older and wiser, their fanzines will improve. They
only suffer from what Jhim and I were suffering from sever or eight years
ago when we were young end foolish and thought we could produce better
fanzines than anyone else.



Glancing &t Rackham's letter, I wonder if you'll print this in
the next issue: "I DID NOT WxkITE THE PISCE APTRIBUTED TO s IF LS 11.t
I am, admittedly, ashamed of nearly everything I've written -~ profess-
ionally or otherwsie -~ but I don't want to feel ashamed of something I
didn't write. Oh, a2nd I wonder what Rackhap means by« ‘srown up'? If
he knows about them, he's certainly never had one as a character in any
of his stories. Backstreet abortions? They are usuelly expensive, but
one rarely hears of anyone dying on contracting a disease after one. It
is not in the abortionist's interest to perform a sloppy abortion, after
all., Xnowing several people who've had them, 1I've never known anyone %o
suffer physically. The wental suffering varies -- and to legalise the
operation would help to alleviate a considerable amount of this, I
agree with Jhim's comments on porn. If anything has to be banned; I
would suggest the horribly unhezlthy American men's magazines and pocket
books which are swarming into Britain these days. These, by equating
flagellation, sadism and violence with virility are probably doing
considerably more harm than, say, "Fanny Hill" -- and they are presented
in a format more likely to attract and hold someone who could easily be
influenced by them. Would Bobbie rather see depravity thinly disguised
in a lurid formet than honest sex and sexual deviation presented in a
fairly conservative format...and often at fairly high hard cover prices?

Re. conivaception and abortion.

m There is another alternative «- ster-
VT e ilisation. Hen wight obJject to this,
| TLRRY NOT but I believe that wany women would
i €0 / agree -- particularly after they have

head one or two children. The poor
down trodder creatuvres one sees in
‘} this area (North Kensington) would
AL welcome i%t, I'm sure.: L know person-
1 ”—m;jﬁ?T““~J 4 "ally severald women who have advocated
= this for themselves and others, In
/fLﬁ*{ this respect Tervy Jeeves! cartoon is
-,‘gH not funny....

~

W ifa ] a Re. Harry “arner. I remeunber
gy seeing on TV the scientist working on
i : the original Bomb. He said that shoy
/ '\NQ_ . | just got carried away.,. Originally,

4 ﬁwu_xkvf”\ they worked or it because Germany was

\ : & terrible threat, yet even when
g
i
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I'd
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} they hadn't had time to change their
) attitude. The thing Jjust built up.

)E They were preparing to drop it -~

\ \ (SR they dropped it, and only afterwards
: _( : / vNN/p{%,f,ff did they realise that they hadn't

\ 3 £, e e needed to drop the thing. He also

- ﬁ b b ' admitted that they may have also

’ rationalised their desire to see just
what the Bomb did when it was used.
He struck me as a very honest man.

{ germany and Japan ceased to be a threat,



Re Re. Institutions raising kids. On the kibbutzes, zpparently,
where this was tried, they found that the mothers, rot the kids, started
to get neurotiec. I know two bastards (two very close friends I've known
since childhood) and both are normal and were normal. If there was &
stigma, the other kids didn't seem to notice and the z2dults didn't ment-
ion it. Roth are now happily married and are model husbands. In London,
anyway, there are too many illegitimate children for the stigma, if it
exists much at all now, to mean much., The rmain problem is over pop-
ulation, not legitimacy. We need to cut down people production and

gtep up food production.

If people, as Pete Mansfield says, don't comment on art by
Douthwaite, it may be because, like Cawthorn and Thomson, his stuff is
always of such a generally high standard that, unless it goes telow or
above that.standard, there is very little to say.

TecVeEs

Charles Platt, 8 Sollershot West, letchworth, lHerits.,

The cover, This
is na:t a magazine cover, it is a fangine cover. I can't guite explain
why, it just is. I liked your way of writing the LS 12 over the
typewritten section very much. Unfortunately this was not in tune with
the illo. They just didn't wetch properly. I know fanzines aren't om
display on newsstands to be bought by the general public, but in wy
limited opinion I think they ought to he dressed up as if they were, So
I would have had the title at the top of the page tor a2 start, with the
1illo in the middle or at the bottom. Better still, would be to have
had the title actually in the illo, as was done with the cover on 11,

The guest editorial was reslly an example of what Jhim hits out
2t my wagasine and senith for: exclusiveness. He says Zenith name drops
and is limited by its clique-ness. Well, while your editorial doesn't
drop names until right at the end, its interest value would be enhanced
many times if the reader was well acquainted with Ken personally, or an
old devotee .f LS under his editorship., It's an example of fan writing,



in that it rambles a bit; it's 2 monologue rather than er.article or en
edicorial, This I think is not = point in-its favour, but that's a
nctter of taste. A fenwine need not be professional in any way, but
I think it should act as if it were, and aim at being so. Half the
time Ken is talking through the top of his head, the other half he says
some fairly well reasoned state..ents and follows them up. On the whole
a good FAW editorial. The last half of the page is a lot too 'gossipy!
for me, but in spite of the above comments, I enjoved reading the rest
of it, ard thought it pretty good.

John Berry's piece arnoyed me. Fans say they don't like fan
fiction -- well, what the hell is this, then? It's very weak humour,
that's what. The sort of thing I wrote some years ago for fun (and
that's rot saying wuch). It makes rno attempt at being well-written or
profegsional. T suppose Jhim would regard it as being tunpretentious’
and certainly not 'big-headed'., I think this is all wrong; 'The Goon
Goes Under' is really rather amateurish and rather boring, I would have
never let it into my magszine.

'Dumb Animal' was average good. A straightfoward writing of a
short round a plot. It ras better than Johrn Berry's piece because it
as written with aims at being more generally acceptable under 'normal!
criteria, It was also of reasonable length for the idea used. Not bad
at ell, really, although Terry has done better.:

'Ry Spaceship to the Psyche' was good., I would have liked this
for my wag. Of course, it threw out 2 lot of random and undeveloped
ideas, but this, no doubt, makes it good for next issues lettercol.
Yes, I liked this. But I didn't guite see the point about the little
piece about films underncath it. Not very funry, and it had a weak
ending.

A Question of Plot' was good as it stands, however, even though
I am biased in having seen a lot of Roy's stuff, all rather like this.
Ignoring my bias T would say this is a pretty good story-article that
wakes something of a point, is enterteining, and reasonably professional,

tNon Opinionate! I thought very weak. ©No form to it at a2ll, and
too many digressions. H#lf the time 1'm afraid I wasn't quite sure what
the author was getting at. He didn't seem to have very much to say of
value,

Now, your  letter column, Tirst, I don't 1like dit. Even though
I've read the previous issue I find a lot of the comments boring, and
some of them annoy me because they ramble &nd name drop. This means that
my reasons for not liking then are probably due to a deficiency in me
rather than in your letter section. Half the time your corresponents
are talking about big subjects using big words and rot really meking
much sense. Now I would call this 'pretentiousnesst. Some of the
letters are much too long; I would like to cut out the 'asides'! and
digressions to make it easier going for the reader. It's difficult for
me te say exactly why T find your letters boring, I just do,

I was a bit dissapointed in the artwork, which in some places,
I thought a bit below the standard of the previous LS. The illos in the
Berry story were rather wesk, and might have been better if they were a
bit bigger. Thumbnail sketches don't add much and don't give the artist



much scope. The rest of the illos were all better-than-average, although
they didn't really attempt much. Not quite ambitious enough.

If Jhim Linwood's write up was aimed 2t inspiring controversy,
it went too far. If he really believes 2ll he writes, he must be an
insufferable person to be with. 1ot just the review of my magazine, but
all his column was bursting with unsubstantiated gereralisations and
examples of insufficent knowledge of the subject in question. I won't
bother to comment further: only that while I've thought his last critic-
isms to be quite good, suddenly they are all bloody aweful. This is not
just hecause he slammed my megezine, nor even because he slammed it for
the wrong points, and things that weren't true. ALL his comments irrit-
ate me.

Sid Birchby, 40 FPerrs Wood Ave., Didsbury, M/C 20,

I suppose that if I
car measure the worth of an issue by the nuwber of controversial items
it contains and with which 1 should like to argue, then this is a succ-
ess. Jobody could say that you heve not introduced enough incendiary
material. Therets enough choice of subjects to raise the hackles of
2lmost anyone in fandom, '

Trouble is that as far as I'm concerned, I have not the time at
present to engage in wordy battle. Or perhaps there isn't anything on
which I feel strongly enough.

What! You may say...isn't sex, four-letter words, colour problem
and even S¥, enough for the man? Will nothing stir him? Vhet must one
do? Well, you might try pouring petrol over yourself. It'd sit up a2t
that. But exhaust other possibilities first.

John Baxter, writing about James Raldwin, mentions the 3Black
Muslim moveimert, or as its been nicknamed, the American Mau-Mau. I
see that the new world heavyweight. champion, Cassius "I'm the Greatest”
Clay, claims to be a member. Says it gave him the peace of mind
necessary to win. - Funny sort of qualification for a fighter.

Apologies to Mike HMoorcock, but [ cannot share his enthusiasm
for the Fritish Catastrophe School ot SFy Drowned World, ¥raken, or
Death of Grass or whet-have-you. I know. that Pritish authors excell in
this sort of thing. Tt is one of the themes we d: better than anyone
else. Meybe it's because living on a small islend meskes the British
feel that they are out on a limb, It's rot just = phase, it's some-
thing that goes back to the earliest days of SF (War of the Worlds,
Foisow Belt, Angel of the ilevolution, eto). Personally, even the most
skillfull example of the class effects me like the revelations of the
Fat Boy in The Pickwick Papers, who, you may remember, crept up to his
listeners and said in a2 blood-curdling whisper, "I wants ter make yer
fleakh  creep'" ‘

I'm 2l1l1 for a 1ittle more sophistication in SF. So far, the
most promising book I've found is Alex Comfort's latest....the one
inspirad by the-Kawz Sutra.



“ack Coulson, Route 3, Wabash, Indiana 46992, U:A.,

I admire uike
coorcozkt's easy dismissal of the 1ars who disagree with him as "people
with naive and distorted wviews." It shows that wike has the outlook of
the true modern artist, and I predict that hetll go far in his writing,

I wight say that I have read “The Drowned World" (though, of
course, I'm not a fan of iike's acquaintance, and my reading the hook
doesn't invelidate his statement that few of his acquairtances have done
so.) I thought it stank; that it was a pot pourri of ®reudiar cliches,
overdone descriptior ard idioiic plot. So it ask guestions -- I have the
cld-~fashioned view that writing is supposed to answer questions, I can
ask them: I don't have to pay money to some writer to have him ask them
for we. I suppose that what iike meant was that the book was supposed
to make the reader think about Serious Questions of Life ard Meath and
Such Stuff. The only thing it induced me to thirk was that it was a
remarkably dull rovel, but if it gererated thought in others 1 supnos
1t'1l 21l to the good.

0f course, I don't really care to
see SI become the '“literary form of the

“ future." Considerirg the amount of unad-
\ZV>J;Z"“’)/ ulterated trash published in little mag-.
4% % T awines, my hopes that anything worthwhile
— ¢ \ o : , will come out of any literary form of the
céo’/\\51 future are minimal indeed. God knows,

Z A today's science fiction is almost unread-
{ able; when it starts imitating Willieam
~R 22 Burroughs it will be completely unread-

) & atle and we can all look for another .

"
FIE OVER ACTED
WHEN HE FOunND |

hobby.

Harry %Warner is right about the

P pVAS”LEAP interjection o1 editorial material ruining
YRAR . a closely reasoned argument. Put now
N / : that I tkirk of it, I'm rot sure that T've

' ever ercountered a closely reasoned argum-

ent in a fan.ine. Have you?

I'm ir favour of contiraception-
over abortion, but - I'm in favour of either
over the present practice of letting un-
ewployed slum dwellers raise families of
16 kids lor the government to support
through the Welfare Department.

Pete WMansfield, 14 Whiteford Rd., Slouzh, Fucks.,

’ I know I should have
writter & helluva long time ago, but this is the first. opportunity I've
had - honest. 2nd the orly reason I've foun?d time to write now is the
fact that it's Leap Year and I'm hiding at home -- avoiding the female
of the species, as it were. Damn these pagan customs....T7'm not averse
to most propositions made by the fairer sex, but marriage is going just




a bit too fazr. During such times of trouwvle I find a copy o1 spinge a
cowpaniocn par excellence (daun, these foreign phrases loock so much better
written in italies)...so handy for rolling up and beating off the women
with. Rolling up spinge that is, not the women...though, I don't know,
that could be interesting....

It's hard to know who to give top credits to, this time. A toss-
up between John Baxter and l.ike Koorcock, for certain. As Jhim Iinwood
points out in his column, John Za.ter is somewhat of an exception in
fannish reviewing -- a really lucid writer who makes a review inta a
highly interesting article. !ow all I need to do is find a copy of
the Baldwin book!

Alan Burns, Goldspink House, Goldspink Lane, <ewcastle-upon-Tyne 2.,

John
Baxter wrote a very fine article on one of my favourite (when I'm in a
thoughtful mood) writers; James Baldwin. I commend Baldwin to anyone
who thinks or cares anyth ing about getting rid of the colour bar, John
dealt with Just one essay in detail, to deal with a whole Baldwin book
in any detail you would have to write another book. Particularly strong
in my mind is Baldwin's "Giovanni's Room'". In my literary warderings
Itve read so much disgusting filth about homosexuality that Baldwin's
sersitive, intelligent and beautifully written study was as refreshing
as a clean breeze blowing through a foetid sick-room., "Notes of a
Wative Son'' and "¥obhody knows my ¥ame" are books of essays essentially
for the bedside or train journey, very deperdahle at all times. John
Baldwin's other books are mainly for wmaking =« mes) of. The best I can
say of Baldwin is what my coloured girl-friend said, "I thought I knew
the problems of my race and yours, John Baldwin taught me that I knew
neither."

Terry Jeeves "Dumb Animal" T didn't go for much, ¥Not that it
hadn't humour, it was quite funny, but that anyone would pick up a
ringing phone and call down it "get knotted" bespeaks a purile state
of mind far from the intellectual Jeeves I know., T can only think
that Terry hired out his name to some literary hack.

lMike licorcock's article was rot up to the stardard of his RElric
stories which I rather like. His adulation of old %World-Wrecker Pallsré
nauseated me. The Big Wind of Ballards was no better than his Drowned
World. I hate world wreckers,

Peter White, 5 Ashley Rd., Epsowm, Surrey,

Few people would deny that
Pred Hoyle is one of todays great brains, but he is notorious for his
adole scent political ideas and his oversimplirication of human problems.
This latter cuality he seems to share with Ken Cheslin. lNven if it
were a laudable aim, the incapacitation of the USSR, as Loyle suggests,
would cause untold suffering inside that country. The mess being made
by the respective governments of south ihorea and South Vietnam suggests
that the interests of the general prpulation of those cohntries would be
better served by communist leaders. ‘hat kind of a mess would China
be in if she too was a victim of Western Militant berevolerce?



Johr Baxfer's review
was excell=nt; but it should be
mentioned than, great man though
he 1s, Raldwin is 2 part of US
raclelisa, rot actually arn object-
ive observer.

Jhim Linwocod's som.ents
on the 'new wave'! fanzines are
mostly fair, but he is a bit
rough on the editors. Despitg:
such dirty tricks as awarding
prizes to his own pseudonyls,
ttharles ilatt i¢ unpretentiously
friendly, ii a little sensitive
teo eriticism.

vike moorcock's article
was by far the best thing in the
magazine. It gave a lucld and
intelligernt sccount, orly occasion-
elly slipping into the enuivocation
ant amblguous sewantics that mar so
many attemupts at serious criticism.

Silly little bastards, like John Foyster who go through life
sneering, in self-conscious imitation of hipster jargon, at all idealism,
really shit me, to put it in Yoyster's virile vernacular.

Leon Collins, 72 Ellesmere Avenue, L1ill Hill, London XMW 7,

Some of the
sl.ortc wmings of fandom were unintertioneally revealed in the last issue
of Les Spinge. I refer to Jim linwocd and his very biased review of the
new wave fansines.

Into fardom have suddenly tounced several highly talented and
enthusiastic youngsters. They have said, "Away with all this talk of
subjects fans krnow nothirg about", and started a revival of fanzines
that are serious and consftructive. They realise only too well that
fanzines snuch as Les Spirge are only vehicles for fans ito nretend they
are psychologists and socivlo ists krowing thet robody will question
their pronouncenents. In such subjects they are not orly completely
uninformed, wut also bore the earnest 5P reader to tezrs. What
hhappens? slong come two SF tans like Charles Platt and Pete Weston
who start cetering for the readers of SF vho are rot pseudo-intellect-
uals. They want to write S¥F ard here other fans' opirions of it.
Amazed by tre following these youngsters have, the "fannish'" fans make
vicious attacks on them with undertones oi sour jealousy.

Already the enthusiasm oi these iars has rightly earned them
the Control of the RBulFi. Their proposed plans for it will attract
noere than ever the serious reader to the ranks of fardom...z fardom
that might mature because oi their efforts.

Althongh I have
typifies the herd core o

high regard ior Jim Linwood, 1 think he
nredudice ageinst the new wave. He is

f



opposed to the swelling of fardom's ranks by people such s Charles
Flztt: One is almost tempited to think that lLinwcod ard his friends
are prejudiced against aryone who doesn't think and sct like them.
‘heir behaviour on neper and at convenrntions does little to make thew
revered in the eyes of new fans.

Previously, tans have ertered into fendom by themselves and
have been taken aside by a "mature" fan ard tcld ths golden basic
rules of far anshis, like, "Always speer whern SIF is mentioned" and
"®e snide to neos.'" PBut becesuse of the recert influx this has heen
impossible. The new fans will evolve on their own. Yheir common
ground will te Science Fiction and their magazines will be directly
influenced %y professional magazines not the latest 'in' fanzine.
Thelr vecabulary anrd beshaviour will be thet of serious students of
the genre, not that of maladjusted neurotics seeting sanctuary in
fardonm.

The new wave are putting SF back into SF fandom.

Pete Singleton, Ward 2, "hittingham Hosp., Preston, Lancs.,

I enjoyed
211 the megazine apart from "Reviewof an Bxplosion". I'm sick of =all
this 'white versus negro' Jjas.. Ir my opirnion the whole mess of
colour discriminatior is ftoo diseased with childish irrationalities
to bear scrious consideration for more than a short length of time.
Pot that T fail to realise the seriousness of the vproblem: it's Just
the fact that to me colour prejudice is so completely alier zs to
present an iapossible resk ir any attewpt to fully visuslise the
forces involved.

I first saw ar editior ol "Troiic o3 Cancer" wher I was 1°©
years old, when I'd just left school and started work. iy workmate
who showed me the book a2s proot of what the 'birds and the bLees! were
2ll ebout was eagerly awaiting my reaction. I was oif work for a week,
50 very stunned and shocked was my inrocent ocung self-at the time.
It was a big puper-covered edition, rinted in France, I think that
gave me such a traumatic experience - I'll never forget it.

John Fackham: I asked Murse what 2 "lale vagina" was and Murse
informed me that I should kriow because the country is being gove 'ned
by a whole bunch of then.

Dick Ellingsworth, 5 Kjngdon RA., London NW 6,

I agree with linwood
in his fanzine reviews. ".enith" ind "Beyond" are definitely the two
least admired fanzines in my book. I met Charles Platt - sorry Twishex
at Ella's last ¥riday and I wust say ne really looks the part. &kis
contention that because you do rot put in LS that waterial is copyright,
it is not copyright, is right up the wall, of course. But who cares?
You cunld, of course, sue the bounder for both infringement cf
copyright ard defamation of character if he tries vu reprint from
LS,

Ch, for the good o0ld days of "Satellite","Brenschluss" and "Rot®.



I just haven't attewpted to read "By Spaceship to the Pgyche®
yet. I can't understard “illiam ®urroughs, I can't stand Jim Rallard
erd I'm bhegining to think I misunderstand liike hoorcock. If Williaw
Burroughs ever gets round to writing in the Lrnglish language, Terhaps
I1'l1l get =round to reading some of his work, ard maybe T'll even veg-
uely urderstand it. But zfter digging around his seemingly wmezningless
nhrases for 2 few hours I still can't see what he's trying to say -- if
indeed, he's trying to say anything.

I don't get all this Douthwailte =adulation, Pete. As a rule T'm
appreciative of good artwork -- I'm even apprecintive of a load of nad
artwork -- but I Just don't like Jouthwaite....wihy? kaybe it's because
Douthwaite is not an artist as I urderstand the word. 1I've heard
people who “now whaot they're talking about say that Douthwaite is @
good draughtsman ard I'm willing to accept their opinion. If an artist,
cr somehody who knows something about the subject, tells me Douthwaite
is & good artist, I'll sccept that, but I still don't have to like his
work. After all, Pye Bevan was 2 marvellous politician, but that
didn't mcke me agree with his politics.

Brizn Aldiss "The cover is & rezl beaut, dynamically designed, surely

executed. And the contents are good, anert from thet
s1illy little editorial which says, "the best thing this country could
do is to get conquered ard be made to think"; that's the sort of
remark hat gives fandom 2 bad name and the nawe is - puerile. Apart
from that, some good stuff from contributors and some st: ffy goods irom
correspondents. I mean, there's dear old loorcock...mwe all know he's
as avant gerde as all get out, and the sweetest guy, anrnd Lngland's
answer to oskowitz to Boot, but is he not exrmgpgerating just a tiny
little bit when he declares that William Purroughs is "the only SF
writer (with the exception of Ballard) worth reasding."? Let's not let
this sort of rubbish get by; Burroughs is piss. But the letter frou
friend Baxter restored my humour; even when he's wrong, he talks sense,
whiich is yare. "

Terry Jeeves " 'l'on-Upinionate' by Aler Burns was obviously one of
those 'let's suppose! articles, but even Alan didn't take
himself seriously wher putting foward his argumerts. (bviously his
theory hes cone basic fallacy. To strive to attain a state of no-
opinion tke striver must hzve the stromg opinion that such a state is
desir t1 , ard thus defeat the object. Really snother form of
Rousseau's peradox to wske 2 habit o1 not forming any habits. //
The best ching is the issue was, without doubt, Roy "ey‘'s peece.""

Jim Cawthorn "I wish I could commert #t greater lergth on this issue,

tut frankly it was & bit depressing saker overall. I
don't mind being asked to think, but after going through the debotes
on vontrece:tion, aktortior, politics and nits, I feel rather more as
if I'd been brainwashed. liow did John Rerry get in these? Je doesn't
even have a platform....

THANKS also to Arthur Thomson, Colin Preemar, Keith reeman {{how's this
‘or editing?)), John-Herri Holmberg and karion JAR#dmlfs.inwood..soryyv,







