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Quote: "The highspot of LINK is thc lcttercol ... fandom's zaniost.
Strange, c¢ven the most serious people arc there, ard there isn't a straight letter
amongst themes I draw one of two conclusions from this; either everyone in fandom
has. a latent strecak of madness ... or else Beryl wrltes all the letters herself‘.
Can't help thlnklng it's the- latter."

So w:rote Chris Priest in PADIDCK-3's foature, "The Padded Cell."
Disregarding his second conclusion (like, I've got nowt clse to do but write
barmy lotters to meself 2?), let's examine the first. Chris has an enviable gift
of being ablco to sum up-a situation in a fow perceptivc-" words -~ I think he's well
on the way to becoming a first-rate epigrammatist. "i latent streak of medness ee."
This is what I have suspected - hopefully - for a very long time, and it is this
very quality which LINK tries to evoke.

Some people's "fumny-bones" are more deeply buried than those of others,
and 2 few pcople rarely, if ever, reveal that they possess one at alle This type
usually necds to be thoroughly inebristed before .they can shed their inhibitions
(often a result of strict childhood "conditioning” - a kind of cruelty, in my
opinion). Such"lapses" are aftcrwards regarded as a causc for deep shame, and if
prossed to explain why he feels ashamed, such a-men will probably mutter that he
"mode a damn fool of himself." He'll "mever be able to look the neighbours in the
face again," etcs

- _But why is it considered so terrible to make a fool of oncself occasionally?
If it causes genuine aimscment to others, surely it cen't be dubbed a heinous and
unforgivable erime ?  (By "geruine amusement", I do ngt mean snecring ridiculc, or
a condescending grin falntly tinged with conuempt ot dlsgust) The fools, the
clowns, the jesters - what would life be without them ? . grim and joyless grind.
Exhibitionists ? Of course they are 4 Or perhaps I should say, of course we arce
Because I'm onec of 'em, amd by damm, I'm proud of it.

Some of our loc-writers have exprossed thc opinion that L-3 lcancd more
towards tho serious than did its two predecessors. Others have said that thoy would
like to see even more serious subjccts tackled in future issues. I agrec with the
former, and must, reluctantly, disappoint the latter. {Sorry, Harry, Seth and Co.

- wny future scrious miterial will go to other zines, or will be used to "build"
2 now zine of my own; LINK is going to stay wacky and way-out ! i

This doesn't, of course, mean that we won't welcome sorious meterial from
future contributors; both liary and I are now members of OMEL, and can doubtless
usc any such metorial in OZ or CRABAPPIE. But (and this is addressed to Deve
Wood in perticuler): pleasc do write and tell us about anything that has given
you a laugh. I know perfectly well that such anecdotes will not armse everybody,
but if they prove giggleworthy to just one reader, wo'll be satisfied.

Hwiorous poetry, silly limericks (clean oncs, please '), cartoons, puns,
funny fan-fiction, the-day-I- l'xughed—ln-church the-night-the~floor-fell-in, or
a~funny-thing-happened-t o-me-on-my-way-t o=the ~Torldeon - anything with a titter, a
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snigger or a chortle in it somowhere, will be wolcomed with what ..rchic calls

"little glad cries." 'To'll oven guarantec to bend o favourable optic on articles

about humour itsclf, such as why I can't laugh at Charlie Drake when everybody clse

is having hystcrics. _»_gBeqa_\.‘usq somebody's pinched mc National Health teoth see)e
, Y i B, - o B e S b o R

)
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. The funnicst men I know isn't 2 IV, radio or thoatre stare His nare is

Donald Hughos, hc's about thirty yosrs old, married, with two g1l childrene He's
of gverago height, dark-haired, and half-blind without his glasscse 4n ordinary-
looking ‘guy, but he's 2 born clown who never stops clowninge -

He was tho eﬁ;ﬁtiva“ﬁing spirit of tho MRedditch Revollers" (mow, I'm sad to
say, a defurct ‘group), though hc'd probably tell me mot to talk like a wot nelly if
hc heard mec say soe ‘ BNE -

You'd arrive at thc rather grimy little Palace Thoatrce on a miscrable
winter cvening for a rchearsnl. Somchow, things never got going ‘properly until
Don breezed in with his penguin-type gaite Then you begen to grin = you Just
coulcln't help ite Never mind if you had a hcadache, or domestic worries, or if
you'd had a row with your boss. Don would meke you forg:st it all, simply by being
himself. : ' :

‘ Hc once fell out with his ncighbour (though how anybody could men2ge to
f211 out with that guy, I'll nover know). - Thc bone of contontion was tho position’
of 4 fenee botwoen the back gordens. Hard words werc exchanged, soliditors werd
consulted, a court case scemed imminent - yet the way Don relatod it had everybody
rolling. "He put his fists up %o me, and 1 said, ‘Herc, you wouldn't hit a -men in"#%
glegses,wpuld you. ?' 'Oh yes T would,' he said - so I picked our Ian up and said,
“7hat about a man with a baby-in=~arms W - 7 w0 s teom wldiinEle o oof wli
oo ‘( i\;“, L1 :'Q'I‘C"~ e !':.){,L-','
No, I gucss it doecsn't sound all that fumny - but the way Don told it, with ™
his exaggerated, Old=-riother-Rilcy-type gosturcs, it was excruciatingly furmy. He
would do anything for a laugh on stage - fall flat on his face, haw buckets of
witer” tipped évor-him, dress up in a ballet skirt, football socks and army boots,
or accept 4 faceful of "custard pie" with the best of 'site ' (I-bride weett &3 the
BBC t3°ask what they made their custard-pios of. The “Forile- i85~ agofogirigaicant o/
toliéhber, shaving soap, water and gelatino. o ‘couldn't a¥rord that! auchs shaniag iy
soap - or was it crcam, I forget - so I.filled a bisclit=tin" with'& #evelting:: :
blancmange mixture. Don tore me off a strip. bos suse Fhodn't put any sugle:dall Ity
and, rcferring to tho small. amount of socaprmixtirc we 4id use, compkaimed thoti il -
"got up mc snout and I sncozod all over the Pairy guocn eee M)t 0

i oIC BILLON now
I've scen him (stonc cold sober) ddvm on hi¥§ Hends ard knoesom the front
lawn at midnight, searching for a fictitious tortoise, "tHc rosbofUs &limging oy ..i
each othor in helpless mirth. I've opened the back door to - find him deep in
conversetion with somebody round the cormer of the housc, only whon I looked there

was nobody there. @n:the tclephon: he's brazenly armounced, himself as everything

and everybody from Doctor Bacching to tho Quocn Victorid ‘Home for Ummarried lothers.
ST R : o . ] . T L S A A -}_‘,I.EOJ: b e
19’ dbbin 't mattor that he isn't fomous, and probably ricver willibelen
Neithor does i“Hiatter that he drops his. aitches, swears liko a- threo~stripesi.i
stoker, and forgets his lincs occasiomllye (Ho should worry - he's: e mstarvd
ad-1ib). So ha's inclined to bc temperamental, the dospair of the make~up: girlsy: i
and he's & beg Of nerves on openirng night. So what ? In his own way, he's a
gonius. Hec cerries the gift of laughter. Ho's the fumievst;;maﬁ'”f ‘Riowe: Cit ++ BH,
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(Thls is a sl:.ghtly revised version of a stary Whldl f:.rst appeared in the "Redd:.tdl
Ind:.cator," Decs "61) o L e e .

: ‘l‘o recap brleflyz Ix was in the back ga.rden ‘one September evening, fetdnng
in the washulg because -a thunderstorm was about to break. There was a flash of
l:ngh“bmng, a.peal of ﬂlunder - and abruptly I found myself standing in a g desert-
of’ green sand., under a blué sun. I made-the acquaintance of a telepathic bush/shrub ’
na.med Koirshan. On: discovering that he was just a youngster, I asked him to take
me’ to his home, so thet I could ask his parents (all three of them) what the hell
wad going on. I followed hrim across the hot green sand sess -

. We paused-on top of a sand-dune, and there s about half an Earth-mlle ahead,
lay*Kbirshan 8 .'v111age. essee . : .

XXXXXX

' *O’bvlously I ca.n't rela.‘t:e everyth:mg that ha.ppened to me there, it would
take ‘to0" longs In the first place, though, Koirshan's three parents and his
*teacher' pitched into him like nobody's business. I diverted their attention
from him by.diving in and out of their minds with 'pictures' of Earthly doings. .
They became so interested that they forgot all about Koirshan's misdeeds, and’ he.
m.pped cff to_tell his pals vhat a clever ln;htle bush he'd been.

. Hls parents took meﬂlnto the1r home, a cnrcle formed by a group of trees
which’ kept off the worst of the sun, and also provided their sustenance. The trees
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dropped an abundance of pods twice a day, at dawn and sundowns Thesé Wefé food‘an&‘
drink for the bush-people. Their day was a bit shorier than ours, as far as
could judge.

I ate the pods as well, all the time I stayed with them. Well, there wasn't
anything else. Seems they did mc no harm, though of course, there were times when
I longed for a chopy, oF, 2. dollop of ice-croam.

My main concern was = what'was geing on.at homg 2 Who was looking after. .
my kids, and had Bob got a Posse out looking.for me ?. On my first ‘evening on.: PR
Shoroon, I tried to communicate this to Ruishan, the eldest cf Koirshan's parents. .
He sent for his.!sone.! "  “77 " oo lnihooeoe

LT e S RLaI e o Ll e
"Since you have disobeyed the law which forbids indiseriminate snatching" -
(yes, that's the impression I got'= 'smatching, '  Sounded liko an American Kidnap
movie esc) - "and have abstracted this creature from its home world, one hopes
that you at least had the sense to loave a replacement 79
"Of course I did %" -~ indignantly - "I'm not a baby ~ I don't go in for
vacuum snatching 4" (Don't ask me what i% means, I'm only telling you what they
'said. ' I wishiyou wouldn't keop interrupting).

N o h L ,
"Replacement, ?". T didn't ‘care for the sound of thate "that does that. o
mean, Ruishan 2" S T e e o ' SR

"It is not easy to explain, but your ... mmx man 2" (I nodded) - "your
man does not know that you are with us. 4nother 'you' has taken your place . for
the time beingyh., -~ v i

Anothe"_r»,ine ‘?NowI Was really confused. N

"But ’.-_\.{r_'c_inf_t.he‘.jkﬁéﬂ}.{f‘{ﬁ‘fié--aifference ?. Wo've been together now for fifteen.
years --" I stopped,‘;'ffee}i‘i.iig"?1ike-'A1ble:t Chevalier rerdering "liy 0ld Dutch."

"I do not know this 'Dutch,'’ bub I“..zi.ssure" yoﬁ;"“i‘your man suspects ncgt_‘h;ing.;."‘

I gOfuahead:-lléheji;rylng to figure itnout, so I gave it up in favour of
my knitting, Yoq,'}%:noyv; ;_*i;'w:’ais:j‘really thoughtful of Koirshan to ‘smatch’ my knitting
as well; I'd have been lost without ifen.o - . : . , b

i}

,‘_‘1({_(’:‘_}: P PRI L N = ] - O ST A
Te used. to sit around in the tree. circle, ‘talking’ about everything ... =~~~ °
under the sunyn ¥ .mean, under both suns. T beceme quite proud of my telepathic . =~
ability; aftems, eouple of months I could.commnicats without speaking at-alls. .
Other meubers of the clan would often drop;in for a chat, and it was all'very. ...
friendly. ' o ' R P T

At least, it was vntil they discovered my crime. Well, how was I to know ?°

Thet first night, as I'lay under the blaze of unfamilind stars, my knitting
bag under my head for a pillow, I thought busily about small; silly things:to . .,
keep from going mads This is September 21st, I told myseIFf, and Somshow. it ~sogmad |
important to remember that, and to'kdepotrack of time. . Next day, as I was '
mooching around bging nosgy, I fioticed & ocdrele of trdes ‘that were smaller. than all
the others, andg_szbxj,‘g}‘;??;j‘rj;f;o b ¥ el "House to let," sort of things .Tith one. .
of my knitting meedles, I scrdtchivd ?si21, 61" .pn.ode of,the “trecs. ' That night.I.
saratched-aamark under the' £1gurds ic . passi

“to 'denote the passing of 4 day, andavery might. .

.
S ’ .
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I scratched another mark. It became a kind of rituale I didn't sleep much on
the night of my birthday; earlier I had tried to explain to the bush-people what
a b:l.rthday Was, but 11: seomed that the concept meant nothing to thems

o

S don t know why Ruishan and the others didn't find out about my
‘calendar' sooner. Perhaps they sensed when I was thinking private thoughts, and
politely 'kept oute' anyway, nearly three Earth-months had passed before the

evening Ruishan came to ms as I was gathering my supper of pods.

¥Nos " came his firm thought. "You will not eats"
"Oh ? 1Is it a fast day or something 2"
"Nos You have transgressed against ouwr laws."

Jell, you could have knocked me down with my knittings I couldn't thihk
what 1'd done, so I reached for Ruishan's mind. It was like trying to walk through
a door without opening it first. IMy mind reeled with the shock, and all the
strength drained out of me.

To cut a long story down to size, the tree on which I'd scratched my
calendar was one of a circle destined to be the new home of a young trio who had
intended setting up house together as soon as the trees reached their regulation
height, and began to shed pods. The trees grew from seeds produced by the bush-
creatures themsslves. I had scarred vhat was to have been a happy home, and this
was as dreadful as if I'd scarred a hwmn baby. All the minds around me, farmerly
open and friendly, were now cold and locked. I felt about as welcome as a Ste
Bermard in a telephone boxe

I was sent to sit on a rock in the desert while the R#¥ Shoroonians ]
debeted my fatee I sat there as the blue sun disappeared and the sters began to
winks If I'd had a boomerang and a couple of kangaroos, I could have played
at being Charlie Dr"ke. 1 mlght even have found out & just why Jis boomerang
never came backs 'Since I didn't have one, I took out my knitting - only to find
I had about two yards of wool left. This was the last straw, to say nothing of
the last stitche B I'd been cast off from the tribe, and now I'd have to cast off
my knitting as wells It must have been a Tuesday; horrible things always happen
to me on a Tuesday.

A rustling shadow crept towards me. Believe me, I wouldn't have cared if
it had been the nasty something out of the woodshed, come to gobble me upe I felt
so miserable. But it was Koirshene He opened up two of his folded lecaves, and
a shower of pods fell on the sand.

"Ruishan says you are to eate They have not yet decided what is to be
done with you, and mcamwhile you must not be allowed to dies"

"Thanks, pale” I ate the pods without tasting thems Koirshan hung
around ‘indecisively; I think he felt sorry for mae I hoped he'd remember that
I had once saved him from a bottom-leaf smacking. He picked up the pivee of -
completeod knit¥dng. I watched him, glooming with self~pity. Thon I took a ‘closer .. .
look ot that kmitting. ihat on earth - or rethor, what.on Shoroon = had I mide 2
It was like nothing I'd over soen before. If Picasso.cver knitted; Wé might have, :
produced an article okxactly like thate It .was all my own work, but:it ‘gave me
the willies to look at ite ‘ ; '
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.+ Koirshan's curiosity wes riding him agnine . -

Mhattsthis v o R
Vet Blovred if I knows " Something was niggling a2t the back of my mind, but

it wouldn't come out and let mc teke 2 look ot i,

Mt "But you must know what it is - you croated ite" s

"Jait a mimute, lot me think." Something to do with the date ... lot's sce,
there were ninoty-four slashes on the trec ... nine %o thc ono of Zeptember, thirty-
one for October evs thirty for Novamber see that made eee

i

I'd goiv it.

"It's Christmas ¥va," 1 broathed, and I began to crye It woasn't fair.
I hadn't asked to be whisked away to this horrid world, where I couldn't even get
o decent meals I'd missed my owm birthday, and my elder son's - his 414th =--and now .
1 was going to miss 2ll the Christmas fun. -

Koirshan shuffled his roots uncasily. Ho didn't know what arying was, but. .
I folt hin @t sort of dabbing at my mind, and realised thaet he was sensiiive to my
distress. I mnde myself stop crying. ; ;

He had caught some of uy thoughts about Christwmas, snd off he went again -
questions by the scorce. ' . : -

‘Mihat's Christmas 2"
; "It's a festival - o happy time -~ far many of the children on my worlds "
, '"’Jhy' ?ll .

"Because it celobrates an event vhich happened a very long time 2gos"

- "ihat event " 4ind I found wyself snowing him the Christmes siory. -

o little tentatively, becausc I wesn't sure thot he'd understand it. But family
affoctions wore strong cuong the bush-creatures, so I stressed the love and good-
will of Christmns. His obsorbed attohtion throbbed in ny braine

I concluded ay explamtion, and awsitcd further questionse They didn't
conce Fithout a mental word, Xeirshan shot back to the village as fast as his
roots would cerry hime and I sat on uy rock, imowing suddenly just what it was I -
had knitteds That strange, woollen cylinder, with its oddly-shaped appendages,
was a Christmes present for Noirshane

- Presontly thoy came to fetch me; I stood up, and eyed tham uncertainly.
Jeves of curiosity surged into my mind, Xoirshan had relayed a confused tale to
them - would I please clorify it ¢ as it true that the people of my world still
honoured. tho arrival of cne child necarly two thousand years osrlier ? o

“heir minds were open to mc onee more, and into those. minds I again
pictured the child-magic of Christmns. ' s the sun climbed over ‘tho horizon,. I
said, "So, on Christmas Dny, poople give cach other prescnts - but particularly
to the childrens Like this." 4nd I -handed the piecg of kritting to Koirshane
I think he would have blushed if h¢ could have. ‘'the gift ley aaress. two of his .
leaves, as his thoughts stummeded, "But what ~ I moan, thank you © how do I ees 2"

I helped him into it. It wasn't o very good fit, but he was highly
delighteds The others crowded round him, their aduiration and pleasurc untinged
with envy. I walked slowly to my calendar-troe. I looked at the scars I had
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made, and the tears wollod up a'gain., I put my arms round the scratched trunk, and
leaned my vwet face against it. It was warm under my cheacks

I was being a lot of peoplo that daya Pirst 1'd folt like Charlie Drake;
now, 1 folt like Gracio Fields when she sang. "Oh, I never cried so much in all
me life 4" I'm not a weopy person by nature, but I cirtainly irrigated the desert
that day. Ca ‘ 2
I -d¢id more than that, actually. . I healed the trees Taen I finally stopped
- erying, .I couldn't believe my~ eycs. The free-trunk vas smooth and ummerked. I
tore back to the group, yelling incoherently.

Well, that's about it. @Jithin a weck, i% was tine for mo to leavee
No, I don't l_mow why then and v10+ garlicr or later = that's only cuie of the things I
never grusped.

The whole commnity escorted me back to the spot where Koirshan and I had
met in September. I wanted to go and I didn't, if you know what I mean. I
clutched my knitting bag as Koirshan, still wearing his pregent, stationed himself
importantly in front of me. Tie final farewolls were Lrief, et sincere - and
then Koirchan performed some unknowable mental gmnastiecs waich wrenched my mind
and dropped it into brief darknoss cee

I found myself cutside the back door, knitting bag in one hand, and.a
bucket of coal in the other. Cowldn't understand that at first - then I realised
that it would have looked ¢dd if I'd had no reason for being outside; without a
coat, on such a cold nighte I hurried into the kitcren, and hid the knitting bag
in the broom cupboard. Then I took a deep breath and wews into the living room.

There was Bob, sitting in his usual chalr and locking just the sames
I waited for him to say something, on the, lines of "iherc the hell have you BEEN 2%
But he didn't. That 'replaccment' Koirshan left behind must havs been a wonderfiul
Jobe . g

And I had ny Christmas, aftcr all, Id forgstten that Shordon's days .
wera a bit shorter than ours; I arrived homr on Decembur 22nd.:. I had a few
dicey moments - for onc thing, I had to hunt through the wardrobe and the bedroom
cupboard to find cut what we woro giving the kids for Christmas eee

It -ﬂ_sn't ameasia, is it 7 T haven't got a fop in my meinory - just a _
lot of memories that don't be lcnr in a hwmen mind, Dike I said, I don't understand
ite i

I get to feeling pratty lonely sou Ac’rrles, noct being telepathic any more.
However, I expoct it was all for the beats If T 'was still:able to rcad minds,
it would only cause a haap of trouvhle, - The Russ:'_a.n'5 v&oﬂdn t like it, for a . =5
start § 5 ‘ :

The nights arc the worst. I lie avml'e, st;.rmg int{o the darkness,
chasing that ong guastion ro:.md and rou.nd cat :

2ile I sat knitiing

WHO wal%kd arsund f‘or- *Jwrm monthe weardng =iy bocdy,
in the green desert of Shoroon ? ¥
. i

4+ Berwl Henloye

[%
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by LN ARC}IE I‘ERCER.

There is a well-known epigram (made origimally by I know not whom) in which
a novel in the abstract is comparcd to a mirror walking along a street. If this
comparison is generally valid, then I think that the novels of lr. Roger Longrigg
are a special case, more strlctly comparable to a tape-recorder stand1ng at a street-
COorners

fow this is not an article about the novels of ‘r. 'Roger Longrigg - it's an
article abou,t me, But I'll get round to that in due course. Mr. Longrigg's novels
have an up'per—mlddle-class setting, with a strong e lemont of more or less illicit
sex running through them. But what happens, and to whom, is really not important. -
“hat is important is the things that people say. Ard the dialogue in a Longrigg
novel has a flavour all of its own - a flavour not merely of authentlclty, but of
incredible authentlclty.

) H:LS system is essent:.ally s:.mple." The reader simply follows the protagonist
of the moment into a crowded bar or on to a railway station, sits behind him on the
top deck of a bus, stands at his elbow at a cocktail party, or even remains concealed
in the recesses of a tool-shed occupied ' : otherwise by two pairs of lovers, the
second pair to arrive knowing nothing of the first pair. .und after that, the reader
simply listens to what is variously said around hime Sometimes a coherent - well,
reasonably cocherent - conversation emerges, sometimes simply disjointed chatter from
divers voices, sometimes a combimation of tho two. But the impression one receives
is not that of a contrived comic saript, but, goonish or not, of the real thlng.

One could swear. that if Mr. Longrigg has not at some time or another heard that
identieal di'a'logue himself, then he's cértainly heard its brother.

Al’ﬂ % ‘prove it (now. thls is where T.come in), overy now ard aga'ln I find
myself overhéaring a conversation that is utterliy Longrigge

I'1ll try to give some examples. They can only be pale shadows of the real
thing, of course, because I have an atrocious menory for detalls.

Iast year, I attended a performance of La. Belle Helene at. 'l'.he Br;,stol C
Hippodrome. The touring company of the Sadler's Tells Opere 'were responsible, amd S
one of the characters was sung by one John Heddle Nash, thé ‘sbn (I gather) of 1:_1'_13
Heddle Nesh. Héavily plugged in the programme and generally around the theatre was
the f‘orthcomng attraction - Lilac Time, featuring singer John Hansons Now there’
was a perty of middle-aged ignoramuses in the row immediately behind me, ard one of
the women had somehow got her wires crossed and kept asking what part “John Hanson
Junior" was singing in the opera. Eventually samebody got her straightened out as
to that, whercupon an argument developed as to who had writtcn Lilac Time, and what
was in ite None of the participants had the remotest idea of what they were talking
about, and the resultant display of communal ignorance was utterly Longrigg. The




the next act they stlll hadn 1: got around to Schubert. cv i oo Lue sk

3 i;;a.bal,xt a smell boy. -apparertly he'd sat astride, 2,86t of.railings:and: got” one of
his_feet.caught between thém so “that he was. una.ble to -get -down againe.  No-=- ittt

only 1ing-T redn- remember, unfortunately, {s to the effect oy “But aren‘t-you EOIEE
thinking of that other thing - We'll Gather Lilacs ?" Vhen the curta.ln rose for

i ﬂ‘xen there irere the “$wo women on a bus, in;y a few months ’back -'~"ta]:king y

H

..\Wasn,'t i:he same fost, that was the" time before. It .was theiother foot: thig: t:.me..’

i4

‘Tt's a_wonder-he doesn*t ‘got hz.s head caugut in them. Oh, he s done frhat too
_.fﬂ:efore mow,) AEE _ o cvry oomoaiET .

Perhe.ps;*l;he mast utterly Longrlgg eonversation I ever renem'ber- encounter-
ing wa.s,u i few:yoars ago at-the Four Qeasons Chinese . ‘Restaurant:iin Gloudesters “T-
had gone-in by myself, s&t ‘at a table miar the wmdow, and ordered some food
appropriate to the occasions Shortly afterwards, a .dowdy, depressing m:.dale-aged B
woman. came- in with two small boys, one cons1dera£1y smaller-than the other, - They
hovered about for a short while, then went over to the table in the darkest corner
of the roome The boys sat down, but the woman eontinued to hovers It seemed that
they. were axpecting: r‘ea.nforcements, ‘and ‘she, hoped (:Ln a,: depressmg-—sounding buts -
carrying voice) thatisaid reinforcements Would tring her white case with them -
because she d1d we.nt to change :Lnto a palr of. trousers a8 they would be muoh i
Warmerg Srmiectl Lk S o . R : 5 SIS

She csntlmed to hover < and £o a.nticlpate the erra.Val of her misé:.ng—
1uggage;- untilithe: remforcements shoved up. These =-cons1sted ofutwo: or thfeé men <
and -ahother, younger womane - The e kder womsh. greetecl _hem with-1ittle gled-daries, )
and with 2 demand to' know what ’Ghey'd dori¢ with her .white case, because ‘she ‘did "™
want to chamge’ into a pair’ of 'hrousers - fhey'd be so .mudh Warmers - Uni‘orhmately
her wents had ndt bedn foreséen s the cadé in _questmn had been left: in-the othér’ -
car,which was somg. distance away. However, apprealat:mg the force.of: her- argumen‘b-"_‘

that a-pair.o: “trousers would be math wériier, ong of the. men volunteeredito go and ™
fotch the .cages ™ Tha'Senior man then ‘shaplicrded the party over to the window side

of the room, near me. Théd larger of the two small boys dashed across with a whoop
and grabbed the seat at the head of the’ table, with his back to the windowe The
younger boy immediately complained that he wanted to-sit there. "Liove over and let

him have it," the older boy was told by the senior man - I got the impression that

he was an uncle. No, said the boy - I got here firste - Go on, - .s2id the man -

- moye-gvers - It isn't fair, said the boy - I was here first. Do what I tell ydu,

said the man. _ThHe: boy complled but Wrth a bad g‘a ee . 1t wasn’ t faJ.r, he
repeated he ha.d got there firgte - = S

’ i ”'A. l/

A Ifyent:;rely agreed w:Lth hims It wasn't fair.: Thether it Was f'a:lr in the
ances: not to apply the” "flrst coing, first: served" rule, of course, I am not

S ednpetent 'fa ;udge. "But it was- certeinly not fa.lr to: leave the. k1d with’ a gz*:.ev—

f .'Jln.ttle glad .ories as before 5 then sat down ard started open:.ng the ca,ée.":_

o ANeE,.8 mlle wide 1ike ﬂuat. He kept-uphis complaint, on and. of‘f, the whale ‘time I . ‘
- was. there, 1nterspersed with hoping aloud om the part. of . the: woman ‘(his mother ?)

: ~tha.t w}xoever 1t was would be able-to fird ‘her white casey because she aid wa.nt to ‘
‘-cha.nge :.n‘so a;i_pa.:.r of" trousers - they would be s0 much warmer's . e v

B3y a‘nd ca.se eventually showed Upe The woman halled theu' adve_nt Wlth
For one
delirious momént I thought she was going:to. change into a pair of’ tm:)users “there
and then - after all, as she said, they would be so much warmers But she was only
reassuring herself that they were there to change into at some less inappropriate
time. Satisfied, she shut the case again, repeatlng that she did want to change
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into a pair of trousers - they'd be so much warmer. It isn't fair, said the bo'y -

I was there firste And about that time I finished my mral and left theme I was

frankly glad to get away from theme 4 more unappealing fa.mly I have seldomn
encounteracde

Roger Longrigg would have loved them, though.

eee ALl
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' DEPT. of UN:SHEMED SHK_CE-FILIERS."_"_":;‘_ |

Muminy , Mwmﬂy, the beds in thls i
hotcl arc damp - T shall have rhoumatism
in the morning %"

o "No you won't, my girl - you'll
havé cornflakes 11ke everybody else b"

sSeesscesnrrscee

_ "I'm sorry, lirs. Jones, but liaria
Callas hasn't made a rocording of 'l
Can't Do 1y Bally Bottom Button Up.'" -

--Ken Dodd, compcring the "Housewives'
Cho:.ce" radlo progrme, ).lugp.st 1965. _

The battle of the sexes will never

be won by either side - there's too much
fraternisation with the encmye.

,@eseceocesseves

C o oo t : . : o Early to bed, early to rise,
Hnlrlu “’td 3’]"‘"’01-.? o _.‘:‘ -4and the glrls go out
Sprechen Sie Deuleeh? o+ .. Tith the other guys.

PC"'Q le‘ rt“’fﬂﬂb ? - . : . B . L. o
- Pasrlex - vous fuagulf 7

et seev et

: " Sedn on the windscroen of a cer:
B "Come back, larples, 21l is forgiven 4"

.-9..’!'.0'.

A nevr product, called SHIFT has receni;ly appeaped in TV comrcials, It's for
®leaning grease, etc., from the inside of ovens (a,nd it's selling like a bomb, too
- I've been unable to buy it anywhere), Last week I was told that it is made by

the manufacturers of andrews!. Liver Salts.. Whet I want to know is, will they now
re=name : the llver salts, IDVE. 27 S

3 ,.0.-..--0...0.. .

"T hate Mercer - he 1u.mbered me with VECTOR. " - RGP.‘

) . - B
o " o ko o ) e




«.. by SHEITA BARNES

Yow, at last, we are permitted to reveal what has been going on in a
quiet English towa, the name of which must unfortunately remain secret for now.
lien of power and vision have been at work, testing out the great new building
material:-of the age - Chewing Gum. A derivative of the cormon gum that may be
bought .for'a pemmy or #wo is the new marvel material; rivalling conerete for
strength and durability, yet it is much lighter, and is easily moulded.  Yes,
the twentieth century is one that will be remcmbered in aeons to come as the one
in which pian perfected the all-purpose materials ‘

To begin at the beginming, which is as good a place as any, a certain
botanist, on expedition to Central America for quite another purposeé, came across
an sberrant strain of the chicle tree, which yields chewing gum in its crude form.
Intrigued, he took a sample of this chicle home, and showed it to a friend of his
who-wes ,engaged on research into the properties of building materialss And it
was this. friend who, in a moment of blinding inspiration, first saw the. possibilit-
ies ofi:gum for building, C o

Inflamed, . the . two friends decided to collaborate in an attempt to produce
a buildable gun. Years later, a reasonable strain was produceds ‘Requiring a ‘
minimm of mastication, yet retaining its elasticity for a period of hours, this
gum-sets into a hard, but not brittle mass. Tork still procceds on producing an
even better type .of gums . ' ' :

There are now.observable mnd practical results of these e‘iifdeavours.
Three families have occupied small bungalows built chiefly of gum, for the past
five years, and thése dwellings have shown less signs of wear and tear than have

conventional buildings occupied for the same length of time. :

Cum has many adventages over conventional building materials.e It can be
chewed and moulded on.the sitc; it is light and easily %ransported; plumbing,
electricity, etc., can be incorporated into the walls while they are still .
malleable; it is absolutely fireproof; and repairs are easily effected.

The possibilities are endless - the use of gum nced not be confined to
private homos, even.on-housing estates. 'With improvements ard refinements, it my
be used for blocks of flats and offices, whore its lightngss combined with strength
will prove a great advantage, especially as it can be reinferced with a steel
fremewark, a8 are the skyserepeérs now in existences ' Tho congtruct¥ion of roads and
pevements is already feasible, and with further developments, it may be possible to
build bridges of ‘gum. - I can see it now - an airy ‘framework of steel paved with
gum, sparming the stormy grey waters that separate us from Europeas : = Il

 Thole cities may be bufilt of gum b -Hithebto:'impossible feats of
architecturs will be performed in this new mediums. Greavity-defying towers will
point the way to the stars, homes will have built-in furniture sculpted from the
walls and floors, thus answering the old song, "Do you stick your chowing—gun on
the bedpost overnight ?", for the chewing-gun will be the bedposte

e
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Jewel-bright colours will be everywhere, as the coloured strains of gum
come to the fare. Brilliant mosaics will decorate every building, and beauty will
be freely available to all who desire-it. ~"The ¢ities will be surrounded by green
groves of the beneficient chicle trees, that will have made all this peace and
rlenty possible. -

‘Just ong, problem remains for solution. Since all this gum must be chewed
- who is g01ng to chew it ?

" ++ Sheila Barmes.

-——— Y . - & o [P

As "I said to Sheila when I acknowledged the above offering : the subject
presents almost endless possibilities for extrapolation. For instance, in reply
to her fimal quest:.on, my first thought was "Eskimos." Those hardy eaters of

‘ whale-blubber, in whose language there was, until qu.lte recently, no Word for

"toothache," because it was unknown anong them.

, Then. I thought s perha.ps it Would be compulsory for children to chew
gum in school, thus becoming wage-earners as soon as they had a full set of teeth.
The dentists would gradually find themselves with less work and fewer patients,
and would organise protest marches, and make. sabotage raids on the new=style
building sites. The newsagents, finding themselves with no paper-boys, would
__also pzr'otest. _ > o Lo SRR

The ideas grew madder. « Vhy stop at buildings v’e:nd moulded furniture ?
"Beatles Change to Gum-Guitars 4" "Ringo says gumskins are hell on the stix "

: From cars to cutlery, from planes ‘to pldtes, a whole vista of exciting
new poss1b111t1es opens upe Watch future issues of LINK for further news }

. (I've heard of gunshoes ... gumboots +.. gumption ... not to mention
gwnbo:lls ose but this is oooo) . ) :

Been up any good gum-trees lately ¢

++ BH

‘ I%'s hard o stand ‘upor one's head
"« When one is lying in one's bed,
© " Y "Because one tends to get one's feet
\En'bangled in “the upper sheets
. - Yilvert McUdder

Boo }
~ MNrse McUdder
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4is I sit here, tryping, a 25-ycer-old american folk singer, Bob Dylan, is
touring England, and presenting a total of cight concerts. Dylan has been singing
for some 10 years - professionally for some few lesse

~__ at the samc_time, an 18-year-old British folk singer, Donovan, is also
touring the country. He has been singing for some four years, professionally for
some six months at most.. .

_aprt from the similarity in their music, that they both have records in
the top twenty, they both wear donim clothing, thcy both play guitars with harménicas
strapped to them,’ they both sing nasally with a blues husk, they both write their
ovn songs on philosophical and similar themes, with great dollops of pathos and
wistful romanticism, they hoth wear caps, and both deny being influcnced by anyone
¢lse, they have one thing in cormon -~ they are both copyistse

.. Dopovan quite patently copies ‘Dylan. Dylan's influerices are more, obscure.
*But he &pent much of his early life with Ramblin' Jack Elliott, and. met Woody:
Guthriee Ellioit himself is extremely influenced by a folk-singer[guitarist with
whom he spent his early life - orme 7foody Guthrie. Dylan even talks with tho samo
intonations as‘mthrie. T : -
* " Unfortunately Guthrie has spent tho last 14 years in hospital suffering
from.a. nervous disease, Huntingdon's Chorea. - le can't walk, writc or sing. He can
herdly talk. R : ¥ A - -

But pick up any 'pop" music paper and this argument will be carried on with
mch greoater fervour, and at greater length, than 1 have the patience to give ite

That isn't the topic of this articlec.
Tow I tell you.

Bob Dylan does have-a certain amount of talente- If onc can make out the
lyrics that he sings in his whining nasal twang, they form a kind of poetry. But
this is not surprising in itself. Dylan writes poetry and has, in fact, rcceived
some attontions His poetry is good and worth roading.’ Go inta:a record shop and
read some of that published on the sleeves of his LPs. It'11 repay your troublee.

Now I don't have the same facility with words as Dylan, and haven't any
of his poetry to hand, but if Donovan wrote any in the same way, it'd go somc-
thing likec this: '



I'll leave you with =a
Hervard, died 1962,

-7~

I firs'% remember

livin

in a street in Battorsea.
Crawlin Brick and craepin grass.
a dead place,

a red places

The first thing

I remember

people. doin

was runnin

runnin from thensolves

rumnin from othcrs

~runnin from the crawlin brick
-,a;nd the arecpin gresse

folks runnin from folks.
rummin from dirt and filth

to theyhknOWhnot what

runnin

Now beforeVéll you Dylan fen, if there are
acid bottles, I know it ain't much like Dylan poetry.
to prove my argument.

That's’politics.

Now I don't wish to take up more thon two pages of this magazino.
Born 189 in the U.S., cducated at

a. poein by 0o Ge cCUIMINgS.
A bit bafore Dylan.

FROM TULIPS AND CHIMNEYS.

the bigness of cannon
is skilful,

but 1 have sscn

death's clever cnormous volce
which hides in a fregility
of poppices esc

i say that somtimes

on these long talkativs anﬁmals
are laid fists of hugor silenge

i have secn 2ll the silence -
filled with vivid noisecless boys: -

at'Roupy
i have scen
between barrages

the night utter ripe unspeaking girls.

thinkin that

it can't be worse.

+ 4+ o+ o+

can it ?

+ o+ o+ 4+

The ace of spades

is 2 hard card t play.
harder t play v
than the jack of hoarts.
+ + o+ 4+ '

I don't believe

in the devil.

I bclieve in people.
the devil is a

person

who can't believe in
people.

any, go pick up your.pens and
I stretchin a point a little

S0000,

++ GMH - -
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 HO.TO_GET THROTN OUT OF HOTELS . el e
.. by GHRIS PRTEST T T
It's a deflnlte arte .To do it properly, that ise After all, there's

throw:.ng out and throwing out _the er~ude way and the proper waye Anybody can do
it the ordimary way, s:m‘rply by refus:.ng to pay the bill. . But this isn't satis-

) ;__,A_,factory, to leave a debt hanging is aesthetically dlspleas:.ng and shows a distinct

“lack of oraftsmanship. To be a master at the game one needs style and compét-
ence, subtlety and skill. L:Lke all crafts it requires an inborn talenty yet needs
the. embelllshment of . ‘practice and tuition, and the advice of an old regular
throwee. : :

That's mes -~ I can speak with the authority of experiences I may appear
to brag, but it is with utmost modesty.that I presént my references before going on
to pass a few hintse .I work on the basis of the bigger they are, the harder they
fall for the ejection routine. I started with the small fry, of course .. the
pr:wate inns and boarding . houses; but this isn't really fair. Such establishments
are. often run on a persona.l basis,. and they take it so hards They seem to- feel.
,‘,that the hotel is disliked, or that there's something wrong with theé service.
"They miss the point ent:.rely, that's why I soon graduated to the big time. Here,

. with the impersonal obsequity and servility that is unique in British hotels, I
began to find my attacks were hitting home. In short time I was hitting pavements

all over the country; in Park Lane and Mayfair, in Glasgow and in Manchesters.

- Neither, revoJ.v:Lng door no® swing door could hold me; every commissionaire was my

“matche 6. porters and the pages, thé receptionists and the mamgements, the

) chamberxxa ds and the wa:.t resses eee they all hated me.

,/Iy dolleot:.on is not yet complete, I still have several hotels to conguers
There are those that present a problem even to mee Some, the more ostentatious,
‘are practically impossible to offends With every added indignity the bow:.ng and
scraping grows, the manager's smile grows more forced, the head-waiter's service
more correcte Behind the scemes you become an Awkward Customer; to your face
you're as welcome as everes These are the hard nuts to crack, ard for this very
reason I leave them to the end. The culmination of my efforts will be reached
with my ejection from the la.rgest and most expensive hotel in Londons 7hen this
has been accomplished I shall retire, ard live forever in past glorles. But
enough of* this, a feW Words on techn:.que are requlred.

y There are three unbreakable Tules.  The first is bas:.c~ always offer to
‘_,pay the bill, . 'This way, you have the defence of being able to say you did show
w111:|.ng. 3 Nore mporte.nt » your offer is often turned downe Secondly, never ever
'_'compla.ln. ‘Once you make dlsparaglng comments you've had it - you might just as

e well pay your bill and f:.nd another hotél;’ ‘that one will mnever kick you oute And

.flnally, at all times: be your ovm na;tural, c.ha.rm:.ng, f'rlendly, 1tat1ng self.

Any hotel worth the rame httempts to present to its cllentele a veneer of
quiet, calm efficiency and servile politeness. At all events, any contact between
hotel staff and guests must be as impersonal and brief as possible. No glimpse
of warm humanity must break through the glossy finish of servitude. Consequently,
‘& trouble-shooting guest must try to penetrate th:Ls ba.rrler - he must a.ttempt to

' find the wéaImeSSes of’ the struotu‘r‘e.‘ o ol

ooy

. Every hotel has two 'pa.rtlcular po:.n ts where applled'fsu*eSS»-s'Hr:‘L“_nfg’s f,the-.*if?
greatest reward the Receptlon Desk a‘ncI the D:Lnlng Room. It is in:these places:
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that the guest has most of his contact w:.th the staff and it is here that he should
concentrate his greatest efforts. -

The Réception-Desk-ittack has two advantages. Firstly, it brings you into
very close contact with the management - a valuable point to bear in mind; and
f~secohdly,f-'ybu ‘ticquire ‘the oppo:r'bunlty to- get a little of youz*' ‘own back on the
58, 'deodorised’ female: who welcomed you %6 the hotel with 'such’ se,mng cold-
yded properly, the Re céption Desk cdfl Hecome thi' pleerlhg-house “or all your

T i ETe f oIbLh: nd: favours)y “your awkwird erra’dgements ‘and ‘Tequest “Mos%” besks
calthyY stook oF péstage sthmps; buy up the ‘lot. ' Cléar the ‘Tdunges of afl e
p&'ih‘(}ed' nzotepe.per, then ask for more. Ask for an extrh p:i‘.]‘.low, or o:r‘der e’arlfy?-
morning ‘coffee instead of tea. Refuse a national daily paper, and ‘insist on the
Liverpool Echo, or the Aberdeen Times. Lose your bedroom key, or alter‘nat:.vely
”«]:erckuyourfself out of your rooms :

K Be as awlmard and as ‘cussed as you can; but be frleﬁdly. Even apolog:.se

- 9;:' the - 1nconven1ence, they'll get fed up with you all the quicker that way.: As
_e_i’ eupplementary to “this Attack, a few sorties against the Bedroom Staff are often
‘ii'replaceable. Try leaving three or four different: kinds: ofishoes for cleanlng
“outsnite your bedroon’ each nights " Or systematically fold your bedclothes and leave
theh ‘on top of your wardrobe when you go down to breakfast. Or burst your hot-

¢ Water bottle late at nlght. Or leave shavmg-crea.m in 11bere.1 quant:.tles all over
the hand-bas in.

o The Dlnlng-Room-Attack needs care. It is here that; S merely a.w\.“‘;“_ c'1L ‘and
unpleasa.nt guest can quickly acquire a reputat:.on for be:.ng a complaﬁpe b o ""“..‘_‘Thls
is obviously something that needs no empha31s. The" aspiring throwee ‘should ‘méver
complain - he should make requests. He never returns food as being badly-cooked

s he calls the head-waiter and asks that it be cooked a little more, whatever its
copdltlon. . He never complalns about’ ‘the wine - ho merely assures the waiter that

“he likes his sau’cerne served warme  His most powerf‘ul weapons can be mnnbered as

two the lef‘lcult Request 2. and. tho Loud Comment.

of dlshes. Or calllng for the a le;_ But to make
oomment in e; sufflclently—carrylng 'von.ce' needs a ready se.nse') . imour’ a 'a1 .
_ _Practice is 1nve.1uabfl‘.e ‘buﬁ
seemlng spon’canelty equally so. Two old s‘ta _ bys "of mine heve seen me thrdug*h
many a hotel door in the past, thoug,h ‘worrd is 'be'g:.nnlng Yo sgread and they ard how
loding some of their impact.., The first. opportunlty”avalls 1tself when the main
course is poultry or pork. .. There e.lways eomes" ;i my
_ straight, in the eye and asks, "Do you want, stuff :Ln% 7! b Io,u‘S'and
h:Lth,y 1ndiel:.cate. A sunlla.r' pos:.tlon can arise one’ c‘ourse srlier, on' the srrival
-.of the ,;t’:.sh d:.sh. - The v&eater comes up to 'the tabie bear:mg a plate of” s*team,e& soley
served An. meqmere sie,uce. o As he. places it before you, " take & decp’ and e;sagger‘ated
sniff at tho aromas  Sit ba'ck, beam u’p at hn.m, and say with” ioud-vo:.ce& 1ish,
= "Ah,. s0le :',‘z,"- BN o i {

of travelling representatlves and . expense—acqount dimers 5 nt
che.rges .and dlners'-club ca.rds the need Lor persone.l and aﬁtenﬁl_éj_ serv1ce has
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gone. People who complain are now truly satisfied
~only rarely. - That is why I advocate thesc slightly
irresponsible kicking tacticse ‘

K

At least you get kicked backs

b .

v Or outs .
- ++ CP




.- toitell Archie who Richard layall is vie // How do L_ know that your pessimispr ds
- nowt o @ Wrbh the Post-H:roshlna Syndrome ‘7 - Huh ¢ You mean you've got Worsé
. things to be; pesslmlstlc about ? | If so - whdt ? // THANKS for joining in my U
- ce.mpa:rgn to prove ‘that the Gt. 0'Réed does not Wr:.te mad letters ' She don't, :do

‘~.ghe, John 22 // That cover exactly represents what I was trying to sayiin an

-20~

=0 By o o .g*. & E. P.*E. " -

o »..- conglomeration.

BUMBLIE-3. ("The one that's not very brlgit ese™). Jchn Barfoote
/“

Gray's story v qu:.te.orlglnal -~ I don't remember reading anything
quite like it before. Now.then Gray, ole mato: how's about writing. a similar -
one in which the aesthetlc streak triumphs over the bestial, h'mmm ? // "Second
Contact" -~ Barfoot, you're a.wfu'l * I hated this { // Some of the sf quotes were
vaguely familiar, but my nomally exsellont memory has a large blank spot wherein °
most titles and authors names. fall and are never heard of again. I did menage to
put writers' names to a couple;of the titles, though. // Telcome to the Club far .
the Apprecn.atlon .of Cordwainer Smith % // 1'd say that the answer to the 'question -
at the end of thé zine-reviews ‘is: Stalin's dead. // Couldn't agree more about
"Green Millemniume" Delightful. - // I'd have bot anything that "Spring" was by .. -
Deve Wood, éven if you hadn't skid so. It's Dead-7oodish % // I wonder if ‘I ought :

ar‘hcle I wrote in my OMPazine.. ‘(I did send you-a copy, I think ?)e Verx
eff‘ectlve - who s He.rry Bell 7 Tell us about. him; please ? .

5

FUSION-Z.; J:m Gra.nt. Flhe cover - I have, of course, a proprleta.ry sort of

---- interest in Ron and his artwork. // If you've got something
to say thnf; you f‘eel is worth saying, and which can effe ctively be written in
66.1'{301‘19..1 veln - write an editorial. If not - don't V- Personally, I think that in

your casé,’ Jim, you cauld profitably use your editorials. to dq what I requested; in

I~3 - tell us about __y_%. // That ‘about robots that could be sent: into deep space
(llke ’ perhaps » "Robert" in the TV "Fireball XIL-~5" series)? They could be the

" Ypioneers" of the f‘uture, being sent in special ships to hitherto uhexplored

planets, and sendlng back information as to its suitability or otherwise faor la.ter
human visitation. This would take at least some of the da.nger out of spacé ~
exploration. - Robots would be totally expendable in emergencles, and the ships
carrying them WOuld need only the bare minimum of equlpment - np food, wa.ter,
oxygen, etce //- "Here There Be Tygers" is also included in a Brad.bury anthology
called "The Day It ,Ralned Forever, first published by Rupert Hart. Davies :Ln ' 1960,
and-later issued by<the SFBC (no. b)), Have you read Bradbury s "Asleep in'
Armageddon", Jim ? // I thought the Kapp story by far the best in New SF Writlngs
Noe 2. Seen number 3 yet 2 I'll be interested to know which one of those you
liked beste // Gray Hall says, "FUSION ranks among the better zines in the PaDS
mailing, and could go far."™ And you ask, "any suggestions ?" Oh dear oh lor’,
Jim eee I daren't think what Gray's reply might be, but may I poke my llttle red
nose in and suggest Vladivostok, for a start ? (Only furmin' ... homest {) //
Ivor Latto says: "I've never heard any argument for abortion which wasn't selfish."
That's a typical male reactions I stand by what I've said (bawled, HOLLERED)
several times before: men have no right to dictate to women on a matter which is
exclusively a feminine concern. It's not male bodies which are used (arﬂ abused)

soe m111ng comments on the 3rd PaDS -
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for proa‘eatlonal purpeses. // Sheila - re "Thou shalt not kills" are you going to
tell me that you've never swatted a fly, or sguashed an Yngvi, or "de-loused" a

patient who had mever. ‘heard of: personal hygiene ? And are 'you a vegetarian ? . The
commandment doesn't specify what thou shalt: not. kille It ‘doesn't say -"thou shalt
not kill other human 'belngs." 4nd ‘even:if it d.ld, could you honestly claim that you
wouldn't shoot an enemy in time of war ? Especially if it Wwas a case of, Fhim or
you" ? // Anyway, you'll have read my own comments to Doreen in L-3 by now. Add $o-
those the fact that Ima relncarnatlomst and you'll realise that I'm arguing from
totally different premises. <(So why: don't I just shut up 2 O.K., luy - I will$)//-
Jim - I'm still boggling at one phrase in "Probe into Darkmess." "To. meet the needs
of both limited and muclear ware" Limited war -~ pardon me, but isn't this rather -
like saying that a woman is "a little bit pregnant" ?? // Fanzines wanted, he says e..
"loc or sub guaranteed," he says. So where's your loc on L-2, .then ? ‘“there's yr - '
bob ? Nary a word in FUSION-2.  Not a scream of agony, a moan of despair, or a
vhimper of feeble protest, even s mutter, SWear e =

GREEN ONIONS SHO'.I—Pt. II. .facky .7oode - Now we know Why Q‘J.arles packed up runn:l.ng
PaDS % // Dammit, Dave, I know sex is good
for me, but d'you have to tell everybody ??? Hell's teeth yer can't keep nuthin'
to yerself these days ... ruddy Radfordian stoolies ses // Uy tame hippo (named
Hubert) says Barnett's mud is rotten. She much prefers Prendergast's ~ it contains
Wi-7. // No - to be quite honest, I was on a number 7 bus, and-this woman in the red
ski-pants and crash-helmet (nothing else) asked me for a bottle of cough-mixture to
light her pipe withe So I said ... hell, Dave, you've got me as daft as you are.
("hatcha mean, I always was ? Oooh, he's cocky with it }). Stert again, Beryl.
One-two-six, go. Dave: I think G.C. (no, G.0., not B«Os %) is great. Canwe have
one every week ? No, perhaps that wouldn't be a good thing. Not if it's true,
that saying about "laugh and grow fate" I've lost 16 lbs. in eight weeks, and I
most emphatically don't want 'em backs So if you find 'em, kindly donate '‘em to the:
Royal Lifeboat Institute or summate // That tramp who had a pearl in his foot = I
couldn't care less so long as it was 2 pearl and not a beryls I've been trodden on
too many times as it is ... // A bed acket is a garment a woman wears in bed when
she's suffering from ailments such as aundice, lockaw, or dislocated oints s //
"The Green Onions.Show, Pte II" is easily the wackiest fanzine to reach me in
hysterical conditions In thish, I particularly liked Dave Jood, and I wish he'd
been at the Torldecon becos I:wea dying to gerrat him% The artwork was- typical.
(Never mind of what %). amon@ the fomous names represented in the issue are Dave
Wood, David Orme, Dave food,. Gray Hall, Red Kitchen, Ack Bennett, Dave Jood, Ole
Pubtoe, Dave ‘7ood, Ricjard iayall (alias heh~heh-heh % ), Ra.chard-the-Crate Catesby,
Dave 700d and Dave Tood. '

EnD.LDCK-}. " Dick -Howett. N:Lcely procduced zine, a pleasure to reads // Chris =
tower (Blackpool) for them kind words re I~2. .4in even
lc.rger tower (Eiffel) for providing the subjeot for this issuc's "Pebble in the
Pool" } // My father has on several occasions mentioned an early horror film called
"The Face at the ‘indow. " ~ Pop says that members of Ste John's or the Red Cross had
to stand by every night to deal with cases of fainting and hysterias ("They were
passing out like flles") Jould David Cleveland know who starred in that one ? -
“7as it Lon Chaney Junior ? // The article - or rather, the unashamed advert. for
unashamed: nud:u.ty -~ was quite interesting, buf I shiver in’a normal British stmmer -
with clothes on % // "Fan Mail" =~ ta, lush. This is a classic example of why I
rarely bother to retalicte against my critics.’ Therc's always some dear soul like
yourself who v'111 leap to my defence % However, it's only fair to say that’ ChI'lS s
remerks in P-2 weré written before he and I had met. Since we did, I'm happy to-
report that we hove become the best of friends. // I had some glggle-materlal from -
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the Aetherius lot once. George King had just returned from a kind of trip-in-the~-
astral to Vermus. However, I gather that they do no-one any harm, (and probably

consider Us Fans as utter mutters %), so let's not sneer. They have as much right
to enjoy their particular brand of maddery as we have to enjoys ours, i.e. Fandom %

STASIS. Pete ‘Teston. This comment will be rather meagre, since STASIS itseclf was;

_ the only thing one can really comment on is the bit about
conventions. I mulled this over for some timc before deciding that fandom does not,
(iome0. = in my oplnlon), need, ‘recruits!,. in the:accepted, sensc, of.the wprd. . To me,
it always 1mp11es,~s:3mc "sUrt o?'brga.nlsed_dr ve'Whlch puts a: certaln amount .of .
pressure on ‘ 5E ; ple vmuld fprpbably be more tl';an o et
willing to ¥ $ | Fandy .;, ; g, Be FAi 9 l_f mk‘irf Xpukﬂ.:ucn.ty Was.- glven to Aty @S e Do
you suggest. o_alopg Wluh :that. But I,evn against too ‘m'lIch formallty and
organlsat‘ibn, ‘48 F said elsewhere, SOme tmﬁé BEO,. fandom is,.and should remain,
essentially a’ flu:l.d entlty. Every offlclal rule that. is. made (and I concede. that
there must be some’ rulep), rerrows, the scope of the group. // AS for SF Cons and
farmish Cons” = Why separate the two ? ‘then I drafted these mec's, I had attended
only one Cohw’ientlon (th¢ Brimecon), so perhaps I shouldn't express an opinion on such
a slender basis = but it seemed to me that all types of fan were catered for. There
were speeches, lectures, quiz-pancls, etc., as well as the strictly social activities
like rsom—-partles and general gabfests. The sercon, types didn't have to attend the
latter, any more than the fanm.sh types had to bar present at the former. In any case,
Pete - Cons have beern held at- least once a year fur quite a while nows and I don't
think™the ‘Pasie programme’-hds ‘changed very much since the first ong..  (Or:has it ?

ATeH¥$? Ront B. .2, Anybody-of—veteran-status ?)eri My point being that if the
. genar’%.ii&-accepted Con-formila were not se.tlsfactory to the maJOr:Lty, :Lt Would
: sure’ly have been cha.nged by now ?° L

Lk \. vt

«JVEGA—Z- Steve Moore. Hav:l.ng spont some ixmn valuable th1nk1ng-—t1me on Pe'be's Con~
~bit, I Spent ‘some more on ‘your sense-of-wonder article. And

please note that I sa:.d "spent" and not "wasted" $ I have come to the brilliant

~ ednclusiton that the. only people who "mourn the decease of the sense of wonder" are
thosgiwho have lost it themselves. Or even mislaid it temporarily,as I do sometimes.
(But ‘it can be rediscovered under thqﬁlost unllkely circumstances, re-sparked by the
oddest things !,) “Then a potential fan initially discovers sf, or fandom, or both,
the sense of wonder usually blazes forth in full glory. Over the years, it may
gradually dim, and even, perhaps, snuff rlght out. After all, such a discovery can
be made only once. DNevertheless, that same discovery is* continually being made -

by newcomers, who shouldn't allow themselves to be depressed by the warld-weary
cynicism of Those ‘o Should Know Better ! // Anyway, Steve, I've been reading sf and
fantasy for around 25 years now, and I can still be emotionally "hit". ~I suggest you
‘try Cordwainer Smith, if .you haven't 2lready. :Took me a while to, "get Wn,th-" ‘his
writings, but once I did - wham, I was hit all over againe // Sorry, I haye no spare
-+ .copies of any issue of LINK. I'm having, about 120 copies of thlsh -run. c)ff and hope
that th:.s time 1111 be able to meet all f‘uture requests for: it, ‘ C

" -

YAW’L—B. . Ch.I‘lS Prlest.. Tell, you uold me the secret of'the. tltle, but I won t
: ; gl‘VG it ‘avey, mate. // Yes, ever ybady, - ‘pleage do stay

W:Lth Pa.DS as :Chrls 1mplores . and try. ta ‘bully; other fen into, dt, df you cane
(That's rlght - Archig-and I are c:rza.ckers2 and yesy weé do like work % . This kind,
anywagy)."// Richard Gordon's. article, was 1ntgrest1ng, but T wish. he'd managed’to
track dbwn Fre dl/Belg:Lan fandom as Well - if itlexists,- -of " course., It always”
surprises gy that the  Germans: heve g fldurlshlng Ffandom of' their ovm, -snd aoin}_
‘Bbtish’ e,na A.merlcan apas, conventions, etc. -.yat nary- ‘a peep out, of .other iY"
"t Contlnentals. Thy .nat, I wonder 2 // Alsa enaoyeki, and largely agreed with, Pete s

plece. // Loved the bacéver sketch of Chris typl;ag on a toilet roll ees .

i







- 26- L
C'RAFFERTY'S BE:il

by MARTIN PITT

Q'Rafferty he was a very new member,

we thought he was queer from the green of his skin,
He always talked from the side of his head, but

nevertheless we invited him ine

We were all talking and laughing and chatting,

a fine SF mesting, all happy and gy b
But before night was over, the room was a riot,

the nmight that O’Ra.f‘ferty's BEM got awaye

sbout two feet high, it was bluish in colour,
; it jumped from his coat like it wanted to play;
It flew through the air and then swallowed a chair,
: i the nigt that O'Rafferty's BEW got awaye

Up jumped our Treasurer, one Charlie Winstone:

Y/ | "You've come to a meeting - 'tis threepence you'll pay 4"
Itﬁsfﬂldovm the box, then it ate Charlie's socks,
7/ the night that O'Rafferty's BEM got away.

One of our number, a ginger-haired member,

thought that these happ'nings were all very weird,
He dived for the door - the BEM got there before,
and thet's how Mike Turner got rid of his beard.

Up Jjumped Martin Pitt from a dim-lighted carner,

he grabbed at the EEM as it hurtled around,
He fell in the fire, which made him perspire,

and that's why you never see him sitting downe

In walked Cliff Teague with an armful of comics,
piled up so high, just .as high as you please,
The BEM hit him square, comics flew through the air;
Cliff entered fres fall with the greatest of eases

Ole "MiKtoon," he wanted it for his collsction:

"T111 make a quick sketch with this pen I have broughte"
BEM bit it in two, and MiK turned the air blue,

as he loudly told all of us Just what he thoughts

All of that night there was such a commotion,

the girls on the table, the men undernsath,
Continually the BEM hurtled around them; 4

although two feet high, it yet had ,é Gur—foot teeth %
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We hauled at the door-kno'b to make a fast exit,, ‘
. we tugged and we heaved, but the lock wouldn't budge ;
The BEM came our way, and emitted a ray,
and the lock got- red-hot t111 it melted to fudgee

It gobbled the chairs and the books and the magazines,
sofa and records, to fill its.inside;

It ate Boryl's John, but as soon as he'd gona,
it fell to the floor with a shuddor, and diede

We stood round the body, all shocked; therd was silence
till Beryl criod out, "Oh hell, what shall we DO ?"
e all heard -a shout, and John came crawl:l_ng out, ,

‘And when we rwero sura that the BEM Was qu:.te 11feless ’

- we -all-Had & very fine supper that day, .

On a sort of blue bacon, vindiectively taken, -~ ° ‘
the niélt that O'Ra,ffer’cy s BEM got a.way. '

4+ + o+ o+ o+
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Mainly to keep Archie Mercer quiet,
Lady Henley from crowing,
and to provide further
Education for you Peasa.nts T
. sablhg folbowingidslan a.ccount
of what happened to.
e0gbuL G Loddy
T H E C A M E L S

B e ST
[ nt) L
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HTHEY LEFPT

kB Briso . BEHIND THEM

(At Blackpool, you.fools \ See LINK-1). = se e by HAGGIS
RS S N . (Co-—Lee.d_er,_ TRIBE X).

Claude strotched, yawned, and kicked a crabb across the wet sand. He
struggled to his feet and groaneds His hump was playing him up againe He really
shouldn't sleep under piers, he told himself. Too flippin' damp %

It was strangely quiet, he realised. ‘7here was everyone +? Ah, yes -
there was his girl-friend, Claudette, paddling down by the water's edge. And a
little further along the beach he could see four or five of the others. Hastily
Claude consulted his pocket-watche.

"Hairy Towers " he muttered, "it's almost 7.30 - we were due to leave at .
dawn - the mission will be a failure % I must find my co-Leaders ... tsk, tsk W" |

He straightened his sun-glasses and galloped off down the beach to the
camp-site. Ch, what a blow to our fearless lead-camel % The place was deserted.
Just a few empty bottles, Oxo-wrappers, record sleeves +.. a knitting needle ...

The wind blew an empty beans-can (Heinz) across the sand; it struck Claude on the
hoof. (All you clever people who are chanting summat about "the straw that broke
the camel's back" can just PIPE DOWN %)

As it happens, it was rather too much for Claude. He humpled into a creap
and wept. They'd been left behind like so many surplus drumstix ... they, the loyal,
the faithful, the uncomplaining Tribe-carriers } Claude sobbed in desolation. (4
little~known Blackpool suburb ...)

Finally he pulled himself together and blew his nose. The rest of the
mob, mistaking this for the "Come-'ere-you-lot-or-I'll-pulverise~-yers" trumpet-call,
dashed up to Claude and assembled around him., Standing on .the beans-can, he
delivered the dreadful news (pausing only to give Claudette a quick belt round the
dromedary for cheering).

By nine~o'clock they had decided what they Would do. Claude had Plans.
He may have been deserted, this noble ship of the desert(ed), but he would show
everyone that he was a ca.mel to be reckoned with %

"Ve will emigrate %" he annou.nced trlumphantly. (This necessitated
another pause while Claudette looked up the word in the Tribal dictionary). Claude
sniffed and continued: "Yes - we will build a log, cross the waters, and leave
these shores for good b"



And so it came to
pass (thank you, Vicar i) that.
on the first day of September,
196k the mérry band sot sail " | g
" from Coventry {éh ?) for the
Continent of Gibraltar ces
YUK ' Thanks to a lagie - & <7707
mimte raid on Blackpool
stores, they had enough
provisions with them to. keep
them : from turm.ng cama.bal .on.
the ,Journeyg . ‘

... On the 29th day Clauc(
released the budgdis, which
returned the same cvening. .. 1
This. was fortunate because, = = "
“due to Claudette's 1arge ‘
appetlte, they had run out of
rations oo On the BOoh day. K
_Claudetto,; who was Up in the -
Gamell's nost,’e:'ghted lands Lo

"Launch the Crabbs " yelled Claude to hlS c:r‘ew, in true Bristol-fashlon.
Off they peddled towards the unknown shors. They were a magnificent sight - a
party of-soggy, unshaven camols (excopt Claudette, of course -~ she'd had the fore-
sight to pack her razor befor‘e they left) '.lhey draggod themselves out of 't'he -
water on to t"ze sanda, Ll S :

“By He.rry g C:re,ed Claude, Wrinplng out his hump , "how fab eee it's
wonderful e». marvelious %" There in front of him was -the most beeyootiful rock
he had evor scen. (Closer. :Lnspectlon revealed the word "Brlghton" all -the way"
through _.;t, "omng conoluslvely that it had been manufactured s0mewhere in *'»’ales)

"n‘(hy -wit'e noe it Soena almost like . seo ‘hoxe %" he breathed W:Lplng awa.y
a tear. ;. By this time Clauvdctte was becoming impatient to see inside the rock, so
she kicked Claude's shins, pointed out that everyone else was a]ready headlng
towards 1t, and 'Left h:up to porter all t.101r be"onglngs by hlmself.

- Elndlng a fron,-door ,,e.lmost at once, the party halted a llttle a.f'rald to
go fo;'we.lr'riln but by tHis tine a puffing Claude had caught up W:Lth them. Dropping .
the baggage (GTRARB grreup off‘uv that floor ) he puched his Ry, to the front of_
the group. :

o' Toam Lead’ar Ly h(, proclalmed, g1v1ng Claudette a Looke "io will - er -
explore this magnificent cavee You will follow . me in single file, obey my orders,’
and soc and oces" (he was becoming wory agltated) - "oh yes - if anything falls: :L'n,
cracks or erplodes, I must be the flrst to be rescued L He gle.red around, but
there werc no- ;protes S. - : T . et

.Vlth Claude tte by h1s 81de s hold:Lng a 1lghted rhuba.rb-st1ok, Claude led
his mob down, e long dark tunnel. The <decor wasn't too bad, he thought - that
green wallpaper on the west wall looked qulte__g‘ood_wlth the water dripping down it...

cees
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The tummel seemed never-ending, but they pressed on, and at last they =
entered a vast cavern. At Claude's command, someone discovered a light-switch v'rhlch
when activated, mede a. considerable difference to the wholc place, as a powerful
LO~-watt bulb shed its light on the mess below.

Claude was taken with the cavern at once. However, e.fter a couple of '
Phensic and a quick swig of Oxo, he felt much better.

"It's huge " he marvelled. "All these fantab rooms - just think what we
can do with them {" His orbs glinted with mad ambition. "Ah yes - now ny plans
can be put into operation %" Heh-heh, and cackle, and other self-satisfied sound-
effects 4" He rubbed his hooves together and, still snorting to himself, he
swaggered off to have hlS tea,

The follovrlng day work began in earnest. (Poor thing ...) The ce.vern was
cleared of rubbish, Claude being swept into a corner until the job was finished.
Howsever, he mane.ged to be around to issue the final directions.

"Over here will be the engineoring room; here we will keep the tapes, etc. ;
this can be my office-cum-study-cum-gAggLing-scoffing-room - and here" - he waved a
hoof in a flour:.sh of pride - "Wlll be the actual recording studio 5"

Ge.sps of, admiration came from his faithful flollowers, and they murmred
among “thémsg Lves™s « « "Claude Bacharach, the A & R camel ..." "Claude the Recording
Englneer ..";" "Claude the’ Fantastlc ," atce ,

CAt 36 376 0T 'onthe Wednesday, Jjust after kippers and crumpets, Claude
called his band into his office. Ducking under the waterfall, and negotlatlng a
dirty great hole J.n the floor, they gathered around hlS massive deske

"iVe are ‘going into productlone Today wo w1ll record our first song."
Claude rose. f‘rom his large foam-plastic swivel chair and wandered thoughtfully
ambngst ‘his merry mob, cleaning specks of crumpet from his glasses. His gaze
rested on Rosemary, a shy demurse young camel who was trying: to hide. behlnd a clump
of Oxo-'bushes 1n the corner of the. T 0. :

“"You," he decreed trlwnphantly, "will be our lead-singer. You will, of course,

course, be given full orchestral backing, etce Yes ees h'mmm ees Why not ? ..
indeed ... It will be a hit record ... we'll be famous .e.s rich ... get our names
in *Who's iWho' or the NME or something ... might even get an ILB.E. 1"

Claude dismissed this last thought from his tiny brain as highly
improbable, but he would be well satisfied with the rest. With that, he gave orders
for everyone to ree,ssemble 1n the recording - studlo. ‘ '

Dovm in 'Studlo 2 (Well 1t ‘makos a chenge Y, promptly at 10=0" clock the

r.,Jo_fl«ows ’ Rosenwy, shackled to the mike and rarin' to go eee
SOmewhere % AN ' Claudette, singing baritone at the back, along with
Ursula thc swingin' soprano, and Rodney doing the falsetto bits. The orchestra
consisted of all the usual ingtruments - bovril jars, nose+ flutes, cymbals eee

lots of Reed 1nst fents, e.nd an enormous Foot-drum. R T R

e

Claude was up in the Control Room, superv1s1ng operatlons. (Two
tonsillectomies and an ingrowing toe-nail see) Finally he docided that all was
ready, and gave the sigml to begin. The group took a trial run-through of that
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old Scottish folk-song, "Fetch me my knitting, tha.v:Lsh;,.the nights are gr'own.ng
longer." No discernible wrong notes came through €laude's: ex=7.D. headphoms ’
so the second rendering was duly recorded. Now for the fl:l.p s:.de ! .

This was a. hea.r't--rendlng ballad composed by Mushl:mg one. mght after she
had broken her sapphire stylus (however , it was heavily insured, so all was well
eventually) Entitled "I-los t-—my-love-—on-a-Tue sday~afternoon~-down~-by-the=-river-
s1de-Just-after-dlnner-a.t-the-SaVDy Blues", the group gave:it all they had, Rodney's
contr:.butlon belng partlcularly, soulfuls e '

it last it was all over. IKERFO7! Clawde was chuffed. Their very first

dlsc - 4n the can

All th—a’c mg.ht, sitting round the log-fire, they worked feverlshly,
lnii‘tt}mg record-sleeves. By the following morning, the first batch of discs was

:.fcl':packed tig,htly inside a tea-chest addressed to: "Henley's Place of Tork (Snigger %),

.T'TRedaltch,’ forcs. , Alice Sprlngs.

Everyone ‘gathered down at the bay for the send-off. At a signal from
Claude,-the chest was shoved into the sea by two junior camels. A mighty cheer
broke %orth as the tea-chest with its precious cargo zoomed ower the waves. Cla.ude
was overcome with emotion ahd shouted "Fruit Gum 4" as loudly as he dared.- He )
blushed deep ta.rtan when he reallsed that everybody was sta.r:.ng at him.

e Th.e next few days were sheer '7&'+?'.'.'. "CZXX for our gallant sand-shifter %
He spent all his time in the -~ office, chewing up the furniture and pacing madly
backwards and’ fezwards. After four days, an excited young camel burst into the ¢ oo,
office, He had been down on the beach oatch:.ng wurzels for supper, when he had
sp:.ed an empty coke-bottle bobbing about in the waves. Bravely he had waded into

the: a.ngry surf to retrieve the bottle, and inside it he had found ... the cwrrent

copy of the "New iusical Express 4" It didn't ask to be taken to the lad's leader,
but he knew Claude would cut off his pocket-money if there Was.a. secord's delay, S0
with madly-beatlng hee.rt he mshed to. ‘the. eff:l.ce. _ : ‘

Cla.ude snatched the. paper from the .
trembling hoof, and spread it out on
the desks {Quickly he turned to the
chart-page and scamed it,

"MERCY L " he howled, "we're
I\TULBER ONE Lo and W:Lth that he fainted.

"00’----0-.000.."0-0...

S The follown.ng few. months saw the ‘
_consolada‘clon of Claude's empire. They
released-disc after discy.and every one
was a hite The pop-msrket was saturated
with stuff on the "Cleo™ label. (Subsid~-
iaries: "Buttie"and "Hornsey").. __,very— .

-, body who was anybody chewed- "Claude s i
Bub-bub-bubbble -Gua", and if you dldn't o
spray your wig: with "1edame Rosemary's -

.*,‘71g-Spray", _you. Just Weren't INY
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"Ye Gods '." she hollered, scooplng her fa:Lr halr out of her tea—cu‘p.: &
"Listen o this, Haggling b L" And she read out a report concerning a "Tycoon Caimel"
sitting in"a ca¥e in the Rock of Gibraltar, gerrin all fat and filthy rich Y "It
says he's a 'Record Wizard' 4" she concluded indignantly. Haggis twisted at her
sporran in a f‘ury end nodded s1gn1flcantly, '

" "'Are you fthlnklhg, vhat I'm ‘thlnklng 2 1ushv1ta dema.nded in a low,
menacing voice. And: "CIAUDE %" they shricked simultaneous 1y A

They left for the Rock three hours later. It was nearing midnight when
they floated up to the beach in a hover-barrel. . ¥ushling marched bravely forward,
leaving Hagg to drag up the camnon umaided. Once inside the cavern, they
positioned their weapon just outside Claude's.bedroom.- (They. knew it was his tcdrou.
.. bedroom because he was the only Tribal camel who. shored in A flat eso). Haggis
could hardly wait to flre it, and after three incorrect count-downs (iushvita never
could: count. backwards), ] patlence got the better of her, ard she lit the blue touch<«' -
1 esultant PING 3 upset all the Barbary apes upsta:«.rs on top of‘ the

I

3 ude, th:.nklng that h:Ls alarm had gone o:f'f early, stagg,ered into tHe |
: ‘e carefully-hung net dropped from the: eeiling and engulfed h':un.‘, He °
began to; struggle with it, calling far help, but a whiff of neat Oxo put’ h'- ot

for the count. ’ (nushllng is OK at doing it forwards .,.) . o :

Hagg bundled Claude into a polythene bag, while Mushvita rounczed up t Lo
rest of the. frlghtened camels, and marched them down to the beach. i :

@laude dldn't recover conscibusness until the barrel was well out to sea,
and outside the international’ three-mile limit. Mushling assembled the mob on the
quarter~deck and, orderlng Claude to0 &tznd in front of the others, she a.ddres sed
them sternly.

o "You dirty’ dOgs 1" she caried. Rodney muttered that they were camels, not
dogs, and he'd had a bath last Thursday anyway. Rosemary told him to belt up.
"Matineers L = IESERTERS v Jushling howled, working herself up into a fine old
paddy. "You ‘Wwere "16ft 'a message to return to base, but 4id you ? Ch, MO %V Off
you go, over, the waters, pursulng your own selfish pleaqures , with never a thought
for thpse wh 0 fed you énd'cared for you all these years L SWINE L™

Endla.gegted_gw% ""h""dropped to the :decks

. Loy
. Rodney was about 4o protest again that he was a camel,
z:l.ed h:.n v&th & handy bovril jar. She knew that Mushling was

ot Claude tvnddled h:Ls spex nervously. "fe - we - never got any message see
gulp eee We thou,ght you'd left us ... there was no message ese'
;"It was in an empty beans-can; you fool " screeched Hagg. '"Don't you
remember the plan ? 'All messages to be put in empty beans-cans' t"



a Lead-Camel an' all %} Sadly he wondered how he might atone for his misdeed. He
found out the following day ... Claude the Fab, Tycoon of the Rock, was put to work
cleaning out the Tribal mansions. His a.ssoU:Lates were loaned out to the Fodwhacks,
and to Oxfordshire County Council (for a small fee, of course), to perform menial
taskse

And the recording studios ? Well ... liush and Haggis decided it would be
a pity to waste all that space and cquipment, so they converted it to a factory:
Bagpipes and Associated tundries Ltdn

Thich is why they are now doing a roa.rlng, trada, flogglng kilts to the
Arabs in liorocco ses

END.

+ 4+ o+t o+

"I keep telling my sister, 'Don't givec me bread, I'm trying to lose
weight.' She says 'All right'! - and gives me toast cee” (xMEC)

| (Contributed by Larry™ of the "Evemng uall" V'
foL Brlx_ngha 1)

- : : T ok okt
dave you got any candles ? - T ‘Want ‘, to make’ a . fank.e.st (JH)

Lo

R +.
- Junk-dealer's 1ov¢f3'oﬁg: "'Twas on the plle of debris that I f‘ound you ses"

+++++.

=33
Claude trembled bersath Hagg's scornful gaze. The shame of it % And he

The travels of an Arab:.an 'braln, or, Time and rlde walt f‘or nOmad seer
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Archie lfercer, Bristol 8, Dorecn's oditorial I found extremely heart-warmings TFer
my part, I consider my life that much richer for ‘kriowing

her, so let's call it quits, eh, Dorocen ? "Pebble in the Pool" - I'n sorry, but if

you want to get me in an argunentative ‘mood, you'd better say something with which

I disagree. Persomal freedom's alww.ys been something particularly dear to my heart

- so long live truc individualism '} '

"Me Man Who Thought Pain®" - h'me In view of what you have to say in
your mailing comments about non-understood stories, obviously this story has a pointe
After all, you of all people wouldn't run a story you didn't understand .. would
yous 'Then "Fog", which although it's well-enough written; describes the kind of
things that oughtn't to be.allowed to ha.ppen 1n flctlon. “Like, we need more
bitterness, more grmf ?

apart from whidh, the denouement-conversa.t:.on of-the story is artificially
contriveds It would have been far more offective to cut out the talk, and simply: ‘
have this man stalk off wherever he we.s going,. having = we'd at last be told -

Just killed his wifes - . coe

Sticking to the stories while we're at it - must you serialise ? Ruins the
threads "The Night~-Bumpers" - well nowe Is this theory of yours so original ? -l
There is a certain familiarity about it. It. seems obvious when when looks at it, of
course. I agrce thet. it's highly unlikely that you should be Keith Roberts. He's
not you, somahow. -

"The Sluff Affair" sscmed to be getting into somcthlng of a rut, when that .
hilarious denouement brought the house .down.  "Red Kitchen":'defies coment except
in the original dialect = and I can't spcak Kitchenese. Messrs. Hall and Wood have
obviously forgotten more about rhe Blues then cither of them ever knews (Which



: ‘-357'
means. _approval) O RS SR ~ .
ol Vi The letterool's better ha.nclled thls t:une,. E&w*;interior artyvgrk is accept
a.ble, the extemor is ee.s:.ly ovarlooked. SRR L e ‘

(#( Re: "I 'rﬂ Home Agaln, But eee” = do you reallse how bulky LINK-3 would have been
if I d run it canplete ? )+) : ‘

- ';Chris Pr:.est, Brentwood Essex. The 1ettercol is thé best bit ‘!his tlme.' J‘It's'

i getting smller, Baryl. Now I- lcnow you write all

. -ﬂ-the latters yom-self - you'ro gotting tired. "Pobble .in :the Pool" was obviously

‘aimed at més I'm a throo-times~a-ycar visitor to the barber'se I'm not only lazy
and hard=up - I'm vain, tooe Most people have only soon me with short hair (I .
hibernate in North Wales during ‘the coapse’ soason), but I usually lct it curl behind
¢~ Ty .CAr'S before I givo ine Re "Dry=-cloaning doesn't cost the sarth" ~ which beach

has- your ‘head been stuck in for the last 40 yoars, then ? ‘Mo, I usually to
goiout in tho rain about once a monthe After six yoars I throw my clothes afhy, or

give them to the budgie to grind his beak one Scruffy ? Me ? On the contry, I: %
can't afford to be scruffy in my jobe We Lyons table~wipers hawe a professign to d

upholde I comb my hair regularly, and oven wash my faco sometimess Always like
staying in hotels, too beee.use then you ge‘t your go.loshes polished frca. I'm qu:l.te
a da.ndy on the qu:.et.

" Pumpernickle's story was gr'ea'b wonderful. 1 hooted, howled and hollered
When I read ite (+( Well, will you please toll archie that that's what he was
supposed -to do ? Some stories aren't meant to be unclerstood - one :just goes along_
for the hilarious ride, as you did % )+).

Your thoory about ESP ard poltergeistisms is OK I suppose s but hardly
originanle I haven't seen it quite ticd up with these Unknown Glands befora, but
it seams only an embollishment on an old idea. .

I shall ignore the Sluff aAffair, in the hope that it might go awe.Je And;,,
I'1l cursorily d:.sm:.ss "Fog" as bc:.ng mlsplaced in LINK, good as it Was. Too
serious. :

T

(+( "Fog" Was partly Harry ifac's fault - no, he didn't wrw.té it, but he éald in his
loc on I~2 that "LINK~3 e.e. should: contain a measure of. ‘both tamfoolery and serious=
mindedness. " - ifo Aim To Please, like. Honce - "Fog " See ? )+) :

Dave Baldock, London S.Y.6. ,Sorry, Ron, but I d:.dn % dlg the covore The idea is
. 0K, but the artwork is a bit skotchy. - Yes, what is. ...
wrong w:x.th long hair on malcs ? It's only ”this contury that blokes started hav:.ng
it shorts I think the two wars had somsthing to do with it - of course, having
long hair in the trenches would be filthy and uncomfortablo, but the war is OVER 4 ..
»I71ike these we:.rd stories like "The lan ‘ho Thought Painte" Ignatius Po.. -
Ptmpemickle must be a pen-name - who was it 27 (+(. Iggy = are you ready to: unve:.l
yerself ?)+)s "ThHe. l\Ta.ght-Bumpers" was -very ‘interesting, but I can't say I balieve
in poltergeigs or any other spiritual being. "Tha Sluff isffair” was my favourite
bt - more of these eplsodos ¢ Gray and Dave ga.vé a. vory informative article on
Red Kitchen; why don't they do a blues-man per ‘issus 7. However, I must adm:l.t I ve
never heard of- this guy bofore. . (+( You cube, Dave f. JES TEEEE e
Your. loc-wrlters soem a friondly lote - iire liorcer. = indoed: there isa
tower in Brum - it is, as you say, disguised as the Rotunda., ‘situated in the - = .
strangest of bull-rings. and.yea, I. did meat to put "wcn;'m.“ Thought ‘it rather =~ -
funIW mqself. valblc’ mumble eele ol T e G DFimm an SRR o

i o b
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Ron McGu:Lnnoss, Se «7.17. An attack on pcople who ‘erack c:r'uddy Joﬁes' on thc
et Bhe i Jlength of boys' hair: a boy is-a boy; no.mttor how
llprn l;risnﬂh’aﬁi’ is, and ‘fur-thormore s he still looks like onc ese.s cnde
)_E ot s "i‘hé'Me. “iho Thought Paint" was great, the best piecc in the ishe
I Fifjoyed "The Sluff Agfair", though I think that the impact of approach
i dtion may be wearing off slightly.
about thosc glands - it's possible, who can tell ? I found "The Night-
Bumpers" very interesting. All I can add is that the thyms gland has something to
do with sexual maturity, although bidlogists aré’still puzzled about whethor its
functions can still be called endocrinec or not. Sorry I can't add more 1nforma.t10n.
"Red. K__:.tchen" - thoroughly en,joyed this, too - talk about 'twu.stfo‘f fate
JJ"Fog" g I 1iant 7 P Thanks '~ "Doryl®)ud) - doet byl o
Liked Moira's heading to the "Linklox" columnwéimple ‘but éf'feé‘hi%. 5y TRERAE
what camgl would allow LINK on its back, even if it does come with a Tribe X blonde?
also 1ik8a Fhyl Hrbottlets 31197 - T-ritst tHotight you were feeding fish %o tha't -
plant, Beryl, but later found out that they were its own . . leaves, of course't '
It was a nico story; I look forward to part twoe
. "Mlst" - bcau'ﬁifully wrltten. More poems from that talented pen ? I -

=

"f"’i?‘lha.nk you ’co Ha:r'ry l“cGarmJ.ty for his remarks about my artworks - The only -
qnswer I can think of (I'never really 'plan' my art deeply) is that I was so very il

§ed W:Lth the work of Brian McCabe - espec:.ally his "Towers" illo of the Vance i
pro; 113 - that I did, something similer. (In my own style, of course). Archie: i
that_ acover 'illo Wwas drawn about three weeks after & v151t to-the dentlst.
Subcopscious assoc;Lat:Lon ? - of course ’ What else ?

Lang J,ones, W.5 ““ih me % Let me rest myweary old ‘bones on the ehau'&y put my
o feet on the’ cat and insert ny. contact lenses. ‘

'Ihe cover has & weird Yuletlde ‘flavour'; ‘why, I don't know. But 1t .
1mmed1ately takes me back to thé Hippy ‘dhys when I used to be young and- caref?r!ee, IRt
smoking, cigars and getting drunk, no ba,ld patch on my head, or if 'there wal Ioe .o
didn't knows . ﬂhen the’ Wo‘men ware Wl'lllng and beau_tﬁ‘ul ). When the queés “erédked
with .gpow; ;thp £, didn't ‘have holes in m ity ‘sho “fj'"“'Vhen the cl‘n.t'c:h bell d'mned
its Christmas "grecting; whén the” aiF was fresh'4hd §b was PR Ul e

Ab b oy, heppi) J I wander the _catacombs of° jesteryear ’How °&ull tha a.rld s
desert in Wh;.ith}; n@‘w How choklng ﬁﬂ‘ﬂ’ué‘t of ‘the prééent E RS
That's better.
.. "Behble.in the. Pool" - I'm Wl'EZh you all ‘the way, mtos - Us' 1bng-'a1red
blokes don",t‘ get qharéceq 1 eve:q* fag bloke ‘propose. to me- yes‘berday. Nuffln'
wrong with bein' scruf'fy and’ airty’ nelther. Surma me mates are the- scrufflest ,
dirtiest blokes you ever saw, but they can bash up an old lady like the best of' 'em. e
aiel piPumpernickle is wonderfyl. . .Gregt Y _ The most marvellous find for years.
He .oembines. the. sens:,tlv:Lty of. Proust *nth ‘the powor 'and ‘dynémic of Dickens. This
story (if one may 1nsult it by sudh a, Gomnosi’ name) shéuld be ‘fraied. (+( Andso
should you, mate. Is anyone 1eft inany Tastkt , NOW,~ “of +tHe true identity of Herr
Pumpermicide 27)+) . . ;

: "Egcape, from. "nter" was a l:l.ttle"'fprcé{d eica 1a phubsrb 2)+), and the
llgﬂzness of - the 1deeg. bed. a little with the, serlo isnegs of the writing. However,
it was stlll quite. effeét:.ve, arid . the’ la,stj few Iines were" very ‘goods ' “I-hope that
the vhyme betwéen the last l}.nc and the, fourth 11n.e up W 3 I :-'4-(11: was)+);
it was certalnly very: effeqtlve. ' 4 At

v .Also I felt that. "The nglt-Bumpers ", although i‘t remé:.ned :Lntarestlng, ,
did not say anything new. It is; genera.lly considered tha.t ‘thesg strong emotlonal
fluxes of an adolescent could be, I‘GSPO,I)S:LblG for the ef’f‘ects, a.nd 1‘:he theory isn't -
really yours at alls . . ;
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I hope, for your saks, that you're not like ms. (+( .Vell, in case you
< hadf't. ndtieed; I'm-femalos' ~ evon if I do wear my hair cut short 4)+),» I formulate
theory after theory, idea after idea, only to find that they've all ‘been done before.
(#€Oh; T sce ="yss; in that respect I'm with you all the ways: Some rotten hound
has always done it first %)+). I cvenwent so far as to write a piece of music for
metro’nomc ‘and‘piano, only to' find that even this had been done before. Mind you,
one ch nxa.lWays ‘have a-quict moment of marcissistic pleasurc, and think something .
like [ "o only Newton hadn't lived ... Jonos' Sccond Law of Motion eee _sounds good
.o."’*‘"(+(m.so, one ‘ean have a quiet; melicious chuckls abou’ the folks who will get
s1m1ar1y frustrated in years to como; like, thero'll be a guy who decides to write
a daft yarn called: "The Man o '_lhought Paint," or "I'm Home Again, But cee" =" a;nd
somebody clse will glecfully produce a ca.rofullyv-preserved copy of LINK-3 and cry:
"You can't - it"s been doné before hH")+):
. . 7 ¢ 9Theg Sluff Affair" was not first-ratc Reed, although (if one may use a
“ 'mechanlca' grab to- trap a butterfly) the construction was goodgs and the last lines
hilarious. Mary has: the gift of bei ing able to produce throw-away lines with a
spontanelty that I'm sure would havo a lot of writors. of humour gnashlng in their
graves cr something, - -Lines like ‘cackling under tho flatbed' or 'going down for
- %the third time in a sea of rag’rﬂg paper‘, Whlch, as far as I'm concerned, are

‘Lé"mSe "

"Red Kitchen” was 'vcry amuising toon but could have boen mach more Soe
T"le mos ¥ -parodyable (good word) aspect of this kind of thing, is the prétension of
the pop pundits. The meaningless:or inaccurate mus:.cal . Jargon that 'is 'bandled ‘about
on the backs of rocord covers and in musical ,jom“na'!so Th'LS sorg, of th:l.ng 1s ,]ust
,‘_asklncr to be demolished. -~ :
‘Fog" was quite nlcely wrlt Jen, palnted a veor J :Lnterestlng a.nd grlpplng
lpicture, and was then ruincd by the banal ending. If you. re-wrote the, last page-
"maua-qux_rter, you.mignt make quite a gopd story. o S
I was just gotting into "I'm Home Again, Bui aon" WHCT e This sort of
thing is sheer sadism. I dunno what: gets into soms of these editors; T th:.nk it is
_the fecling of power it gives them. " They like to scr.mo along their readers and
then keep' them hanging (+(strung up ?)+) for as: long as possible. :
I dumo why Charlcs Platt objccte to smll in-groups produc:.ng, stuff

compruhc*l:'_ble only to themsilvas. (and anyway this isn't true of LINK). I may be .
-naive, but suraly the purposc of creaf 1ng anything .is to create it, and to have

an audicnce’ is by no moans essantials - (+{ ,ri\_l\“’ YOU % T'V° been thu.mplng thls‘
part teular tub for-yoars; Lang - mainly about postry, but it is .generally '
appl licablo. * Mind you, the craator of  sveh masssrial must oc prepared to accept' the
othor sidc of ‘thc coin, and not throw tanirums if his work is understood by only

. fews The fact that ho has creatoed it should in- 1tsc¢f’ be sufficient reward and
" satisfaction; any acorusd traise and ogobooc muct ba rogerded as a gratuitous bonus)+)
My recent telepathic-iype dXparience.? Well, you asked for it cos
. ithen I was about TiL teen, I wsed to knock al out with this girle. . She lived
nearby, and wa often va ed to see-each ctaer. abom the. nm'ghoourhooda, Now I began to
notice that by a sirange'coinsidence, I would be wal Lking down the road, and I'd
suddenly bsgin to think 'of her about a mirute later she ‘would appeara Thls got tp
be incredibly regular. Eventually wa went our Mparate waw's, and that was the -

last I saw of her. As the years went by, I generally forgot the whole thing. “The
v_g:.rl went 40 "Canada ‘and" got married ¢r somnthlng, and that was. the erd of it..
: About four months ago .(+("this letter is dated April 24th, '65)+) I was
walking down the road. For seme’reason I began I‘em*:l.niscn.n;r about this per:.od and
"-Walked a’long in a dream, remembering the g‘lrla ’Ihen as. 1 passed the bus-stop,
someone‘ Sald "Helloo " I lookod up. C o - ‘

; Tt wasn't -here . .




'"'Sorry - I felt T had to put that last line in Y No - actually it was her,

elght“ year’s older.' 'Shé haﬁos‘t her teenage’ plumpness, ‘and was now a’ very - .
attradti‘ve ‘Womane - ~Tt wasn't until after I'd spoken to her that T remembered all
thoSe o‘tﬁer times this had happened.
"Cb_lncidence ? - it could be, but I think it's unllkely. She was Just
"eed $0"know, and I never thought about her a lot. How far do you - °
ar _‘in_cidence to accommodate the fact that T saw her at the exact moment
n I hap gd to be" thlnklng of her like that ? It could, of course, be that
1Q sufferingf"from some ‘Wweird neurosis which caused me, every time I saw her, to
glne that I had been thlnklng of her. 'However, neither of these explanations
seems” v‘ery TIkely. It was certainly unspectacular, but this is what I would
expect. - AS far as I'm concerned, some kind of telepathy is the only explanations |
Re\ the school-leav:.ng age: I think the ideal solution would be to let .. - ) l
tHosE" who wish* :Lt, stay on for one or'two years. The trouble is that this. Would.n' ) |
work in’ cbnaunct:n.on with the present exam. system. Oh hell - let's face it, the |
whols’ system of "education is shot to pot (and if anyone wants me to elaborate
further, I shall be only too glad), (+(well, go on, then%)+) - and the only way -
any’ progress will be made is to scrap the whole thing and start afreshe
Ed Mackin's letter I found rather amusing, if only because it demonstrated,
exactly how people's approach to humour may varys I found LINK funny, and not at
all Juvemle. In fact, the only thing that made me wince when I saw it, and which .
T stlll consider rather childish, was the front cover by MikK. (+(Huh ? D'you mean

the ‘cover of I-2'? Because L-3's cover was by Ron McGe )+). Beryl - one g sense |
of humour doesn't change all that much as one grows oldere : e
Incldentally, Ed, I find it extraordinary that people still have somethlng
to say about science flctlon. LR T |
The last pages of the lettercol were rather éxciting, as I couldn't trace |
the comments that they answered. It was all rather mysterious - like the columns ‘
in women's’ magaz:,nes, which say things l:.ke. " Jorrled ’Talsall -~ If it happens RN
agaln, use Rawlplugs and thone your doctore" B .
.. Crumbs % I do go on, don't I ? (+(You sure do - but ver y entertalnlngly,' ;
as far as ‘I'm concerned)+).
’ I guess it's about time to wind this up; I've notlced "it's been rumning -
a bit’ slow 1gtely. The cat seems to have gone, teking my feet with him; plaster.:
is falllng from the ceiling as the house subsides another six inches. © ‘Dust.settles
round me as ‘T sit here in the crepuscular gloomg the rats gambol about my legse:
Thére ar¢ sounds of creaking as joists and beams groan under strain, and. the odour..
of mould and rottermess touches me with its warm and foetid breath.
It was never like this before LINK. PR
‘ T hope you have hours of happy editing with this letter. If I were you,
I1'd. take "tHe ‘Goward's way out, and not publish the thing at all.
A,(-F(Do I quallfy for the Pumpernickle Cross for outstanding courage, then ? 4As I
“said at thé end’ of your comment-screed in L-2 - I did edit it; the original ran. to
' ”ages of single-space typings Perhaps I Would have chickened-out of -
't, 1f my nagglng you at the TOrldcon f‘or r another helplng of’ daftery
i v)+ . oo

As the ban&ages dlslntegrate and the an01nt1ng fluids . -
) evaporate, I come 'slowly. back-to l:Lfe or somethlng, ana
writé this merrec- 1etter. IR
'Y loved that story by 'Doryl Parkley' = 'twas so sad I felt like crylngs
~ And your poem 'Mist' (or prose) was fabulous how anyone can't like-ite:
beats me. So good that if I could write like that, I'd send it to the 'New
Statesman' or somewhere like that. (+(Blush ...)+)
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Poor, simple creature that I am, I'm qulte looking forwa.rd to the next
instalment of "I'm Home Again, Bit eee" It's got me all intrigueds
"Red Kitchen" - though- .I"could see what was supposed to be funny, and some -
of the wit was clever, I fourd it rather boring. laybe I have no sense of humour, :
. "The Man who Thought Paint" - a bit pointless, I thought. T also declare .
that Ignatius P» Pumpernickle is Dr. Peristyle % '
Agaln T like the cover, it tastes better than last time e

Harry McGannlty, Po;mton, Ches. : Tha.nk you for LINK-B. Doreen sounds a. very
interesting personal:.ty. Hope the cha.in-link— .
reaction Wlll extend as f’ar as Poynton some daye .

"Pobbdd in the Pool! - fair comment, I suppose, but I'd be: 1nclzned to be
a little more lenient with the kids.. After all; they don't seem to resent my ~ ..
David leon-yype appearance ; and may cven: respect ite "~ I believe they have been sét
a trend with which they 1dent1fy themselves. I'm just wondering what the effect on
that trend would. be should their 1dols - the Boatles, perhaps ? = dec:.de to sport
crew-cuts.. . -

In. th:.s same article you conm:.t & grave breach of 8F phllosomy. T'v'hy do
you presume, that there are no frontiérs left to: aopen ? TWe haven't yet begun to
saratch the crust of our own planet % - (+(Read it apain, luv: I said that there are
"so few frontiers left %" 'And I was making a comparison between the achievements
of Elizebeth I's reign and those which have been, and remain to be ‘made in our
time and the future. There's a world of difference between the qualifiee.t:.ons
required to ship as a deck-hand with Drake, and those neocessary to orbit the Ea.rth
in an :l.nstmment-packed nose~cone. Or to sit ina sphere on the sea-bed f'or a
couple of weeks §)+) .

I must be a bit dime I suspect thers is some subtle mee.m.ng hidden in
"The Man Who Thought Paint", but the author has successfully disguised it. from ma..
(+(See my reply-comments to Chr:.s Priest 4)+). -

"Escape from Winters' That's a right rpyal "thank-you", " Gray. ‘That would
my Beethoven's Sixth have inspired ¢ (+(Dunno.- I'veé never had sufficient time and
peace to give it the attent:.on it deserves. IrT d1d - 1nsrtlculete ecstasy,
perhaps ?)+)e -

"The nght-Bumpers. " Frankly, spur:.tml:.sm glves e the w1ll1es R but it
does raise a puzzling point. It has been said - author:.te.t:.vely - that the evidence -
for the occult, ESP, etcs., cennot be seriously doubted by science. If this is so,
why do most sc:.entlsts avoid it like the plague ? And why do. rel:.glous leaders of
every denomination condemm spiritualism, when, as far-as one can gather, 11: is the
only concrete evidence of a-life hereafter ?

"The Sluff Affair." One must be prepared for anythlng. '.Eh:.s sort of .
thing is by no means unusual in my home when my brace of . teenagers and their
confoderates descend upon the places This-is the cross I-have to bea.r. An . ‘
additional one from Crabbs«doesn't make -mach difference. Lol

"Red Kitchen." I should hive entitbed this "The Pilgrlmage. " Iha.t L) ‘
marvellous experience b I really enjoyed this. e

Finally, I see that the ambiguous phra.seology :Ln my le,st loc raises some
doubts as to Archie's masculinity. A thousand pardons, Arehie. (A b:Lt damn -
sharpish with your interrogative marks, ain 't ya, Be 2 ..5. . .

Best wishes for a succegsful LINK—I;. E ' :

P.S. I've forced myself to re-read "The Sluff Af:t’aa.r," and I've become cur:l,ous.
Supposing you ask this girl to write an additional story in a more. sophisticated
vein ? The wit is certainly there, the” humour musgt’ surely follovr. It sounds like
a contradiction, but I'm sure that if.'she were t¢ ‘get. more SG!‘:I.Q'uS s she would be’
really funny, (+(Mush b Send the ’b}.oke a: "Crabapple," then %

% ¢ oy
- 3


would.be

5
Aftceg a‘rgulng anﬁ bargainlhg witht 'Doreen Pa?icer for
- 'abolt an hour, I ma.naged to i 56e LE\TK-@, #nd I f£irst must
:~tha e, ‘ ..‘éugar on J&’ ;ta’u.se.gee Joke.- I'd beew t'old abquﬁ“it gut I
_;never thought 1t v}oula be so ﬁmny 1n prmt I had ther ’bes'b 1augh I«'\Ve hati> moa

L agree With ygu, Ber:g 5 ,regaréhng the 1 ng»halred“‘origa&d .
"personally c;are whether a mm@ has”leng ha.:x.r, oo nis haic &t all s aq~lqng as he :,a»ﬁ
“Bleans:: ﬁu,t "Ig\ferven’cly hope faShJ.ohs dont. return t0.- f‘nrst—Ellzebeth‘é,n ’c;unes S AT
couldy "™t b‘iear Wearmg’ stays, lotig- s’kirts\) o long. ha:m, ‘ And ‘1f‘ $he- boys ere ‘
*trying +8 attract the girls.:- “who's complalnlng 2% D :

o0 Wao “the héck:is. Ignatlus Pwnpermckle Ah 3,4: must_ p eryJ. Henle’y
th else WQ@lamme ‘the central cha.raciiers Jog. and Fréa 27 And do: ABive over
wrlt:mg“ aBOWb;S;QStS) and poltergelsts‘ 0 a{: Iee,&'t,>sbel>1ev,?ng in: i;hem‘l- I tell
- myself: “tha >things: just gan't bejy’ but at the bé.ck; oL my m:gxﬁ ‘I ‘Wonder, and

thage 8, wh@n T have trouble eleeplng of esp'eoialijg n*rmy drstes STt wh:.sper:l.ng, \

. and my&derpe’ts tread. Lo D o8 &8 ° |

I still gan't remember who is.in fi‘r:,be,\'\\X bu‘t aﬁ 1east I can understand LT |

eve Yy other word, which mu”st prov;é»‘ ,s,omej;h'-ing; oA i |

"Fog =T reagd: this _gome « years a qwhe ‘bhe" or:.glnal author first’ had ‘a

crack at 11: and glthough I tha.nk ‘dt's rd ex* dlsmi i'tf was a good. try, and I*d

like to sae’some mere work by ‘this authovw I

I en;g\oyed "I‘m Home Again,” Bust; e et des.pite the fact tha,t :Lt' turne& Out

to be a serml. 'd ‘getter get\} copy <of thc n‘ext LINK, Beryl Henley', oF “‘bher‘e'llf
be big trouble 42t 3* v S b e e -

More pqetry, pleasé.

Graham Mo Hall Tewke;‘bux\?}‘, Glom e °I trled to write;an ;Loc before,"but got slde- o
%ﬁ o e \;» tra.cked into & 1ong and.bprg_ng- dlssertatlon . e

on vhy mon should Wf’ar fong‘hair if they feel like':its ' Thig fime T'1L Jjust declaro: :: L

an interest and 1ea=ve I‘t) at that. Perhaps "Pebble in the Pool" "isn't such & -good .. i L

idea %

I Wonder Who Ignr..tlus P, Pumpern" cklo ie Thiq is among the better
pieces of its ilk that I've seens Vot thit that's: samng muache . Loy o
Ta for the poem tribute. I'm’ sure I ‘got as much engoyment out of’ the
exchanged "A Clockwork Orange" as you did out’of "A Summer Place." S

Poltergeists are one of the many things in the realm of parapsychology S
that frankly bore me. It's 4alla bit" 1ike flying saucers - a load of bumf W:Lthout e
data. One may just as well pqnder and dlscourse on the ex1stcnce of falrles. :

Wehay, here we are back to your Pebble ... S ap
I've been told that "The Sluff Affalr" dn.dn't qulte come Off «es dld :.t 2 e
T don't think I could really tell one way or the others S A J
Ah, Charlieme boyo has. summed up fandom in a sentence: "Admn;tedly, i e

most fanac is a complete waste: of‘ time, but some complete wastes of time are more , s
complete than others." Fandom is the most completest. And that' s my loce I

Mery Hall, Peterboroughs Doreen is writing this for me because I have a damaged , . ah
. " hand. It's so nice to dictate to my bossy sister - I'm °

revelling in it %" ShHe lent me her copy of LINK-3 under - protest "Give it back to

me in good conditioni, and don't let the kids get hold of i% %" R
.-Settling down, I started to read a nice story aboqt you and some plant- s "'.j_';"

fings, and blow me down % - you dirty wotten swinchunt, I got to the end of the . .

thing and what did I seec ? "To be contimued" % (z hate serials %). Tell, don't ) :

bother, mate; I have made up my own cnding, which is: S: they all gobble you up for ' o

dinner % And they get indigestion % If you lived mearby, and if I didn't have a

bad hand, I'd slosh you %



NP

I can't comment on the letters ‘cos I 'don't-‘know what's happening, but put
.mé on your mailing list and I'll even pay (provided you don't priny. any more
sérials). Ina . = . month or two, I might even have sumething to say. “ess heh, hehh
(+( All right, all RIGHT % -Mutter, swear ... people moaning about things .they read
in borrowed LINKS .o expecting a poverty-stricken genius like me to.run 2700~word
stories complete in oné zine ... curse ... it's only a part-time job I've got, and
I've already cut down on me rum-ration, fags, heroin and sherbet-dabs to.finance '
this thing »os Snarl ..o but all right, you poor, frustrated lot - no more serials.
" FOR ‘SAILE: Two hundred and seventy-five second-hand packots of mouldy cornflakes eee
‘any offers ?)+). .

-Richard Gordon, Buc_kia, Banffs. Thanks very much for the copy of LINK~3. Well ...
: er oe» yes b%% Words have failed me.
- After gawping in admiration at the carnivorous boot adorning the cover,
" doubtloss full of Freudian mire and repression, ctc., I attacked the contents, half-
expecting to need a dictionary of Midland dialect to be able to understard even the
" first sentence, Instead, I was diving for my Webster's intermational ... what does
"extempora.neously" mean, eh ? (+("Without preparation."” You meantersay that your
Webster's intermational didn't know, either ?2)+).

The two editorials or whatever they werc at the beglnnlng were both so sane
that I thought I was rcading the wrong fanzine, after all the peculiar reports that
had reached me. However, I was reassured by the paint=thing, which was quite nts
enough to -fit my conception of what it should be ece Same went for "The' Sluff
" Affair', which shows definite signs of ... well, of somoa ing % Qu:.te enaoyable,
although of course quite incomprehonsible.

"Red Kitchen" readb like ona of the "Great Unknowns" ser:.es in one of the:
record papers c.» 1'm quitc prepared to belicve that such a virtuoso actually
exists, aftor all the other complztely untalented oiks we have thrown at us in the

' name of rhythm and blues and Ghod knows what else % T .
: So you've been Elsewhere, have you 4% ?
~ To be quite honest, the whole zinz leaves me slightly dazed ... I enjoyed
most of all the little snippets of useless information casually distributed’ around
the place. The sort of thing you can produce if you want to be a nuisance ses eh ?
© as for the bacover - well, I reckon that it'’s neccssary after half an hour
with LINK. (+(Y1'pe Ron % Sorebody agtually latched on to the meaning of that
bacover illo b Oh' joy, ch success, oh pass-the-bottle-Paddy % )+)s TThich is
presumably the purpose of the entire thing, to drive us all to drinke I'm already
there, so I'11l get hold of a copy of LINK-4 if I romember to do so.

Trouble is, you can't be ¢xpected to change gears quickly enough to
apprec:.ate nuttiness on one page and Desp Thoughts on tho next s.» I mean "Miste "
§till in o dazed statc from the letters, one flips the f:l.nal page, glggling qu:.e'tly,
and flnds "Mist" 'demandlng to be rcad from the grave of ¥ ‘Eliot & Coo . |

%101 Unicorns® ? -that tho hell ars they ? You don t happen to have any
spare cop:.es of the last issue with this thing in it,do you ? * I'm hooked % (Ghod
forbid % )e (+( He didn':t forbid loud enoygh, Rich. Four: days, ago, & friend of mine
kindly returned her copies of L-~1 and 1~2 - the "Unicorns" appear in both. This

. was in response to my agonised appcals fér copies to be returned. It was the only
d response, too. I'd like to think- that ’ch_Ls is because LINK-ovmers can't bee}r to
pa.rt with them, but oss )+)e

. Of course, you understand, I don't knd® what the . whole thing's a’bout, but
" that's obviously not of the s...:.ghtest 1mportance, As long as you finish the th:l.ng
"with a wild look in the eyes, drooling rrndlys, and muttering strangs th:.ngs, then
it's achieved its purposc rlght ? (+(Right )+) :



‘ Your punning has put me off completely. I used to produce a steady five
or ten before breakfast, but now I am a broken man. In more ways than one.

From the purely moterial viewpoint, it's very well produced, and the
artwork is also highly competent. In short, I didn't understand half of it, but
my insatiable curiosity makes me wish I did. Ah well, some day see
(+("Words have failed me," he said in the second line of his letter ... sheesh %
what kind of loc do you produce when you'te feeling articulate, h'm 29)+).

Sheila Barnes, Manchester 8. Ta for LINK-3. Thought both cover illos were
lovely. lho is Ignatius Pumpernickleé ? This little

episode has a strong undercurrent of reality - it's just the sort of thing that
would happen to me. - -

My impression of poltergeists agrees with that of Keith Roberts. Although
I can't remember my sources, 1 have read/heard somevhere that there is an adoles-
cent child commected with every example of poltergeistism. The thymus gland usually
disappears at puberty and (2ccording to my anatomy and physiology classes four years
ago) is.'"thought to be connected with sexual development." In a book I was readingy
it gave examples of people "controlled" by each of the important glands, and Oscar
Wilde was a thymus-dominant type. _ -

"Pog" and "I'm Home Again, But e..." are both very good - well above the
average fan fiction. ST A

Another Tribe X kerfuffle... The ‘Co-Leaders are busy people indeed, for

which we unliberated’folk mayibe grateful - they won't forget uss- ‘Mundania may |
sneerr, but the camels -are ‘Goming. Y (three .cheérs ‘and & surreptitious snivel)di . . - = |
When Tribe X has taken over this island, the rest:pf the werld will falle It's ~w
just a matter of time. ~ T . . e R RART e s
I-love your interlocutions and little poems. ' They meke the zine so much: - .o
more fun ~ one never knows what may lie just beyond the turn of the pagee ~; ..
I am working on the sequel to "Build With Gum.'": . If is to be ecalled . =il
(naturally) "Son of Gum," but that is as far as I've got. Every time I-think &f
the diabolic cleverness of that title, I dissolye. into demoniacal laughter ».. *
Gordon Smith, Birminghem. = Wotcher, me old oppo.t Ta muchly for the "Link"
o  trainer. You dor't know what:you've starteds .- My
dearly béloved. spouse has threaténed divorce. . :Says she: "I dunne, what am I gonna
do ? Me old man's taken to LINK - bang goes ‘the. touse~keepin® 4" ..But since then
we have ‘both had a perfunctory butchers at the merchandise, and we are both
sligh.tly took’f‘, . B Vil P L LI ‘e X R [N ~
< Deggr Siror

T uaaan,wehave‘:he ‘only lmow‘n a—,nfiddte to 'teaching sick~
ness.' Roll oné copy of" LINK. into 'a:f-_lpng}_biga_r—.‘shatje , light the for'ard end, and
push it gently under the headmastér \g dodr. ~Guaranteed to behead schools, delouse

Jaunties,  polisk-brass-work ‘Brigiter. than'Bluebell', and to give you 'that sink-
ing Feeling,'  Roll,up; T6ll up, buy a ‘éopy now ' -Only. Gne-and-fourpence .(in "
Irish cwrency); o, b “"':ta«;’ll;-}‘- ype igers 1 PGI‘_‘Q_OJF"‘.V Lo el o
. The bit I Iiked’berj : % frirst glanée was the. "Trén Beryl was a sailor™. . . .
porims’i-Poor Albert, me teart fair:bleeds for "ims - L T e ;
s tty than fruit-en!=-=--=% More .

. 7w go s’ s Phandom, is i/? . More kmut
fruity -than pusser's duff b:-I like § .- "~

L
Bhfe. e .

(+(Cor* chase fiy winger round “the wash-hbuse, and turn out the starbosrd watch b
Ah, ‘su6h ‘lovely, . innocent enthusiasm betokens one who has served in-fandom for' -
Jittle more . than a dog-watch vos Well, now. that you've met LINK - and survived - .~
how's ‘about a contrib. ? You tust have a few barmy yarns salted away somewhere, . .
concerning the Navy, or school-teachering, er bothi = And if they're- daft enough,
T.promise 'em a - good home-in LINK-5, and/or its-succesgors,  Per=-leez ?. Right -
";then: two-six on'the hangar doors, and swing them lamps e.s)+) .- o
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Seth Johnson, Ve.ux Hall, (+(Loc on I~2 - recelved "too late for inclision in nos3)+)

N.J., U, S.m ' about keeping kids in school: I don't know the economic
: situation in England, but if its anything like here =~ f

then the longer you keep them in school, the longer before they start competing for

jobse Ideal of course would be to educate them till they're 22 and then send them"

to military service for eight years, after which they could get married and: start

worklng till they are forty, and retire on pension or social security or someth:.ng.

As for the clothing problem - it might be a good idea to just tattoo the '
clothes on the darlings, and then the suit would grow with the chlld. QI.n:‘e Would ;
save cloth:.ng expenses. '

‘ - I enjoyed the Tribe X d:Lary - or at least all that I could understard ‘of ‘it.
i Though I wonder what would happen if they did all the things describéd in the ‘
- article, story, fantasy or whatever it was. 3By the way - are the X Tribeswomen as

- -8lim and sylph=-like as the illo on page 9 ? I had thought of them as more stocky,
chunky and muscle~bound types. TJould-be nice if you could photograph them all and

- gestefax on stencil, so all your readers would have a vivid idea of what they really
look like. (+(that ? =~ and lose 90 of my/our readership ? And What the fred does
- "geatefax" mean, please9)+).

I just thought of a swell idea for further adventures of the Iribes Send
them through the same journey as Alice in 7onderlande Only of course with their
- own zany reactions and adventures. I can just imagine Haggis and lush mixing it ‘
~with The (Off with their heads % ) Queen of Hearts, far instances And what they would
do with the Cheshire Cat is far the birds. In fact you could pretty pear run them
for a year on that one theme alone, and then another yee.r going "'Jhrough the Looklng

Glass "

o And if you can get hold of some Thorne leth novels you ll have -1 lot of'
other wonderful paces to put your Trlbe X throug. (+(qush11ng ? Hagg ? How'v.

a.bout it ?)+)e O

- Was ‘there- any reactlon from Hagg to my last letter ? Ask her to write to

‘me ~ I pbomise to reply. And just what is an 0XO wrapper ? Somethlng off a

bouillon cube or something ? (+(Or somethmg. Haggis mll lell All - well, perhaps

. not gu:.‘be all - if she does write, I'm sure)+). ’.

Lang Jones sounds like he lives in a most mteres tin, env:Lronment - was-he

4 using liagic Pellets in his garden ? (+(¥o. 0Oxo, of course '.§+)."‘

- - If you really want humour in sf why not try some of the old TOFFEE. stories,
or the LEFTY FEEP tales from "Fantastic" and. "Unlcnovm"o Or even SPACE OFERA by Jack

... Vances

_ Mary Reed writes 1ove1y poetry 1ndeed. (+(You reallse, Seth, that "lary
. - Reed" is just one of uushv:Lta s pseudonyms ‘?'?)+). 4nd the artwork by Ron was Just
as goods And that covers LUNK. (+(sm)+) Have fun with it.

o (+(And here s Se‘bh's loc on L—3)+) So you dare me to demonstrate the seund of one.
A " hand clapping b 7Well, I accept, far a mutual

;.'..'i.fr:.end assures me. you are curvaceous s although not quite blonde. Please send
-~ carfare. = (+( Tho's bin TALKIN' .22 "Not quite blonde", indeed-e.. Doreen insists
- . that my hair is black, which it isn't except when it Wants washing after I've been

practising on the bongoes in the coal-'oles . Archle, not wishing to offernd either
of us, says.it's light black. Anyway, Seth, you're a bit mixed-up here ~itwas-

.. me darlin' Doreen who- issued that challenge; not: F ~ And she is blonde - or at least,
. she wasy last time. I saw her ...’ no she rasn't, she was light Drown ees I uh:mk cne

" Doreen, what colour is it now ?)+).

Congratulations on L—}'s cover. Real far-out and fannish, with the Tribe
‘X.gang posing for a photo. (+(Ooooch % Cheek })+). Bacover was also goode

Thy should you impose your standards of cleanliness on those who don't -
share them ? As long as they don't insist you go without a bath or washing, or-
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to have your clothes washed or dry-cleaned.

Dunno how the heck the boys outnumber the girls with two world wars in my
lifetime slaughtering the boys off and leaving the girls. : |
‘ Ignatius Pumpernickle wrote a nice farmish story - or did you write it your- |
self ? And that poem of yours sounds like a wonderful way to escape winter, only now
(+(June 14thd+) I'd like to find some means of escaping summer, doggone ite .

I enjoyed your bit on "The Night Bumpers", and I only wish the Long Joh
radio program reached England. Ie really had a flock of witnesses and occult students
on his panel one night, talking about a house in Long Island haunted by poltergedstse
As usual there was an adolescent child on the premises - male this time, though.
1ids unscrewed off jars under their very eyes and went flying all over the place;
heavy objects also moved where noc-one could possibly have touched them. Reporters
had books, ash-trays, ink-wells and other bits £ of furniture thrown at them. This
was several years ago but it did make the papers and some of the occult magazines.

Doryl ParKley was terrific and she certainly ought to try her hand at the
prozines. And™Fog" might be only too grimly prophetic of the immediate future at
thate. ‘

Your adventures with Koirshan most interesting. I just hope you brought
home a few seed pods. -Second.instalment most eagerly awaited. _
. . Congratulations on having a letter from one. of my favourite British authors,
Mr. Tubb. (If it is the author who wrote). +(It was)+)e ~ : :
" Your "Mist" was terrific.and I'm goshwow over your poetry. How about
publishing some of your pop-songs.some time, with music ? (+(Sorry = I can't write

¥,

music except in very élementary form. But I guess I could use a lyric or two as

“rillers" if necEssary )+).

LY

Bob Little, London, Nehe - I'm afraid I'didn't like the covers - the drawings seemed
S B " %o me rather crude and amateurishs "The Man Who Thought
Paint" wasn't bad, but if it could have been cut down a bit I think it would have
been bejters: ' . o : : ‘
I liked "Escape from Winter." ' This is really greater praise than it sounds,
since all the other poems I've read, including the W.R.N.S. bit, and "Mist", left
me completely indifférente.... . 4 : S
"The Night-Bumpers." A load of words around one small idea, and an ‘idea
that is besed on damn-all at that. And T have no idea what "The Sluff Affair" was

about.

baby, twangéf: Yup b o : . ‘ _
"Roghiwas Just a story, neither good nor bade Jhy did the husband have to .
do the killing though, ... . = ‘ .
alyothe-hell did you have to cut “I'm Home Again, But ..." into pleces ?
Tt was the best' stéfy you had in the issue and what was there wasn't very longe ... . cind
Fingiily, two things: Eric Frank Russell did an article on Fusapia Palladino,. @ %05
.a peasant girl who could move -things, in the October 1957 issue of "Astounding", and -
“gas is not, reépeat not, CO. It's mostly hydrogen, and if people contimieisaying’ - .« % 7
things like that in LINK I'm going to be shot for reading subversive. literdtiwre's
G (0o-er - but thanks for the information. ‘Jo're always willing to-learrs “E'm ot
entirely surey'Bob, but.I think you took L=3 a leetle too seriously. . Get ysurself

oy

i
:}'.R“évd Kitchen" was good. And, thank ghod, it wasn't overdone. "Ah loves my
|
\
|

one of old Doddy's tickle-sticks before you tackle - tickle - T'tl:_lis"_-qne L)+)e AP

Stan Halliday, Hull. I had a damred good argument lined up for this letter until. - o

- . " I read your Jimmy-the-One's editorial in I=3. Hell an' all, =
what can you do with a gal like that ? She could flog ‘sapd “to anarab % It was . |
such a powerful editorial that it Kicked the skids away from my point and left me Lo ol
flate If she's over 21 I'll stand booting. (+(So boot him, somebody % )+). Bt . .LooH

Doy
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good for her, eh ? I'm a 1oner myself - alwa.ys ha.ve been - but 1t must be grea.t to
be as ent}lus st-ic £:Y- 3 that about. anything. s

" detect a. lessenlg of humour twixt the fair pc.ges of L-3 2 I'm hop:.ng -
not. Yet I ve'dug out number 1 and compared, and though I can't put my finger on it -
there does .seem to be.a little more seriousness creeping in. You Just keep the o
laffs flowing as.in No, 1 and all Hull will be happy. e

Nice: little yern from Doryl Parkley (? - a pen-mame ? Yours ? Miss .oike
Parker's ? 'Thoss, then ?).” (+(Both; it was a collaboration, though Doreen wrote the
originmal, - S‘f‘unny I thought that the package-name, "Doryl Pe.rkley" wouldn't fox:
anybody for a ‘minute.. And it's lrs. Parker.) J+) Couldn't quite make up my mind
whether or not it would have ffltted into the old "Teird Tales." liore “to ‘come ?

Re these long-hairs. I just don't agree, B I can just :um.glne my old pop
s:.t’c:.ng down to Sunday dimner, looking round at his five sons and seeing ons with his
hair in his eyes. I can assure you the resulting action would have been drastlc.-
Very drastic ...and what do I think ? Proper thing too. No matter Whlch way I look
at it, I just cannot see any form of manhood in women's hair-styles. :

Earl E. Evers, U.S. army. Ron McGuinness's little creatures using a dlscerded old
shoe as a shrine (?) natural cur1031ty (?) tourist

attraction (?) or ... (?) brings to mind a story ides. There's this colony of tiny
intelligent creatures on Earth, see, and they know nothing about human civilisation,
but have all sorts of speculations about space travels So one day this beer can
comes hurtling out of the window of a passing car and lands right in the middle of
the colony eso

"Natterbox" -~ it's nice to find a segment of fandom where the fen simply
enjoy themselves, and the only "unprintables" are confined to jokes in private
letters, instead of being incorporated in character assassdinations. For so many,
fandom is formed of steel links to blat fellow fen, as with a bicycle chain

"Pebble in the Pool" - personally, boys with shoulder-length hair strike me
as effeminate. Custom, I guess, or maybe brainwashing. Question: how would we react
to a culture of alien humans whose male and female hair styles were reversed ? .2
Answer: if there was going to be extemnsive contact with them, our own styles would
change to meet theirs, (+(I Gon't see why, Earl. If the aliens came here, wouldn't
it be more a case of "when in Rome, do as the Romans do, and the hell with the
Greeks " ? I mean, why shouldn't the aliens change thelr styles to conform with
ours ? In any case, I think there would be gradwal "fra.ternlsatlon," and in a
generation or two, we wouldn't be able to distinguish between four groups (their
males, thelr females, and our ditto), let alone the present two b V+)
‘ iaybe that's what's happening already - we might be going back to the
_anecient unlversal hair-style - long hair for both sexes, with the men bearded to
“to emphas:Lze the difference. .7ith present clothing styles, and the increasing
trend towards nudity, we. could farget the beards anyway, perhaps (+(Archie
Gordon » Alan} All beards on deck, and man the forrard guns % There's a
Gillette spy off the port bow b )+). Tith skin“tight tights,. short, shorts - to say

" “nothing of the topless trend -it's not too hard to tell the difference !

‘"The Man Who ‘Ihought Paint™ - it seems to be a fundamental trait of modern
man to enjoy being mystlfled. A streak of masochism, no doubts This was an
excellent example - and I do hope no<one. spoils the whole thing by engaglng in a
long lettercol debate, trying to dissect and analyse the symbolism % 1I'd like to
suggest a slight improvement, though - have the narrator in on the joke, too, so
he concludes: "Yes, of course - I never thought of it that way' " And interjecting
his own imcomprehensible comments about the subtleties ofn"thinking painte " It
would, perhaps, be difficult to do this without giving the game away - or, worse
yet, reveallng that there is no sense to the story - but it would be much more
frustrating and ta.nta.llslng for the reader sos
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"Escape fromsdimter’ was nice - it's good Work when you can mke an oEper-
ience as personal as receiving and hearing a record eome alive to theo reader, and
'-;,b%{Qnd‘ thaty crdate a moods” Very:goode
ci g rwognithe N;.ght—Bwnpers. " It's too vague and sketchy for my taste ~ I d rather
see %;qi;lelee on;psi-and.the ogcult:limited {o one' incident, book review, specific
segment of a theory, per article. ' ‘But most fanzines won't even mention this subject
cand I'mginterestped. in it, so please keep it up. If enough peoplec show an interest
)ImxbeﬂLIl\}K -aall become a sort of forum for psi and occult subjects. I'd like to see
it-happenyignd LINK is an apt title for such a zine. (+(I'm interested in it too -
but,\ a8 Tlve; .said.-in "Pobble" this timc, I aim to keep LINK daft in future.
Howevery. 1f enoug,h péople writc to me/us and thus provide sufficient material, I
mz,ght consider producing a2 separate zine later, along the lines you suggest)+). )
I thought "Red Kitchen" was a little crude to be really fumny. )
" MThe Sluff Affair" was a little too much for me. %his sort of thing is
»hfgz’d enough reading when I know the in-group involved - even in such a case, I'm
usually almost too _exhausted to laugh. In this case the story was almost as
mystifying as "The Man “ho Thought Paint".

Only it was a much less satisfying sort
of i mystification, as I know the story does have a meanlng, at least to insiders.

And 11; gets cold way out here 1ook1ng in ...
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Found the above cartoon among the “oddments " at Project artshow.

(Jprldcon, London, sugust 1965). I have mild hysterics every time I look
.- at it; this-is definitely my kind of humour. It's by Gery Deindorfer
T of Whom I'd 1like to know more), and it first appeared in YANDRO-103.

+++++

A "England expects se." = that's Why they call her the Mother Country o«
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, It s rather fortuitous that it just happens to be my edltorlel turn th:Ls
time, since I've apparently been promoted. - (The next bit is for the berefit of
non=-PaDners who are regulerly inflicted with copies of LINK)

- I'm now co-ndm1m.strator of PaDS with Archic I/'ercer. (}urles Platt, it
seems, suffered a fatal attack of Green Onlons, and AI‘Chle 1mnedlately developed
a case of "Let not poor PaDS depart i

v

. To cut o short story even shorter (we ere creatures of impulse), archic

) and I have taken over PaDS. Te fecared that we had a.rrlved too late at the scene of u
“the: a001dent the PaDS-pulse was weak and thready, and those of 1ts limbs which

were still. functioning pleaded inertia as. rege.rds a proposed 4th Mo 111ng last July.
or asugust. 'We preseribed a lorg convalescence - three months, to be exact - and
endeavoured durlng that perlod to keep .the corporate entity alive. - We administered
(that's why we've dubbed ourselvcs Admlmstrators, see ?) copious doses of things

called Mercerculars, and even provided it with a2 now Constitution - and what that
.cost in letters and 'vhone calls Would make thc Natlonal Debt look like the retail

prlce of a used Oxo cube eee

-

~wxrchie 1sn't PaDS member, and doesn't intend becomlng one. As a veteran.

.OMPAII, he prizes his monapan status. However, .if at any tims hc feels like inject-
ing & modicum of Archimercatorial maddery into PaDS, it'll probably appoar in LINK.

and you all get regular 1oc s from hlm, too. So Shurrup moanin' ...

You may have noted (on page 3) that we've had to increase the prlce of LINK
to 1/6d, per copy. Sorry about this = but since this is a 50page issue, we hope
you'll agree that the increase was Justified, Reflect that .had there in fact been

a July/august Mailing, you'd have had‘to pay 2/~ %

However.,_ to gild the whatsit a blt, we 've decide'd “15:3 run a kind of
compe tition. ‘The writer of the daftest loc on this issue will receive a valuable

‘prize which he/she will teeasure all his/her life. The Jjudges will be Mary, Hagg

and myself, and anybody who gives us an argument about our decision will be subie cted
to the vengeance of the entire Tribe, so watch it %

+ 4+ o+ + o+

4t the time of writing I'm no longer 11v1ng in the Tin Shack, and it's
unl:.kely I'll be returning there, for entirely personal reasons, I'm told that
every zine must carry an address, though, so, since I have no settled one at present,
please address all loc's, contributions, subs, etce, to me at:

c/o 46 Olive Road, Dogsthorpe, PETERBOROUGH. ~and in order to confuse everybody

still further, I'll sign this editorial with my new name: .. Beryl Mercer.
(By Deed Poll on this 141th day of November, 1965). Surely that's worth an loc ??
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DEPARTIENT OF FREE ENLIGHTTMN:ENT FOR TF HITHERTO UNINFORIED

T have received a number of queries along the lires of: "7hat does 'PaDS!
stand for ?" and "What does 'OMPA' mean ?" Gather round, O ye of little learning,
and hearken.

. To deal first with the older institution: '0.1LP.A.' stands for: 'Offtrail
Magazine Publishers' Association. ' It was.founded in September 1954 by Vincent, : .-
Clarke and Ken Bulmer, with Chuck Harris making up the committee trio. lembership,.
which is now world-wide, is limited to 45 contributors, each of whom must publish
in OMPA.a minimum of 12.quarto pages per year. (Four mailings per year - number
46 due out next month). To quote from the OMPA Constitution: "‘ambership is open .
to anyone who applies to the Association Editor (AE) and is able to show proof of.
activity in amateur publishing during the previous twelve months to the satisfaction
of the -current officers." (This does not mean that an applicant must previously
have published his own fanzine; contributions to other people's fanzines-also
count as ‘activity in amateur publ;ls_h:’mg'). "Tf the membership roster isnfull at
the .time of application, the AE places those applicants with proper: eredentials on. -
a waiting list in order of applications” - : . Ce : :

. The present AE ds: Brian Jordan, 25¢, Brocco Bank, SHEFFIELD 11, Yorks. -
.t present the OMPA waiting list is fairly shorte In redent years the membership .
has to an.increasing extent been mede up of American contributors. Since OMPA: is
administered from Britain, this tends to reduce the nuiber, of potential edfiinistra-.
tors. British applicants for future membership will therefore be especially
welcome - for the time being, at any ratee i . : : -

- for. t B T LSRR Y

: C'paDS! stands/the 'Printing and Distributing Serwice!;,-.and is the: same .
kind of institution as OMPA, i.e. it préduces four mailings per- year, ard- each
member receives a copy of every other member's fanzine. There are, however,
certain fundamental differences, to wit: contributors .to PaDS must be members of
the B.S.F.A. in good standing, and PaDS offers- facilities to those members who .
do not possess; or do not have access to, Atypewriters and/or duplicators.- Being . -
a comparatively young organisation. (fourded by Charles Platt in 196L4), the PaDS -
membership is small at present, and therefore it has not been thought necessary to
set a limit upon it. The present Administrators of PaDS are-irchie and myself,
and anyone wishing further details is cordially invited to write to us at the,
address on page L. SRS L o

“Tith reference to the ‘émlo_s’é‘cimf’lyer: ,aﬂyone wanting further details
about that particular matter should write to the address therein. Not to us,
please. : o

. . ++ BM
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