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“ENEVER

When tho worlds' publishoers ars gouging one another's oyes out to
gain possossion of my posthumous papers I hono thoy nay due rogard
to tho pile in tho bottom drawor of tho airing cugrboard. It con-
tains all ths 0/18 editorials I've written and discardod. In it
they'll find some of the sublimest proso svoer typed and some of
the damnfoolest notions ever comnitted %o paper. Abcut tho only
thing thoy won't find is = discourse on ths rocent tragic loss of
a sense of wondor,

I haven't written that one - yet. Primarily bocauso I
suddenly discovered that I hadn't lost it. Encouragoed by certain
allegedly friendly fans I've lately imagined myself too 0ld to own
any further cepacity for wondering (among other things) but, as
tho title above indicates, I've suddenly talen a new lcase of lifo.

As from about a month ago I find myself £illod to brim-
ming-over with wonder; so lavishly endowod with it that I'vo been
going around bestowing some of it on such friends as waren't nim-
ble enough to ovado me; and still so roplete that, with a captive
audience right hore in front of moy; I'm going to shars it with you.

Perhaps I'd better mate it clear, though s that about
the last thing I Tender About now is scioncefiction. Inctead I
Wondor About fandom. (Of course, I've Wonderod About Pandom for
years but this is tho first time I've got vocal about it.) irst
of all; as eXamina!ion of that pilo of rejections would show, I
started off to Wonder which particular fandom we wers in at pres-
ent, I suspect it's gbout Ninth but I lost count of 'em somewhero

arcund Second and never caught up since. Still, ths numbor does-
n't mattor.

The point is : What sort of fandom is this ons ? We
all know it isn't g scionccfiction fandomn and that doesn't bring
many tears to our oyes, but it it a Music Fandom ? Thera's nvid-



enoe enough in OMPA, in PLOY, in GRUE and A BAS and half-a~dozen
other zines that music, especially jazz, is a major focus of fan-
dom. Unfortunately this sweot illusion is shattered the moment
one opens TRIODE and discovers that we live in a tape-recorder
age. By that yvard-stick a fan without a tanerccorder will shortly
be as pass¢ a8 a fan without a typewriter.

Conscling oucselvoes with the thought that though we have-
n't got it at leaci we kadw wist it is we find ourselves pitched
ruthlessly back t9 tlhe begivning - as ignorant as ever — when a
closer perusal of cerhiuir othe: fanzinos reveals all too clearly
that this is a Personaliity iantom. Fans who aren't ocither thor-
oughly obnoxiouc or ‘'differont’ to the point of eccentricity just
ain't fans. They're conformists.

It was R&reabouts that my Wondering About fandom came to
a temporary halt. OCne can't live in a permanent stato of Wonder
without eventually going neurotic ; se I sloped off into my half-
finished greenhouse and worked off my frustrations on a wodge of
lovely soft putty. And it was while I was fitting the last pane
of glass that a new Wonder came over me all of a suddon-like.

Why, I thought aloud, isn't there a Greoenhouseo fandom 7
If Bentcliffe can hawk his taperecorders round fandom and Mercer
and Brunner and Vondelmans can blow thoir trumpets (or squeeze
their concertinas) all over tho place, and fans can go around
with large and vulnerable chips on their shoulders just begging
for a feud, why shouldn't I start a Trend?

Way shouldn't I contact all those fans Who posscss gar-
dens and encourago them to build groonhouses; and then I'd have
a keen and receptive audionce and could fill ORICN with Zauchneria
californicas and Belerencus guttatas and be just as esoteric and
cosy as all thu other musicrans and taperecordists and convontion-
eers and would-ra-feudars,

I wonder why I don't ?

L] L] o L] L] . L] L L L] @ L] L]

I wonder, too, what the 'individualists' will think of
this ORION ? It isn't, so far as my projudiced eye can sec; a
lot different from a1l tle previcus Orions. Practically all the
same words have been used and in some cases almost the same sen-
tences; just sligh:ly rearrunged. The same people have written
to YSI and John Berry is still in there, lawless and disorderly.
The one and only innovation is the Terry Jeeves story. It is the
Pimet ihor {mihirr Lhan o lettar) Tlva had from Torry -nd it ic
the rirst btimo any of his awtwork has appeared in O, dows it WoGG
be the last.

Next issuce George Richards takes over Beardless & Bright-
oyed with a factual article about the Marie Celesto. The facts
are now to me and even if thoy're old to you you can at least |
argue about 'om. et
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a good 1 o
but one day he found alilx
copy of ASTOUNDING in—
the south forty, left =

~ i

there by some campoer; j >
from then on he began //
to yearn for the big i

city, where he could i _
get more of the stuff. b oy

At last +tho longing became too much for him and his work
began to suffer, until tho farmer decidad to help the lad find
his proper placo in the world. He threw Zcke out .

Tho simple 1lad picked himself up from the road and was
about to return to tho farm for his kitbag when the farmer oblig-

ingly threw that out, too. His aim was good. Onco morc Zoke
picked himself up and set out on the road to tho city.
I

y/%ﬁz Since he was a simple country lad it was two. days

==} beforc he discovercd that ho had startod off in the
endls? 2 Wrong direction; and two more boforo he passed the
- >§$ farm on the rcturn journey. Being a sentimental
: )] lad he naturally wondored, as ho passod the gata,

K_/ V\_ if thc Tarmer would miss him. He nenad not have
:/, r”’\{d\ worried. Tho farmer didn'+% ; instead he scored a
dircct hit with the copy of ASMOUNDING which Zekeo

—
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had left bohind.

Tho lad ploddod on, occasionally
pausing to quench his thirst from a
sparkling stream or to allay his hunger
by breaking into any ocumpty housc he
, chanced to pass. In this way he grad-
==X syually drew noarer to tho big city, until

~“wthe day camo whoen he tound himself walk-
ing up onec of its busiost strects.

\

In his simplo, country fashion
he sought out a ncusstand and locatod a
magazino dovotel to scionco fiction. It
was the work c¢f a momont to urrecl his
fishing line, snag the hook into its cover and. walk away round
thoe corner, naying cut tho lino as he wont.

T ¥

Onco round the cerner he begen to ruel in his wrize.
As it came round the sorner he bent down tc rotrieve ity thus
placing himself in porfect position for dhe ministrations of tho
newsvendor, who had nipped out of tho ¢ido door. Being an o~
footballer the newsvondor knew exactly what to do. He did it.
2eke picked himself up onco more and departed in soarch of cas-—
ier game.

Halfway along the road he came %o a sign paintor
working at the top of a ladder. Zeke pausod to watch. Tho pain-
tor finally noticed tho pathetic figure in farm clothes .and somo-
thing about tho upturned face appoaled to hime He omptied his
paint pot over it. :

Zoke staggered off, determined to show theso poople
what a simple farm lad with an honest Kot 50
heart could do. He observed, he liston-
ed and he lcarneds Weeks went by, and
ho was no longoer the simple lad in farm
¢lothese Ha now had a suit of Harris
tweed waish had once belonged to a lab-
ourer and which he won by the simple ex-
pedisnt of filling his sock with sand
and applying it to tho left ear of theo
labourer as he left a bar at the end of
the day.

It was obvious that 2eke
st11l believed in the simple way of life.

4

(Continued on P ))
ntinued on pr— ;
pk._/



Ho nrospered as time pasced but at heart he was always the sim-
ple country lad. Mo still us=d the sane sock; £illed with tha
original sanc.

Nevortheless, benceth +his simple axtorior burnsd all
the 0ld yearning for scienceiiction. He docided to try again.
Ho chosc a time when the nowsstand had no other custoimers but,
romombering the fiasco of tho fishing line; adoptod the direct
approach. o walked straight into the shop and two minutes lavor
camo out again with his magazine. The simpla stocking had again
proved its worth, In his usual forthright fashion ho had also
addad the contonts of the till to his own financoes. :

he ycars passaed. Thanks to his simplo sock of sand
Zeke grew richer and richer. His passion for sciscince fiction
had also grown and scarco a day woni br without Zeko scanning
thoe newsstands windows for the gaudy, ~Tfantaostic covers which so
appoalod to him, (nce he had tricd a Westorn owing o a faulty
reconnaigsance; but had thoroughly dislikod it. The thing ob-
viously catorod to people of a very difforocnt tasio. Zake stuck
to science fiction.

Pclicn wero huniting far and wide for the man who stolo
“only scienca fiction 'and tho contonts of the $ill, Dbul Zeko's
simplo innocenca guarded him wall. Thon, ons day, tho first
varning of disaster cama. His goclk nacded darning.

Zceke noticed first just aftor ho had been down to coll-
ect th- latest Galay. As ho leit the snop, sliosning the spare
money into his pocket, -he noticed a slight stirring in the ro-
cumbent body of the nswsvendor. Ho looked at his sicke Sure
enough, thsre was a small lLiclo in the too and through this some
of the sand had dribbled so that the sock had lost its potancys.

To Zeko's simple mind this meant the ond of all his new
found wealth and scicnce fiction and ho doacided to male tha most
of the remaining sand before it all ran outs Ho hagtonaed tc a~
nother necwsetand, hurriediy belted the assistant a fcurpenny one
aind frantically gatheced np cvory copy of aevery scioncs fiction
magazine he could see, If this was 0 be his last dict of sf,
Z2ekno was dotormined it should bo a geod once

" Leaving the shep, he made his way, by bacl: stroots, W0
his roomin; houss, throw tho nearly omty sock on the bad and
began tc adovour his scicnc: fiction.

Tl e Eiig) hour lator there came a thundsrous knocking
on the door and two largs mon in bluo burst in. Zoko shot up in

5
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The Student and I have s ®§wvﬂ%m
had several conversat-
ions lately. He looks
in on Friday evonings \ 2% ~‘;/¢/ L}
" for an hours or so " PP Z >
and looks out again S 4 ti&fEE%%
parly on Saturday morning. In the intorim we outling possible
social systoms, discuss art and literature; exchange bawdy
Jokes or reminisce about the 0ld School. At least, I ramin-
isce. He is still a student thero and as there is a diffor-
ence of twenty years between us my recollections of masters
and pupils as they were provide him with hours of relativoly
harmlecss amusement.,

In turn he brings me up-to-date with sninnets about
the French master who had to marry the Head's sccretery; the
Physics blol: whose moustachs burst into flames when he was
demonstrating a Tessla coil to the Lower Third (Tessla coils
in nincteenfiftysix !) and the now wing they are building just
wherc the orchard uscd to be.

As long as our conversation is confinod to these and
kindred subjocts we maintain a chumny atmosphere; but occas-
ionally discord crecps in. Sometinas we share a bottls of
wine, for instance, and thon an alcohol-induced frankness be—
comes obtrusive.

On ono such occasion wo wre discussing Richard Joff-
crics "Hodge And His Masters" which has always becn one of my
favourite books, and was includcd in the Studont's rcading for
Economic History. How marvollous, heo rhapsodised, it must
have been if one was a successful farmer in those days. No
Tush and tear; no savage Incomo Tax or rationing or form fill-

ing or -



] - tclevision or radio or motorcars, ¢inemas. Lliuai-
rated daily papers, tinned pineapple, I joined in enthmelno -
tically. .

His look conveyed none of the respcct I felt myv sen-
jority deserved. You're just boing bloody sarcastic, ho saic.

No I'm not, I assured him. I mean it.

Then you're a clot, he said. Thoso things arc among
the fow assets progress has given us. They've widoned our [SYPRES
look, increascd our leisurc and made life morc worth living.

All right, I said. I'11 allow you the tinned pine-
apple but I dony that the others are assoets, I manage quite
woll without television or a motorcar or the cincma or -

-~ But you're OLD, hec said.

: I passed for a minute. I had to sip a drop of port-
type South African grape juice bofore I could £0 O

0ld ? I echoed. At fortyfive ? Why, I said; I'vo
had more experiencu of progress than any goneration who e7er -
1ivod bofore me. I grow up with radio and cinomas and illust-
rated PaporS....... and then I had to switch +hs convorsation
q uickly Because I suddchly roalisod how right ho was.

Twonty years ago I thought radio was so wondoerful
that I checrfully sat up half the night whilo my cars woene b o~
ing paralysed by a pair of hoadphones, just in the hope of
gotting some sound through them. I spont half my pockst money
on visits to tho cinema and when I road raporits about the im-
minence of a nationwide telovision sorvice my hoart swolled
with joy and I cut out another cardboarc scanning disc,

But that was 'hwentyx yoars ago. Somchow, somcwhore,
my enthusiasms for all these technical miracles have leaked
away. Truc, I have finally accepted radio as an adjunct to
living ; I need it for the morning weather roport and tho Ar-
chers but the rost of the time I kocep the spoalker in my room
switched off. I haven't boecn to the cinoma six times since
the war onded and probably won't go anothor throeo times befora
the next one starts and I find the newspaper comic Strips aw-
fully hard to follow,

I haven't got a telwvision, a motorcar, an electric
razor; a rofrigerator, hi-fi or any of the doznn or so gadgets
guarantoed to tako the backache out of gardening. Tor ycars I
lot a ro*nry duper lie around sulking while I used an incredib-
ly primitive flatbod and I evon writo Tanlettors with pen and
ink.

/

* A11 right, all right. Thirty.



Now pleaso don't misunderstand me. I'm not boasting
about all this. I'm just as horrifiod as you arc j in fact
I'm more horrified than you becaunse I know how Tomoto is the
possibility that I shall ever catch up with life. I Just havo
not the timo left.

It's all right for the Student to watch tolovision
when he ought to be working on his Marginal Theorios. Hoe can
do them tomorrow. An covening at the cinoma won't really dis-
rupt hie schedule becauss he can pick i% up again next day or
the day aftor. Ho's got more tomorrows than I have. I'm al-
ready ten yoars behind with mv programmz - ton years which I
lost sitting up in front of crystal sets and silver scrouns,
or riding about in motor cars.

The consoquencos have been disastrous. I've listen—
ed, looked and riddon my way into middle age without having
acheived one of tho ambitions I formed whoen I, too; was a
Student, I haven't writton the bestselling novel, disccvored
a sccond Shangri-la in Africa, invented the botter mousetrap
or evon acquired the financial stability that I was so cortain
I was going to do, twenty or so yoars ago.

And 1t wasn't until a tocnager caliod me 'old' that
I suddenly bocame aware of all theso omissions.

I'm a middle-aged stodge, I said to myself, and I'h
what I am becauso progress nas made mo it. If wirsless and
the cinema and illustratoed papers hadn't boeguiled meo into was-

ting ten years of my lifs I might b» rich; a novellist, an ex
plorer of distinction and an honoured inventor by now. Cursed
be progress for what it has dono to mo; I said. Damn and
blant all the labour-saving dovicos that I'vo wasted ten years
over -~ the tolophones I've hung onto, the typewriters that
have seduced mo into writing a thousand words whero a quill
pen would have got me out in ton; the ".l.ctric light which has
kept me up until carly morning when I might have gonc to bod
at sundown and got up all the fresher for it.

Confound evorything, I said, and in particular all
those aspoects of civilisation which, instead of giving me loi-
Sure, havo shortensd life for me and left mo only long cnough
to sit and think about how badly they've troated meooo..-.

Whon I had thought myseclf to a standstill I discov-
orod that the Student had crept quietly away. Perhaps ho had
exporiencoed soma tolepathic qualms and bogun to figure how
many tomorrowe HE had loft. Porhaps ho felt that fruitless
spaeculation would haston him to the grave every bit as fast as

5



an cvening at tho Odeon.

Whatever tho cause he hasn't boen round the last two
Fridays which is just as well. Tomorrecw I want to start on tho
novol. It's a bit too late to go looking for anothor Shangri-
la but I hope, somedays; %o find one inside mo. As £ thoe
mousetrap; I should bo ablo to slap that togethor any rainy af-
ternoon and then I'1l automatically be in the monoy.

I've plenty of time if I hurry.
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THRE ATI CONSUMING PASSION (Continued from p.ﬁ
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surprise. How had they found
him ?

Suddenly, he saw.

i

///
Xﬁ¥”$ / //,
/

That simple sock of his had &
left a trail of sand all tho T

way to his rooin.

One o7 the men step-
ped forward and glancod round
the room.

" Got you at last,
wise guy - and your own
sock trapped ya ! "

He looked round again /f R“'“%N/
and gaped at the pile of /L};T {”
staples in one corner.

"ihat the hell are they doing there ?"

Poor Zoke explained that they camo from the magazines
hs had taken.

"Why vou read that tripe I don't know," commentod the
other policoman.

Poor simplo Zcke tromblod. His sccrot must at last
come oute "I don't recad ite I can't rcad."

MDhon what the hell DO you do with %ho stuff ?" tho
first policcman aslkod.

"I eat it," Zoke answorod.
B8 B B OB e L B O BB B G 00 G D OB D CL B B A BB C B @ 0@,
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Honest faneditors, in their
incautious momoents, will
admit that fans don't write
so many lotters—of—comment
as they used. This may be
one of the dangers Ving
Clarko warned us about long
* ago Wwhen he suggestod that
. theros were too many fan-
zines, or it may moan that
there are fower fans inter-
. ested in fanzines,; or that
~ thero arc fewor fans poriod
: S : . i = or simply that fanzines are
less worthy of comment now-a-days. It may even be a symptom of the
general blase attitude rife in to-day's fandom which shows itself al-
so in a lost sense of wonder.

Or the faneditors concerned may bo losing half their mail.

What a lot of possiblec reasons there are {or smaller letter
columns ! But there is no reason for a smaller YSI (said he, smugly)
and it's a Good Life.

TERRY JBEVES; 58 Sharrard Grove, Shoffield, 12.

I liked the Atom cover - I've never yet seen him do a bad one,
but this issue of Orion gave me a shoclkk bacause of his cover. 1
don't know if you realise it but now that Atern is doing so much
fanworlk, especially in covers (all good ones I hasten to state)
most British fanzines are locking more and more as if they come
from the same stable. Hyphon, Ret, Ploy, Orion, to mention
just a few, not only have covers by Atom but also their titling
secms to use the same lettor guides (Atom's ?). 4Most probablys
The point of this si that you can have too much of even a good
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thing. Rather like whon plastic first bogan to invade the

market, Iverything used it, whother suitable or not. The

material was good but it wags oversold at first and gainod a

bad name. I certainly hops the same thing dooesn't happon
to Arthur. This toendency is exaggecrated by the incroasing

use of his interior illos. Apart from humane considorat-

ions - Atom is not a work horse slave - I!'¢ like to soe

more variety in general fanzine art,; rather than this att-

itude which seens to be entering the fieldeoo.. "Sond it to

Atom for an illo; he's good and he'll do it for us."...

Bofore I get accused of sour grapos horo let
me say that I don't mean "Send it to Jeeves". I don't do
much fmz illoing these days, partly because of time and
partly because of the great number of good fanartists ow
in tho field. To name a few, Rotsler EUTEE . Y
for his bems and nudes : Bddie Joncs ?ilézﬂf
for his lifolike cartoon work : Tony v {S
Glynn Tfor his fantagtic characters...

Jack Wilson is also an
excellent artist but his work sufiers
from the fault of boeing unsuitable
for stoncil work. Bill Harry is &
whiz at futuristic scenes etc., and
§0 Wo go on. Atom is ‘tops for the
humorous illo but he gets Ilogged to PRAS, sz ~E
death. I like bacon and eggs but I'd *
hate to meet 'em at every meal time, 3ece what I moan ?
4£Dimly. You moan Atom is a glutton for work 9

—
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Inough on art... let's get on with tho mag it-
self. The justification and dummying of the pagos must bo
a chore in itself and to my mind, if you havo tho patiocnce
(which I haven't), a job well worth doing., Howovor, in Or-
ion's case the dincreased ncatness is wastod owing to tho
number of pages whero the ink runs faint and ofisot ruins
tho neat margin. A graat pity, as if theso two faults were
correccted you would have one of the bhesi prcduced mags on
the markots 4D'you meezn I could SiLL it ?)} Howover, I
pguess most of this was caused by your roemoval and conscquent
deadline rushing, and that whon once back ta normal Orion
will hit a now high. +Nico of you to say so, Terry, but I
fear it isn't only thate MTruth is I'm but an indifTeront
typist and a rank rotten duplicator. Maybe things will im-
prove from now on, though.s



«ooeeesDaphne Buckmastier's page was spoilt by a poor heading
and that put me off to a bad start. However, granting for a
moment the '"sense of wonder", I enjoycd her argumonts in
favour, against, on and around the subject. But personally
I feel that this "sense of wonder" is one of those things
wvhich first appear purely as a good linc in a speech or
written article but never rcally exist = like the fable of
the Scotsman's thrift, '

From then on you iry to prove, disprove and explain
something that never existed, Porsonally I rather fancy a
better name {for sonse of wonder would be nostalgia.... a
happy memory of a thing past, once all the bad points are
lost from memory. I often long for (of all things) tho
good old pro-war Saturday, when the pace of life was more
leisurelyses.... In actual fact, Saturdays are just the samo
but memory endows them with something extra...hence so much
pining for the 'Good 01d Days'.

Jam For The Sergeant was, as usual, a masterly
piece of Berry work (no pun intended) <None taken}, and tho
item doos not lead me off into realms of speculation as did
the others - thus saving paper.

Atom's cartoons wore good but suffered from the
fact that he was apparently trying to 'do X pagos' of them
and a few less would havo improved the section....

Letter scction was as good as ever, and though I
like to see fanzine reviews at any time, I don't care for

then in conversation style - takos up too much space with
extra dialogue which could be devotod to the fanzZines.o....
Terry

If FANLIGHTS continues in its present form (though at the time
of writing I don't even know if it will have any form at all)
it is 1likely to become even less like a fanzine review column
and more generally just a column period. Anyone object ?

GAUDEAMUS HIGGINBOTTOM, The Penthouse, Joricho Bldg, Scavongers
Yard; London & C.
Dear Mr Enever,

It has just been brought to my notice that
you have publicly accused me of being nothing but a psoud-
onym of my friend and protege Mr. Morcer. Or, perhaps more
strictly, you've accused him of using me as a pscudonym. I

Fan
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cannot, of course, speak for anybody but nyself, but so far
as I am aware I amn not a pseudonym for anybedy. Moreover,
by taking me for nothing more than a pscudonym you mistalke
my entire purpose in oxisting in the first place,; which is
to bey not a pseudonym, but an imaginary character in my own
right. Trusting you will now see roason I romain yours
faithfully (Gandoanms Higginbottom)

I am so 1little intimidated by the awful threat implicd in this
letter that I cheesrfully forged Gaudcamuseses' signaturc. I do,
howevery; apologise to Mr. A. lercer for ever suggesting that he
was Jack Williams' Grandfather. A similarity of postinarks mis-
led me.

ALAN BURKS, 10 Southfield Terrace, Scrogg Rde, Wallkor, Hewcastle
upon-Tyne 6.
You have my hoartfelt sympathies. As you will soe by tho
abovo address, I too have been moving and while I don't have
a rogiment of plants and whatnot to move, bellicve me, there
was a van full to sort out; and what with having a now gas-—
stove and fridge fitted we were up to our necks in it. <Tho
gas-stove or the fridge ? 3

...Now for a comment on 0. I will say nothing about
the duplication of my copy, which was atrocious, because the
whole thing was probably an emerg. ish. Glad to see you're
on the +ly bandwagon ; producing a fanzine more froguently
turns pleasuro into pain both for readers and editors, and
racing against time is something the Gestalters are not good.
at 3 after all, ;jthe unigqueness of GJS i not
acheived without paines... But back to Orion. . b .,
B& S is nice, but who can't ad 1ib and : e
justify at the same time ? On most typers
thore is a measurement bar - you just think
what you want to says; equate it against said °
bar snd there you arc..... theoretically..
Practically it is quite difficult. {What a
masterpieco of understatement ! "You just
think what you want to say" ! I never know
what I'voe said until I've typed it.d

The Buclkmaster Sense of Wohdore.... I like my 7
slickly turnod out by professional writers.. If Daphne Lakes”

the pre-war sort she can have a collection of AMAZIRNG: of

the 30's which, in a moment of woeakness, I allowed sumauaw

to unload on me. Berry is good, as usual. Is he actually
i



2 cop ? It must be nice to be a policeman in the country, I
agree with the Yank - Berry should try for LILLIPUT; a rural
Charles Raven effort ought to be acceptable.

The rest was as usual; though I take exception to the
way you dismiss GES as a young magazine. In age, maybe, but.
in no other wayeoeco-e ;

I suppose you COULD call John Berry a sort of policeman. Mlils
the inkwells at the local station, I believe. Spends most of
his time sat in an unoocupied cell, composing fanstuff.

WALT WILLIS, 170 Upper Newtownards Road, Belfast; N.I. (S
esesvel Was interested in Daphne's contrlbutzon and yours to
this ipcreasingly desperate search on the part of us gll far
the current Holy Ghrail, the Sense of Wonder, At tho time
we satartod all we had to worry about was where to get the
sterling equivelent of the 1% cents of Wonder, and there's
no doubt a great deal in what you say that the best sf is
what you read when you were young- just as the tv programmes
keep deteriorating the longer you have your set. Bui dammit,
there is more to it than that. I defy anyone to get a sense
of wonder out of the stories in the current Galaxy; the
authors didn't even try to put it in in the first placo. And
it's not because of jaded palates on our parts either...it's
just lack of imagination on the part of the authors. I firmly
believe that no one has even come near to exploiting the
potentialities of sf for exciting the unique mingling of awe
excitement and adventurousness that we <fans alone among
readers know, and which keops us ploughing through foot after
ocubic foot of trash in our almost hopel ess search.

A few passages in van Vogt, a sentence or two in a
Blish story desoribing a rift in the galazy, and we know
it's still there to be found. It hasn't changed and neither
have we. It*s the authors. They've bean told they must -
write about people and they do their best. And it would bde
all very well if they'd write about people in sciencafiction~
al situations, not just in sciencefiotional surroundings.

As it 1is the DUbasis of all their plois is nothing
more than ordinary human reactions exhibited before a hast-
ily sketched-in galactic hackdrop. And since they are, let's
face it, mostly second-rate authors they write secondrmte
stories. Instead of trying to ape the mundane writers at
their own game, let them try to capitalize on the one great
advantage they do have; the power to stimulate tho reader’s
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imagination. Where, as in any true sf story, the environmenrt
is the principal protagonist, let +the humap interost stom
from +the zsastics between it and the characters,; not merely
the reactions behwoen the characters Shemselves with the en-
viromment dismissed with a walk—-on rarb.

If people - not even professicnal writers -- can write
best-solling books about sailing the Atlantic in a rowboat or
the Pacific on a raft or climbing Iiverest or exnloring caves,
surely a professional author should be able to do something
with all time and space and possibility to work on.... Walt

In 2 rocent radio "discussion" programme one of the members of
the panel was chided because ho said thai as he had heard most of
Beethoven's symphonies at least eight times they no longer had
the same ocmotional impact on him that they did at first hearing.
The other members all seemod to think this was almost sacrilege.
I didn't,. The first, second and third hearings of certain misic
gave me an emotional uplift which subsequent hearings didn't, and
I am firmly convinced that the sane thing applios to reading s-f.
Surely the people most likely to experience that Scnse of Wonder
which we havse lost are the youngsters who are now reading their
first scienccfiction. Has anyone thought of asking them ?

Doesn't any early impressicn fade with repetition ? Do
we old fans still get the same kick out of egoboo, say, as we did
long ago ? Personally I don't look for a sense of wonder any
mors; Or a sense of giddiness when I take a long pull of a cigar-
ette, but I still enjoy smoking and reading sciencoe~fiction - even
Galaxy.

I think; too, that you ask a lot of any author, Walt, in
requiring him to develop a s-f story along the lines you suggest.
Frankly, I believe the 'situation' angle in sciencofiction, just
as in any other genre, is gbout played out., There are just so
many situations and possible reactions to 'em, and in thirtyr-odd
years busy-fingered hacks have surely exnloited most of the ey—
ploitable ones. Before sciencefiction the fairy story writers
came up against the same difficulty -- that tho number of possible
'magic' plots is less than the number of possible real-life plots
and that three wishes are only entertaining whon one of them goes
wrong, which is; in effect, a real-life angle. So with s-f, the
time comes when eoven +tho most vivid imagination cannot cresate
entertainment out of a new invention or a cosmic shake-up unless
the characters involved hehave in a rational; i.e. a real-life
fashion. Which is what most of the botter modern s-f characters

ot
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This I do know. If, thirty years ago, some magician had
presented me with any 1956 Asf (or Galaxy) I wouxd, assum’is .
could have understood more than half of it, have experienced an
absolutely remarkable Sense Of Wondor.

HARRY TURNIR, 10 Carlton Avenues; Romiley, Cheshire.

A very welcome issuc of Orion which I enjoyed greatly. Tart-
jcularly the Sergeant sage waich is good chtertainmeni. I
look forward to more - plus Atom's inimitable decorztions.
imich prompts me to say that thoe flowerpot renoval service
deserved a place on onc of your cOvVers...'slovely !

-

Can't see that one necossarily loscs & sense 0oL Wone-
der with the acquisition of critical valuaSesoe

Intrigued by the Portean-tyno data on the attracticn
of yellow. Reninds me of our Tadpelo mystery. In the merry
month of May Marnle Canal yiclded up some of its finest spsc-
imens of tadpole life to tho nets of the Carlton Avonue mow.
Phese tadpoles havo beon in residence in a seclided portics
of the reclaimod mangrove swamp from then until now - they
are still tadpoles. In some mysterious way nature's course
has bocn halted.

In view of the notable lack of success wc have mot in
growing grass on the bare patch that should bo a lawn, it
would be recasonablo to assume that some form of growth inhib-
itor is at work - malignant radiation from some stray rodtis
of our late vampire tree, perchances On thec other hand there
is the possible effect of the anisecd balls to be considerod.
On his first visit to view the catch, Upcle HEric Ncedham fed
aniscod balls to the tadpoles. Wo were gratified to see tho
slowly disintegrating balls being surrounded by hordes ci ci-
staticallv-wriggling tadpoles and tho boys continuod te supp-—
lement tho dict of their pets with an occasional allcsatiom
of anisecd balls. (If Georgo secs this, he may substiiute
"sweotmeats" for "balls" so therc can bo
no possiblc offence to his teocn-age sons
and daughtors. )

Whon I was a little bey I resall
that I sucked anisocd balls with great »e-
lish : as well as the seductive Ilavoar
therc was the added visual attraction theb
they changed colour as successive layers
were romoved - they don't make 'en thatb
way nowadaySe Somewhere along the line I

o
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Maddened by this cruel gibe about my age I determined to prove
that Harry, in his adci=scent immsturity, is completely, utterly
and ludicrously wrorg. I asked forty seven peonle of pre-war
birth : "Do you remember whut gob~stoppoers and anisced balls
were like 7"

Thirty two of them were definite in their assertlons that
ANISEED BALLS DID NOT CHANGIH COLOUR. Not, that is, after their
first loss of a brown overcoat. Eleven others agreed that gob-
stoppers did change colour but were urdecided about anisoced balls
because they were born toos mush pre-war and had forgotten what
the things were. One was grussiy insvit~d by the question, with
its assumption *thel he was ever as scemmen as to touch either of
the monstreosities. HIS testes ran to ligquorice braid and tiger-
nuts. The others merely said "Who the hell cares ?" and with
that I loft the matter. As I adviss you to.

SID BIRCHBY, 1 Glcucestor Avoenue, Lovenshulme, Manchester 19.
csocool liked ORION very much. It's a pity I didn't get my-
self on your mailing list long ago. The truth is that when-
ever anyone mentioned O'Ryan I thought it was another of
those Irish fans. The woods are full of them these days.

I see what they mean about John Berry and his writing
ability. "Jam For The Sergoeant' was the sort of thing I
thought I shouldn't like, but after roading it I realised
that I'd skated smoothly through it without tripping over
the usual submerged roots and not-holes of syntax and awk-
ward phrases that ons finds in a lot of fan-vriting. Includ-
ing my own. I envies 'im., Ar.

Thinking over what Daphne Buckmaster says about That
Elusive Sense of VWonder, you know, I'd 1liko to romark in
passing that - to me at least -- a lot of that Senso of Wond-
er came from Tartasy zrather taan ST, In the old days of
Weird Tales and Gernsback Wonder there wasn't anything like
so clear-drawn a line betwcen the two media as there now is.
It's surprising the way ST has narrowed its scope. DBEntire
parameters of plot-stuff have simply vanished. All thoss
stories of lost kingdoms and prchistoric monsters, and the
ones that were set in cave-man times ———— gone ! Thay might
be difficult to stage-set nowadtays ; we know there just is-
n't that much undisccversd acreage on this earth... but look
at the yarns they inspired ! Who'!s writing the stuff that
Merritt wrote, or Robert . Howard or Clark Ashton Smith ?
Bags of S of W therey; but it just wouldn't be printed in an
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SF mag now. Tho field's narrowed too much. 1t was already
almost too lato in the dar- cf UNKNOWN and most ocertainly for
BEYOND., The latiex poar Sibling never managed to decide what
it wanted to bs. Half the storiss Wwere more or less straight
SFacs:e Qadly, with Teollng.... et rdld; DTPEISY

Maybe we live ia such vonderful timss tha* there just isn't room

in our imaginations fo~ an urattanied wonier to exist. About the

only thing we did ouvxr wonlerind evovt which hasn't either been ful-
filled or brought dowa %+ the Leval of iComing Temorrowt is - Time

Travel and (spesking for myself) TMMales are wrhong the LW thot

still elicit a fainl giimmer of Wonder. At the riisk of being ro-

petitive I still say that a Senso of Wondor exists rathor in tho

mind of the roader ihan in the words of the authox.

RON BENNEPT (and GETIL) 7 Southwaey, Arthurs Avenue, Harrogateo,;Yks.
ve...Your editorials are boccming famous. Tho familiaxr as you
say is comfortable and safe. Hence, no doubt, your formula for
taking a throwaway mention cx nundeveloped thought and devalp~
i ng it to its full. No grumblos. I like f em,

Agroo almost thorcughly with Daphne Buckmaster. Sho's
combined very nicely various viowpoints on the subject. For
oxample, the prescntday accent on porsonality rather than gim-
mick in a SF talc is certainily an attompt if but subconscious
by a writcr to raise tho lovol of tho genro. Whoroas the ear-
lier works in the field may have appealed to the imagination
but characterisation was flat and often stereotyped.. ‘Almost
1ike FORBIDDEN PLANET - which could sidetrack us into a dis-
cussion on whether the motion picture industry is very neo in
its portrayal of SF.

But the delving into the mechanios of writing needn't
necessarily mar enjoyment, however. The student of literat-
ure studies the intricacies of plot and characterisation yet
still manages to enjoy veadirg ; Tthe new fascination of ama-
tour film-criticising sociaties has by no means meant that mem-
bers do not enjoy movisz produclions, On the contrary I feel
that knowlsdge of eflects in any form of entertainment - woib
ing, the theatra, the cinema and what-have-you — adds rather
than detracts £rom tho pleasure.

There ig the parallsl theme, too, running around locse
in this artisle, that &P has changed, The stress is no long-
ers..on the gimnick...but on personality... But is this a
Good Thing ? I say that it is as it does help to raisc the
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This I do know. If, thirty years ago, some magiciagn hau
presented me with any 1956 Asf (or Galaxy) I wouid, assumin? .
could have understood more than half of it, have experiencet an
absolutely remarkable Sense Of Wondor.

HARRY TURNIR, 10 Carlton Avonue; Romiley, Cpeshire.

A very welcome issuc of Orion which I enjoyed greatly. Fart-
icularly the Sergeant saga Waich is good chtertaimment. I
look forwsrd to more - plus Atom's inimitable decorations.
Which prompts mo +to say that tho flowerpot removal Service
deserved a place on onc of your covers...'slovely !

Can't sec that one necossarily loses a sonsc of won-
der with the acquisition of critical S ailineskils -

Intrigued by the PPortoan-tyno data on the attracticn
of yellow, Rominds me of our Tadpolo mystery. In the marry
month of May Marple Canal yiclded up somoe of its finest spao-
imens of tadpole life to tho nets of the Carlton Avenuc mou.
These tadpoles havo been in residence in a secl: ded portis~n
of the reclaimed mangrove swamp from thon until now - they
are still tadpoles. In somoc mysterious way nature's course
has beon halted.

In view of tho notable lack of success wo have met in
growing grass on thc bare patch that should bo a lawn, it
would be rcasonable to assume that some form of growth inhib-
itor is at work - malignant radiation from some stray rocts
of our late vampire tree, perchance. On the other hand there
is the possible effect of tho anisced balls to be considerod.
On his first visit to view the catch, Upcle Fric Noodham fed
anisced balls to the tadpoles. Wo woro sratified to seo tho
slowly disintegrating balls being surrounded by hordes cf o~
statically-wriggling tadpolos and the boys continued te supp-
lement the dioet of thoir pets with an occasional allcsation
of aniseod balls. (If George seos this, he may substituto
"sweetmeats" TFor "balls" so therc carn be
no possible offence to his tecnr-age sons
and daughtors. )

Vhen I was a 1little bey T resall
that I suckeé aniso«C balls with great re-
lish 3 as woll as the seductive 1Tlawcur
there was tho added visual attraction thst
they changed colour as successive lagyers
were romoved - thoy don't make 'om that
way noviadayse Somewhere along the line I
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lost my taste for thom - aud immediately grew up.

Ads a statistical check on this observation I carriod
out a survey on a typical sample of the Romiley population.
In all cases the children were addicted in some dogree to
aniseod balls while no adults indulged. Which leads to an
obvious conclugion.

Howaver; at the risi of ro opsning tho infamous "frog-
spawn contains iodine" debhats; woe cannot idly dismiss the
p0ssibility of growth inhibition being a phenomenon peculiar—
ly inherent in tadpoles. A correspondent informs me that
great intorest has been aroused in Chekiang »rovince by th»
statement of a Chinese "traditional'doctor" that cating a
live tadnole is the one safe and rsliable mathod by which
women may avoid conception and that it is "without any roact--
ion". I am unable to carry out oxperiments along this line
of investigation, by a strange coincidence the tadpoles dis-
appcared shortly after the arrival of this internsting intel--
ligenco. Marnle Canal has beon empnty of tadnoles for montha
and months. In tho absence oi material for experimentation,
we can only continuo to speculate on the Mystoryv.

I fergot what was in N & 0 7 that could so havo roused
George's fervour ito nrotect the young and innocent from our
corrupting influence. I'a sure we woren't lowd - if Goeorge
wants Bowdlerised fanzines he must load a singularly shelter-
ed life. However, if it will console him in any way, we try
to scend the mag only to thoss who appreciate it - and by
Goorge's standards I suppose they are already corruntedcc....

I suggested to Harry that hs need look no further for an exHlan-
ation of the undeveloning tadpoles than the fact that thoy wore
intelligent enough to appreciate that there would be no more ani
seod balls forthcoming should they dare turn into froges ; I also
queried his description of anise«xd balls as changing colour. My
aniseed balls never changed colour, I said. 7You suro you don't
mean gob-stoppors ? I asked. To which Marry renlicd :

v

You crazy mixed-up thing,; you. 0f cocurse I mean anisecd
balls s they changed {rom browm to various layers of pink,
purnle; white and suclilike with a pip of aniseed in the cen-
tre. Diameterabout %" - or maybo 4". Gobsioppers were at
least 1" in diameter. Gosh, d'you mean you're too o0ld to re-
member that ? I wonder if Chicago Bars affected the re-
BRIEEE Foobeno



Maddened by this cruel gile about my age I determined to prove
that Harry, in his adcli=scen® immedurity, is completely, utterly

and ludicrously wrong. I ze%ed forty seven people of pro-war
birth : "Do you renember wanlt gob-stoppers and aniseod balls

were like 7"

Thirty two of them were definite in their assertions that
ANTISEED BALLS DID NOT CHANG: COLOUR. Not, that is, after their
first loss of a brown overcoat. Eleven others agreed that gob-
stoppers did change colour but were umlwcided about anisoced balls
because they wers torn tor muish pre-war and had forgotten what
the things were. One was grussiy iasuitsd by the question, with
its assumpbion thei he was ever as cemicn as to touch either of
the monstresities. HIR testsy ran to ligquorice braid and tiger-
nuts. The others merely said "Who the hell cares ?" and with
that I loft the matter. As I adviss you to.

SID BIRCHBY; 1 Glcucestor Avsnue, Lovenshulme, Manchester 19.
ceoeool liked ORION very much, It's a pity I didn't get my-
self on your mailing list long ago. Tiie truth is that when-
ever anyone menitioned O'Ryan I thought it was another of
those Irish fans. The woods are full of then these days.

I see what they mean about John Berry and his writing
ability. "Jam For The Sergeant" was the sort of thing T
thought I shouldn't like, but after recading it I roalised
that I'ad skated smoothly through it without triuping over
the usual submerged roots and pot-holes of syntax and awk-
ward phrasaes that one finds in a lot of fan-writing. Includ-
ing my own. I envies 'im. Ar,

Thinking over what Daphne Buckmaster says about That
Blusive Sense of Wonder, you know, I'd 1like to remark in
passing that - to me at lcast -- a lot of that Sense of Wond-
er came from fantasy 1ather than SP. In the old days of
Weird Tales and Gernshack Wonder there wasn't anything like
s0 clear-drawn a line batween ths two media as there now is.
It's surprising the way SF has narrowed its scopae. ZIEntire
parameters of plot-stufl have simply vanished. All thoss
stories of 1lost kingdoms and prchistoric monsters, and the
ones that were set in cavo-man times —--- gone ! Thay might
be difficult to stage-set nowatays ; we know there just is-
n't that much undisccverod acreage on this earth... but look
at the yarns they inspirod ! Who!s writing the stuff that
Merritt wrote, or Robert & Howard or Clark Ashton Smith ?
Bags of S of W there, but it just wouldn't be printed in an
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SF mag now. Tho field's narrowed too much. It was already
almost too lato in the day~ of UNKNOWN and most ocexrteinly for
BEYOND. The latiex poor 3ibling unever managed to decide what
it wanted to be. Half thes stories were more or less straight
SFecaco Sadly, with feeling... eoee09id Birchby

Maybe we live in such wonderful times that there just isn't room
in our imaginations fo= an urnattasuecd wonier to exist. About the
only thing we did oux wonderir: zhout whisn hasnit either been ful-
filled or brought duwn t+ *the level of iComing Temorrow! is Time
Travel and (speaking for myself) TMlales are umeng the fow that
still elicit a faint giimmer of Wonder. At the risk of being ro-
poetitive I still say that a Sense of Wondor exists rather in the
mind of the reader than in tho words of the authoxr.

RON BENNETT (and CETIL) 7 Southway, Arthurs Avenue, Harrogato,Yks.
vaes.Your editorials arc boceming famous. Tho familiar as you
say is comfortable and safe. Hence, no doubt, your formula for
teking a throwaway mentjon or undeveloped thought and devolp-
i ng it to its full. No grumbles. I like 'ems

Agroe almost thoroughly with Daphne Buckmaster. She's
combined very nicely various viowpoints on the subject. For
oxamplo, the prosontday accent on personality rathor than gim-
mick in a SF talo is certainly an attompt if but subconscious
by a writor to raise tho levol of tho gonre. Whoreas the ear-
jier works in the field may have appealed to the imagination
but oharacterisation was flat and often stereotyped.. Almost
1ike FORBIDDEN PLANET - which could sidetrack us into a dis-
cussion on whether the motion picture industry is very neo in
its portrayal of SF.

But the delving into the mechanios of writing needn't
necessarily mar enjoyment, however. The student of literat-
ure studies the intricacies of plot and characterisation yet
still manages to enjoy readirg j; the new fascination of ama-
tour film-criticising sucisties has Ly no means meant that mem-
bers do not enjoy movis prodrctions, On the contrary I feel
that knowlsdge of effects in any form of entertainment - writ-
ing, the thoatra, the cinem2 and what-have-ycu — adds rather
than detracts from theo pleasure.

There is tho parallsl theme, too, running around locse
in this artizie, that ST has changed. The stress is no long-
er...on the gimnick...but on personality... But is this a
Good Thing ? I say that it is as it does help to raise the
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literary standard of SF, and tuerc is no literature with-
out perscnality. mn older fan, liko yourself, Paul; might
consider my argument invalid as you vwere recared on the type
of SF which I'm decrying. Of course, your expecriocnce of
this type is greatoer than mino. Vhat 1little I have rcad of
Lovecraft, Staplodon; Weinbaum and Co. has not made ne any-
thing 1lilke ecnthusiastic to gobblo up more ; whercas with
more modern writers - like Bradbury, Maticson, Sheclkley and
even Freddic Brown, who is after all little moroe than a
hack - Yes ! :

wen so the Senso of Wonder remeins olusive. I've
recently been over this with Deve Cohen who finds, as I do,
that the more one reads SFF tho nora dicsatisfied ono bo-
comes with the cycle of plots and $he lack of originality
therein. One picks up a magazina, reads a story and, dis-
contented, says 3 "Io—-and-so worked out that theme much
better in such—and-such a story." To wyr mind the only sol-
ution is to go over to Westernses.:..

Do tell. Taking RAITDOM £2Q011S as Pago lla, - is page
114 supposed to be blank or an I unlucky Pevcas Ron

Not unlucly, no Ron. Therz just weron't auymore RANDONS, and I
prefer to keep them as a ‘supplement' rathor than use the blank
side for text.

FRIC BiNTCLIVFZE, 47 Alldis Street, Groat Moor, 3tockport,; Chesh.
I+t sort of pulls at one's heartstrings to see ORION going
quarterly, Put 1 suppose it can't be helpods ...

JivesT think ‘this ‘sSensa of wonder! is something
like beauty - 1in the ave of the beholder. Personally I
still find this elemont in some stories just as I only
found it in some storios in tho past. As regards most of
the early ST writers being scientists,; I'n not too sure it
this is trUesec... there wero secientist—~authors (as opposed
to suthor-scientists) in %ho old days but I wouldn't say
they were in predominancs. Perhaps they got a little more
publicity and better billing bocause they ﬂgzg_scientists..
the cditors' desirs to convince readors tuat this 'ere SF
was genuine type stuff... a while ago.

That's a very good cartoon of Atom's on page fac-
Shipvzs kbl the onc at thc bottom, I mean. Very succinct.
Nice one on 14, too. Don't you think you'd better stop

.

wearing plantpots on our bonce 'til this :gypt businsss



blows over Poeooe

I'm in agroement with Archce on Justification. I Jjust
don't think it's worth the effort - as you'll noc doubt have
noticed from Triods. If you're geing to havs Jouble coluuns
then it is probably essential for ncatncss, but not for tho
pages you don't split dovmn the middle....

seossoHave you any idea where interlineations erigin-
ated 7 I was looking through an old Manchaster University
RAG RAG thce other day and camo across -~ interlineations !
This was the '45 issue they cven usad the delayed action
line sprcad over more than one nago. Is nothing new %ee.es

I've a vague recollection of reading about the first instance of
interlineation in a fanzinc, but with my memory that's not very
helpful. Anybody know for sure ? I imagino, though, that thoy
did not originate with fandom., Little has done.

ARCHIH M¥ROAR, 434/4 Newark Road, North Hylieham, Lincoln.

Now this ORICN, By a coincidance I roceived this simultan-
sously with GRU:, A comparison yviould nety, I think, be out
of order at this point. GRU%L's bigger, of coursa, but bulk
for bulk Td tend to rate it as ORION's superior in any casc.
That's not surprising r2ally - GAUN; so far as I'm concorned
is the World's Best Panzine. e, too. That's why I was
so insistent about quoting you, Archic.-  And even if ORIOY
looked as pluporfect as GRUZ doass, it still wouldn't bo
QUITE as goodeess

Take their relative aphearance. {RUA's a beaut on
looks alone. Jiven il the entire contents consisted of the
lesser works of Vargo Statten translatosd into Latvian and
printed in the Cros Syllabic Alphabet, GRUE would still be a
joy to behold. And Doean NLVIR tries to justify a margin.
There ought to bz a lesson hero somewhere; I tocnk. {Uh;huh,
but have you secen SKYHC(K 23}

Fanzines are alike because thor'rs nroduced on the
same sort of paper by different oditors making uso of the
same writers and artists -~ including cach other. Therc are-
n't really all that many to chouse from, anyway. The only
fanzines that have individuality of their owmn aro thcse that
feature their editors rather than othor pcople -~ such as R
N2T, SCHNERDLIT!S. In fact any apazine can logicallv be ex—
pected to be that way inclined. HYPH:N has its own person-



ality by dint of featuring writers not often found in other
British 2zineS...... Amerizines, too; tend to look alike.
Different from ours, but the twins of each other. I wonder,
if any other Prench fen woke up and startod pubbing, would
their products be indistinguishable from MUN/VINTKAT 227

This b. Sense of Wonder (SOW for short) again.
Something meaty to chew on, certainly. The nearcst thing I
can pin it to is getting "lost" in a book - and I'm far less
capable of that nowadays than I used to be when at school,
say. Iven with the same book. I've been lost in some of
Chesterton's books and some of H. G Wells'. I was lost, long
ago; in Huckleberry Finn..... I lived that voyage docn-the
Mississippi. A couple of years afterwards I tried to ro-live

SRETe fMailed completely. Nowadays I can get lost easief in
well-chosen music than in literature.

»o1'm not so keen on The Berry's non-fannish short

stories a s T am on his strictly fannish epics. Probably be-
cause in a non-fannish short you have to wait right till the

end for the point; whereas a fannish epic can have points
scattered around ad 1ib in every paragraph. Of course;

there's_ no reason why a non-fannish story shouldn't be con-
structed similarly - just that it seems not to be as a rule.

Pit¥yeoao

Perhajs it's easier to raise laughs with fannish references than

with gags of a general nature. I don't mean, of course, that

half the 'fannish' jokes aren't really funny..... Or do I ?
You're right about 'getting lost' in books I think

it's a faculty we lose in adolescence. Perhaps, when)very young

we have so little experience of life behind us that it is easy

to visualise ourselves as the hero of some novelist's dramatic

situations. As we get older we appreciate that, no mattsr how

much we admire Huckleberry Finn, say, we just ain't him and nev-

er could be, We've 1lived 1longer with ourselves, so to speak,

a nd therefore are 1less able to identify ourselves with anyone
else. Huh ?

GREG BINTORD, 10 Liliencron Strasse, Frankfurtﬂﬂain, Germany.
Before I start working over the contents there secms to be a
minor grumble in the entire issuo.. two grumbles,; in fact...
First, even though you have illos and hecadings by ATO; you
don't run them well. They're blotchy and don't hold to the
cleanness of line Art usually has. It looks like an average mimeo
mimeo job, which should never be used when you are Tunning

Thomson work. The other thing is general repro. It is lousy.

22



other thing is the repro altogethor. It ie, in a woxd,
lousy. I made a great effort in most places to read it and
in some just gave up. Maybe I got a bad copy or something,
but if you can't do bettor than this either get a new typor
or mimeo or something, This issue was definitely ZCH in the
repro dept.

I take violent exception to your editorial. British
fanzines are alike but this doosn't moan they are all good.
Hell, no. You smile knowingly and make remarks about how
oid and friendly and good British fanzines are. You snidely
speak of the Mature and Oh-so-good Fanzines of Britain. You
say they are the same and for that reason they are good.
Only it isn't so. Hell, anybody can come along and repeat
what the other fellow does. Sameness can be awful irritat-
ing and usually is with some fmz from England. Your all-
knowing statements about pmerican fandom being immature
Just reveal how fuggheaded you are., Sufe; Enzland has some
damn fine sines, but look at the US - GRUE, A BAS, OBLIQUR
SKYHOOK, INSIDE and lots more. I hate to go all Cosmic on you
but a sameness of material indicates nothing more than a loss
of curiosity. And America, if it is famous for anything, is
knovn for engaging new ideas. And that's exactly what dis
noad if anything - wheother it bo a country, a man or & fan-
zine - is to improve.

What you're doing is remaining statice... and I don't
like to say this but anything that remains static is apt to
die. °oe

Buckmaster was intoeresting but I Cn't find anything

to comment on., Secms to be Jjust another article cxplaining
gonerally known information.

Borry was as good as ever. The illos were ospeclal-
ly poor in my copy because of weak mimeo work and blurred
imagese Random Atoms was the best thing in the issue. Art
gots better the more I see of him. Y¥YSI was good; but again
I could hardly read it.

Fanlights -~ onco more I disagree... or rather, dis-
agree on opinions. You say Raeburn... doesn't want anyone t
to tell him what to print and then remark; "in the very
same paragraph, referring to his Lovecraftiana...'Let me know
what you think'.. Shall we ?" This is most fuggheaded. Hell,
there's a lot of difference in telling an editor what he
should and should not publish and merely commenting on the
fanzine. Use more thought in your reviews and they'll be
much bevter. Idle chatter about small incidents is not a

review out a bit of conversation. And not very good conver-
sation at that.
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Um, Boy, I tore that issuc to shreds, didn't I ?
Tt%s not that I have a dislilke Tor ORION but you make So Al
goofs in your mimeoing, layout and typing that it naturally
carries over to the contents. For instance, the switch f1om
two columns to one in the reviews doesn't do anything but ir-
ritate the rcader.

Hawkeves will notice that something went haywire with the justi-
fying hereabouts, That's because I cut out certain 1nterJect10ns
which I'd included in the dummy; and I cut them out because 1'd
believed Greg to be unigque in his criticism of my remarks about
'‘conformity'.

Tain't so, though, because here's Dick Illington :

DICK ELLINGTON, 98 Suffolk St., APT 3A. New York 2, N.Y. UGSA
soseeol'm surprised no one has dug into the sameness of Brit
zines before and compared it with the similarity British people
have. I don‘t agree with the utter conformity thesry at all,
especially the bit where youse conforms morc than me and like
that but Britishers do have a stronger =zonse of... at a loss for
for a word, canst use solidarity without being accused of Red
leanings ? I am an anarchist, active variety, so I'll say it
anyway. Yes, solidarity fits - sort of. It's not so much an
outward similarity I scee as an irward something which isn't real-
1y too definable. As to your argument about maturity and ‘known
things being safe', I suppose it‘s logical but from this one fan's
point of view it doesn't speak too highly for you eithor as fans
or people if you use that as any sort of generalisation. The
familiar may be comfortable and safe but where the hell would
anything or anybody for that matter be if it wasn't for the new
and well, goe, bearded one, I always was under the apprechension
( mis- or otherwise) that fans were tho ho forward looking ones,
the searchers for something new, the pcople with the far-reaching
imaginationssscjsyocooe

L] L] L] L] L] L] L] L] L] L]

Doar, dear. How my lightly spoken nothings do como back to mo !
Looks as if both Greg and Dick overlooked the bulvn in my cheek
when I wrote that 'editorial'. Nevertheless, I still do not feel
that I was entirely wrong. I was writing from a hedonistic view-
point; after all, most of us are in fandom for pleasure,; and
surely the mamner in which we choose to please ourselves is no
guide to the philosophy by which we live.

Sure, progress and change arn perforce synonyumous, but
though both are necessary they aren't always enjoyable.

So, if you don't mind, I'll be as progressive as all-
get-out if it's necessary for survival, but when I'm out to enjoy
myself I'1l)l choose the familiar. Okay ?
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I took a bite out of my double-deckor
duck sandwich and munched happily. The
Sergeant wiped his tunic sleeve across his <£EZ,
lips and tore his eyes away from the sliver 5
of white meat that peerod out from between the thick crusts of
bread. . b : ;

"D'you mean to say you sold all thoso day-old ducks you
reared ?" he asked, pensively. '

I nodded. It had been an experiment, admittedly, but ono
of the few Berry-typo exveriments that had worked out on tho cred-
it side. Twe months earlior I had purchasod fifty day-old duck-—-
lings for half a c¢rown ea~h. 1'd manufactured a miniaturs boiler
at the bottom of the gardcn . and beought half a ton of cheap potat-
oes - the kind the Ministny of Agricultvre dye blue and soll for
fodder. I had lavished & fathovly affection on thosa ducklings,
studied their every need, comforted them, nurtured thum, fed them
regularly with %hodled potatoes mixed with chiclkoen moal until, as
they grew, they resembled big white snowballs.

o



Those ducks knew mo 3 relied on me. It drew tears to my
eyes to think that I'd soon have to part with them. I shuddered
at ths idea of their poor,; de-fecatlierod bodies decorating a marbloe
slab in someone's shop. In my snetimental fashion I tried to con—
vince myself that I could afford to keep the whole fifty of them
permanently but a little montal arithmetic proved that I couldn't
manage them and a wife. And, well, a duck's alright in its place,
o105 o' o s

"And you actually made a profit ?" asked the Sergeant; ed-
ging closer as I picked thoe last tender morscl of duckmeat off a
lege.

"I was lucky," I said modestly. I was; too. By tho mid-

le of the seventh wock some of the bizger ones woighed soveral

pounds and morcover the pound price guoted by our local poultry

dealer went up evoery day. When I finaglly disposcd oi fortysix of

them I had made a substantial profit. Inough; I felt, to be able
to fatten the remaining four for our own tabla.

"Hamm...." nmused the Scrgeant. He sat back in his chair
and scribblod. Then hec smiled suugly and got up and said "Good-
night."

- o ° a L] a ° ° L] L] °

I returned ofi a short spell of leave thrce days later and
reported at the station. The Sergoant came into tho office wear-
ing an army surplus shirt and a very old bosr-stained pair of pol-
ice +trousers. Both he and his clothes were liberally sprinkled
with brown flecks of chick meal - tho hallmark of an industrious
duck rearer.

"ou've started to kesp ducks too ?" I asked him.
His gaunt features broke into a bezgtific smile.

"Come and look at ny collection," he said ; and as he led
me through his house and into his back garden ho babbled away about
how nice it was to keep ducks - '"the pore little fluffy yellor
CHRGICT S are R

I mused. The Sergeant was inclined to overdo things. I'ad
fattened fifty ducklings as theo market price improved. Now the
pound price had begun to fall as much as threcpence per week and
the Sergeant's ducks had eight weeks to go before they would be

ready.

We passed through the avenue of bechives where the booes,
scattered in small groups,; werc earnestly discussing their owners
suddan lack of enthusiasm. The Sergeant flung open a wicker gate
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and swept his arm upwards in
a gosture of »ride.

I countsd eight small
huts with a thin clectric
cable disappecaring into the
roof of each.

My heart pounding,
half with onvy, half with
shcer amazement, I peercd
into the first hut.

An  infra-red buldb
alowed over the backs of a-
bout fifty little ducklings
as they huddled undor thos
wolcome warmth..... Fifty in
one hut - and the Sergzeant
hadSeifonitMln s =18

"You..you've got four
hundred ducks ?" I gaspod.

He 1looked coyly at .
his +toes and +twiddled his : \ i :
thumbs behind his backs "Four hundred and tw-nty five to be exacti™
ho beamed, "and say, they eat hardly anythings I've had 'om three
days and they'vo only eaten about half a pound of chick meal betwoen
them. I stand to make as much as eight times the profit you did."

It was on the tip of my tonguec to mention the ropidly fall-
ing price but I kont it there. I was due to go on natrol and the
Sergeant could be moan if he was annoyed. Mean onough to make it a
fiftecn mile patrol. For much tho samo resson I didn't bother to
explain that, right enough, ducklings don't eat a lot for the first
few days but after that..... brother ! And he had four hundred and
twenty five.

I began to have certain misgivings.
L e L L] L] L] L] a L L) L] L] L] L]
"Comz here; Berry," said thoe Scrgeaut; three woeks lator,

"and give moe a hand to unload those twenty seven sacks of chick
mash, "

His eyos were sunk somewhere into the baclk of his head. He
looked rather 1like a back of chick meal himself. e gave mo the
impression of being.... perturbed.

c/

"Ducks okay ?" I panted, flexing my shoulder rmscles to let



them know I wouldn't be tarturing them much longer.

"Theo - ducks is okay," he growled, "but you didn't tell e
they had such big appetites. This is the fourth lorry load of meal
in a week and the've got five more weel:s to go and they're getting
bigger."

"ifell, four hundred and twenty five is rather a lot to
fatten;" I suggested diplomaticzlly.

"He tells me NOW ! " Thissed tho Scrgzant to a passing
beeo. "Now he TiLLS me !V

L] L] . L] . . L] L L] L]

By the ond of the seventh woeok it was an occupational
hazard even to wallk necar the wire netting intendod to keep the
ducks within the cconfines of the Sergeantfs garden. One of 'em
grabbed my trouser leg as I passod by and I swear it would have
6aten me alive if it had retained its grip.

The Sorgeant now had a shuttlc service of meal carriers
(his threo sons and their pals) betweon the corn merchant and his
ducks. I passed them walking in line down the High Sitreet, 1like
cooliss on a safari. Three 1lorries were drawn up outaide the
hcuse waiting to carry away the empty sacks,

And noise ? Towards the end of the eighth weck they
were making so much of it that onc night,; when I was patcoiling
the far end of the village and a heavy fog desconded I turned my
ear 1o thoeir quacks and traversed the miles to the station like a
homing pigeon. The Sergeant had declared s salfety aroa ten yards
from the wire for the ducks, big White Aylesburys, werec definitely
in himicidal mood. They stcod in a corner of their enclosuro,
heads held highy; beaks rampant, quacking in the direction of the
corn merchants' store,

Them ducks were mean.

L] - L] L] - L] - - L L

"Take your hiking boots off, Berry;" snappced the Ser-
geant. "I'm not sending you on mHatrol tonight. I want a discuss-
ion with you."

A I laid my thormos flask of tea and my haversack full of
sandwiches on the ncearby table ; I hoped no onc would pinch the
tent off the back of my biks. I was used to long patrols but just
now the Sergeant secmed so vindictive towards me that for all I

knew I might be away for a weck.



"I rang up the locaLr fowl dealer todar," agrowled the
Sergeant ¢ he was »Hacliinig a bit more cotton woel into his eare
in a hopeless effort to shul out the persistent guaaking which
was making the very building vibrate and he looked only a shadow
of his usual corpulent seclfy " and he tells me tho »nrice he s
prepared to give is sevenpence farthing s pound. Iow much did
YOU got 2"

"Iwo shillings and sixponce" I admitted, cowering.

NGot ms into a fine mess, didn't you ?" ha cricd, and
brushod aside my stammered excuses. "I owe two hundrod and thir-
ty five pound for the huts, forty pcunds for the ducklings ,
twenty eight pounds for the meal and over soventesn pounds for
ovorhoads, including wirs
notting and dangoer money to
ny sans for feeding 'em. IT
I sell at today's market
price I'll make about a hun-
drod and ten pounds, That
vuts me in debt. Never had
this trouble with beesy; I
didntt. "

"So ?" I said.

"So you got me into
this mess, now you get me
out of it dgan guack - I
mean guiclk,”

"Okayry, Sergeant; wo-
'11 have a discussion," I
panted, playing for time.

L] L] Q o ° ° © c ° a o o (3 a e L] a L] L

Two hours passed. The Saergeant and invself sholtered
under a troe by the main road and evaery now and then the moon
popped out and snecred at us. The headlights of a car swept ov--
er tho hill towards us.

I tappad the Sergeant's shoulder. Ho coughed and wad-
dled onto the recadway, holding un a red lantern. The car scrooe-
ched to a stop.

"Evenin'! sir," raid the Sergecant pompously.™ "May I
see your driving licence please 7"

"Qertainly. officer." Tha occupant passed over a red
g T P
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square of cardboard. The Sergeant eramined it laboriously in the
feeblo light of his issuc lamp.

"Tt's all in order," he whisperod, disappointedly.

I sidled over to him. "Pry his insurance," 1 whispered
back.

Ho cleared his throat. "Wour driving licence appears to
be in order, sir. Could I sece your insurance, ploasc 7"

"Yes," said the driver. A white documont changec hands.

"Damn it all; this is in order t00," the Sergeant broath-
ed. He sounded frustrated. '

"The tax disc," I breathed back.

"Your insurance is in order, sipsl  tho Scrgeant panted.
"Just one moment, please." He flashed his lamp over the disc on
the windscresan.

"Ye-oss, that's in order too," ho said, fairly trembling
with disappointment.

T walked round the back of the car. "iere, Sergoant," I
.shouted.

He leapt over the car's roof in his haste.

The seccond lotter of his reaT number plate is plasterecd
with mud," I pointod out. "Mherc's a section to cover that.™

The Sergeant grunted his relief and pacod round to the
front of the care

#I have to inform you, sir," ho announced, "that, cont-
rary to section twentythreo, subsection C of the Traffic Act, the
letters on your rear number plate arc obliterated."

10 lor ! I'm very sorry, officer," boegan tho driver, '"but
it IS a very wet night and - "

The Sergeant coughed. Slowly and majestically he tool out
his notebook. "Necvertheless I'm afraid 1'11 - "

At that moment a duck peersad out botwoeon the third and
fourth buttons of his waterproof coat and leored hungrily at tho
driver.

"Get back," shouted tho Sregeant. He looked suggestively
at the driver. "Just as soon as 1 sell this duck I'm going home. "

"Oh," said the driver. He looked at tho Sergeant, at the
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opened notebook, at *he bulge in
the waterproof coat denoting the
duck.

'"We-c-11, I W23 going to buy
a duck, anyway.." ho began.

In a flash the duck was in
the passeng:zr seat beside him,

"8even and sixpence, sir,"
beamed the Sergeant, "and we will
forget about the cther little mat
ter. "

We got rid of twenty throe
ducks that night. Thon, gradually,
word secmed to get round. Very fow
vehicles vontured into our district,

Of course, that didn't inchide
long~distance lorry drivers who HAD
to usc the main road. They called
at the station for their dqucks.

So then we turnod our attent-
ion to pedal cyclists without lights
and whon they disappearod we wont
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