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I'q like to beg: -
this time by than'
you for the many Xmas
cards sent me. All of them
: icte nice, some amusing, tyo insulting -
¥: in the nicest possible way, you understand -
: and one dovmright crazy. Uader whichever heading yours belonged
I loved getting them, Mind you, it we . bit rough on the nerves going down to
~nllect the day's mail not knoving what ight be lurking in those innocent-
looking envelopes. r
I s'pose it is a bit late to wish vou all a Herry Xmes? Unless you save
it for this year, I can however, wish jou A Happy New Year, That is allowed
until the end of January, Y

There is nothing in the world makes Yyou so conscious of the terrific ra:c
at which time goes by than publishing a fanzine. The job is done, then mailed
out, You lock forward to getting some letters written and maybe having some
5pare- sparo time, Suddenly, you begin counting back, then forward, In another
3 woeks there's your next issue due out; and what have you done? Nothing!
Panic ensues, You farswear all parties, social evenings in yomr gwn home come
to a dramatic s$#p, you become a recluse, You still publish late,,

I swear strong oathe that next time all material will be put on stencil
es soon as it is received, It never is, of course, But the €low of self-

shteousness makes you feel good, while it Jasts, All this ims true, and yet.,

I find it difficult te believe tha! only 3 months have passed since I
—ast launched O on a long suffering worlg. (well, not.mugh more than 3)
~ Jnow this sounds contrad: ctory but so much seems to heve happened since
thon I feel there must have been at least a year's intervel, This has probably
be n aggravated by the intervening holidays, but they can't ascount for all of
it%. Our new club the SFQL 4s thriving.~ Visitars from out of tovn appear on the
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doorstep from time to time, plans are progressing for the Easter convention
which is to be held in London, There seems to be a buzz of fannish activity
going on., Nothing of world-shaking importance perhaps and difficult.to
itemise, but it sure keeps things humming and makes time pass too quickly.

After publishing O4£ 21, I received a barmage of letters demending
that I announce some sort of editarial policy for the meg., This I was loth
to do., In A£22, I did say that there was one thing I held in disfavour and
would do nothing to perpetuate, Namely, fannish feuds.

I doubt if there is one of you who doesn't know the LC has been going
through a rough patch, Ghod knows, it's had cnough publicity of the worst
kind. This is bad enough and I wouldn t have mentioned it here if it had
finished at that. It hasn't, The bre@k-up of the '0fficially re—organised'
LC has resulted in a backwash of acrimony and downright stupidity that is
almost past belief., How often have you heard - and said yourselves - "I'm
in fandom fer fun.," This is fun?!!

I despair. Trying to stem the tide of bad feeling which 3till ‘tages is
tatamount to an attempt at beating out a forest fire with your bare hands,
I'm not so much concerned right ncw with who is right or who is wrong - #eith~
faction is wholly one or the other - Enough on this teuchy subject can be
rcad clscvhere, What I gm concerned about is the unhappiness you are all
causing to your many fricnds in fandon. You arc not being forced into a show
of friendship you obviously don't fecl, but I fail to understandFhy you can't
just agree to differ and leave it at that; Why be so vindictivef iWhy harbour
spite? Most of the rcasons given me for the cxisting bitterness lie 2-3
years in the past. Arce all of you really so unforgiving?

Where lies the virtue in being in the right and insisting that you are
vhen a lot of this miaer; ~ould be alleviated by ignoring provocative letters
and articles saying you are wrong. Any fire will die when starved of fucl.
Please, all of you, won't you starve this one to death, pow?

It is no use adopting the attitude of 'we'll drop it when they do!.
'They' are saying exactly the same thing, Someonc has to make the first
ove ucward peace. The one to do so can only gain respect for at least -
showing willing,

Most of you closcly concerned in this brawl - for that's what it has
beeome - profess yoursclves interested in the future of fandom and that it

should have one. Vhat a glorious example you are setting for your fannish
heirs to follow,

If I'm not careful I'm going to gain for myself a roputation of
~lwoyes choollug my mouth off at fondom and its fawlts, I know it looks and
sounds that wy; and ., i, oxcusc for so doing is that I've made so manv
friends among you and there is so much in fandom that is good. Also, believe
it or not, I've managed to have a hell of a lot of fun, I hate to see my
fricends wasting precious time in squabbling and kceping old scores alive
to the point where plain common sense doesn't get a look in, I am not a
"do gooder." heaven forfend. I do enjoy fandom and I'd like to make you
oll enjoy it too, oven if it kills you! ‘

'Bye for now, Don t cut too many throats,

‘See you......in 3 months,
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The Gift for Immortal Prose in most people deserts them the moment they put
words to paper, and in retailing Pamela's and my adventures in the land of
Bloch and Tucker I feel the need to put on my best bib and tucker, I ghall
not, I assure you, feel competent at thig present juncture to regale you with
the story of Tucker's next preneration and L. Sprague de Camp's dental floss
or of Willy Ley. As Walter Alexander Willis has said, we shall be referring
to rare objects on the fannish scene as 'Scarce as Bulmer's teeth,t ~E' am
wounded by this, woundec .o the gums, But,gritting my few remiaining ivories,
I repeat the fatal words 'dental floss.!

Thig thin, string-, fluffy, twine-like: substance is not as well known
or as widely used this sid~ of the Atlantic as the other, The theory is, in

the land where tooth-pic ¢ (~-m part of the table decorations, that the floss
shall be draym between *h to remove the odd lobster claw or hominy grits.,
L. Sp. de C, was = tly about to per’orm this intricate operation on

his pearlieg during a ! i ey talk, probably on rockets if it wasn t about
extinct animels, Now, ... s we all love and admire Villy, a talk by him
demands absolute concenura  on, “ucker, knowing this, concentrated, His off-
spring off-sprang,

The next we saw was ; »d D vid Tucker cavorting up and down the aisle
vith de Camp's dental floss. de Gamp had apparently, in one of his juvenile
psychological analysis fits, given it to the ¥ild Talent Juniar to keep him
amused

He wvas successful, Stunningly successful.
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The young Tycker w:ound
the stuff about him, cooccd
over it, ran up and down
trailing it behind him like
a Jules Verne steam-engine
- rocket train from here to
the Moon., People began to
ook, People began to n-d
- their heads and to pass the
word along. Willy Ley
carried on sternly, obliious
to the rivel attraction.

It is doubbful tha'
even he would hawe been
impressed by my inspirec
comment thgt young Tucke-
'was attempting to explain
an abstruse mathematical
.+ point of astronautics jest
' then being made by Willy. in
more simple.terms, undg: tandal
by us mere fen, On the other
hand, Willy might have b.en
talking about extinct animals,
The parmllel there is so
bright that I refrain from
comment,

At last Tucker Snr, lassocoed Tucker junior, it was not established if e
used the dental floss or not, and erder was rcstored. But it was the most
cuccessiul Willy Ley lecture in decades, I was told,

To round off the opening remarks - and no Gift far Immortal Prose is t-
be expected this time round - I doubt that any pen could do justice to the
thoughts that crossed my mind when talking to Bob Bloch and Tony Boucher,
Incidentally, he pronounces his name 'Bowcher' so I guess that must be right

They both have noses. They both have gimlot eyes. And ~ they both usc
cigarette holders. Now, many pcople use cigarrote holders, Evelyn Paige,

Terry Thomas and Ted Tubb, But the sight of Bloch and Boucher with holders,
sitting at the little pri-ate dimly lit and colourced-lighted bar in the hotcl.
in »€leirclEnd, ~atousel” Asshormrof tfagediess~1" 15 - S5t : :

Imagine - the romantically-lit bar, the ranked bottles;—the unobstrusivc
waiter, tree-like decorations swathing pillars, soft seats, good drinks - anc
these two giants sitting facing each other. At once - at once - they werc two
gentlemen from fiery Italy of the Renaissance, Their rapiars flickered, B
catching glints of light, flickering in and out in flashing parry and ripostc.
The b lades clashed and rang, Or - they werce two hcoroes from the plains of
Dium, huriing insults at cach other, hefting their well-madc spears, casting
them in darts of Jovian thunder. Or - well, you carry on,

Two sf giants, sitting fencing with cigarctte holders, still clenched
between teeth (huh?). The stuff from which can be spun sf and fannish fanto:ics
that still contain tho scnse of wonder the same pcoplec insist has becn lost, by
them,




The name of the bar wag the Purple Tree and the stmosphere was purple,

A sort of Polham Groom twilight, if you follow. The swizzle sticks were all
little purple trees, and the general effect was one of Jungles on Venus, I
was also reminded of Niebaldski's Mutant, This bar was reasonably small and
most select and secrctive and, to me, anyway, it never seemed to fill as you'd
expect, I think this was in part accounted for by the immensc quantitieg of
liduor consumed in rooms in parties, etc, I don't beclieve Guest of Honour
Isaac Asimov went to slecp from one cnd of the con to the other,

Doc Barrett had a shirt with two pockets, in one of which he had sleepy
rills and the other wakey-wakey pills., He used to walk about prescribing as
he went, Some of the con attendces set their physiological systems by Doc's
pills, snapping to a smart attention at crack of programme with a pill, and
dropping off to sleep under someone clse's bed atparty-low-ebd with another.

One evening, as Dale R.Smith had very kindly offercd to take Pamela and
me to dinner, as a generous gesture showing his support of the TAFF man,
arrangements were quickly made that Chinese food was just the thing for a
group of the CFG, Dale is a large, soft-spoken, very pleasant individual with
the sort of mid-western sinzerity that mekes every topic important, He is not
to be confused with Death Ray Smith of imrrmtal memory, and also of Nuneaton,
Dale went out of his way to be plassant co 1s, as @did most everyone, and we
all repaired through the strects of Clevel~1d to the Chinese Rostaurant.

As im any city where you go out to cat with a bunch, so it was in
Cleveland. Where was the restaurant? Which restaurant? This way - no, that
onc was not it -~ well then, this way ... We eventually arrived at a Chinese
Restaurant and entercd,

At that time Y-:m:lad liked Chincse food and I didn't, I'd been foistod
off in various Chincse Restaurants with terrible stuff by Ted Tubb from time
to time and had conceived an aversionfor it., So°T watched with same trepidation
as walter after waiter brought in bowl after bowl after Dowl, (FeeSie

It has only been in thc last couple of years that my palate and
susceptibilities have accustomed themselves to Chinese food, through the
skilful gc-rmet work of Dan Margan and John Kippax. They share my views on
what is eatable and what not - altho' I cannot follow them all tho way - I can,
at least, understand how to order. _

. There wcre a number of notable dinere around that Chinese table in
Cleveland, Ellis Mills, Ben Keifer, 'the one with the stomech muscle',. Don
Ford and Lou Tabskow. We started in and I did-find some quite nice things to
eat. The atmosphere was firs, with the old conversation rolling free, and, I
recall, it was that sort of onv.csation where anyonc speaks to anyonec and it
all fits in but there is notuing that you can pin-point for posterity., At onec
point Pamela and I werc warncd most carefully about a certain foodstuff, on a
small dish, and told that this was hot, really hot, hotter than anything
you've ever tasted, :

This was €hincse mustard, From all I gathered, it was uncommon in the
States for English nustard to be used - they have the powder but make it in
some complicated way that comes out something like Continental mustard; which
of course is just like fish mmste - , Anyway, onc of the chap's wives mas
tasting this and meking the appropriate cooing noises of heat, so we tried it
and it turned out to be like English mustard, so that was all right., It may
have been made a little bit stronger  but the difference was minute, I rccently
heard from Ellis that someone stuffed a wodge in their mouths and nearly exploded,
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I've an idea we disappointed them when we didn't exclaim at how Lot it was.

In a bar somewhere I pulled a juvenile action pun,

Dale Tarr and Dale Smith, two chaps who although not small are not as tall
as Don Ford (is anyone?) happened to be standing talking so I ups and begins

to marshal them around. I put Tart therg, and Smith there, and stuck Ford
between, there. Surveying my handiwerk, and their puzzled expressions, I

" hadn't the hegrt to make the pun, and,anyway, it had slipped in the making
and wasn't the full blooded one I'd originally thought of., So, I said:
"Behold, a mountain between two Dales,"

: Of course, the ford aspect of it should have been worked in but I'm
not a punman, a la WAW, (For which small mercy, Ghu be thanked) They were
quite polite, st ‘

When I'd eaten all I could, and most of the others had called it a day,
Ben, Ellis and Don, with Lou still in there, cleared the table, Doc began
to chuckle, but he knew that these lads could shift the food without ill
effects; The Americans est a lot more than we do, it seems, and the theory
is that this gives them their energy. Could be. Doc had figures which showec
that the size of us'ns over here had not increaged through the war years, as
most of the US folk are increasing in size ~ over the generations and by :
averages, of course - apparently because we had rationing which, although
giving us a perfectly good -and livable diet, didn't give us that little
extra which allowed growth inerease. I thought of the dinosaurs and their
flopping, also of the early-type mammals which ran to size until us littIe
'uns kicked 'em out. Still, even though the Black Prince was quitc a shorty
to us, there were big fellows in his days, and I suppose that even though
the height of the average population~unit (how's that for another new and
ugly way of saying something?) is steadily increasing, there will be enough
shorties to hold the balance level and to prevent the big 'uns from ruining
the race, (Come in, VAW, James White, Ted Tubb, Don Ford et al, and shoot
me down., hah!!)

Here endeth this episode of TAFF Tales. In picking out a few snapshot
memorics of the con we're hoping to build up a multi-dimensional picture that
elthough more difficult than a mere straightforward narrative, has already
micked up some favourable comment, If.-I haven't made it clear from the
beginning, both Pamela and I were greatly appreciative of the goodwill and
hospitality shown us; but think that is abundantly clear from what has already
been written - even if not in any style showing a Gift of Immortal Prosc ;

e oo b (AL RCRCEUN ) LRI R Y ] ® 0 °0 0000 LRGBS Y )

er - DON i?‘iﬁ“fo?-TAFF;“A"hoarty"welcomehawaits'you,Don, from us- iLL,-
ihe omty thing I dlslike'about-T&FF-iS5”that someone has tolose,
there can only be one winner and ircvit-bly this ncansg high hopes dnshed

for the lvsers. I hope thnt both Bjo-and-Terry will stand again sone
other time, ¥

I know. Let's start a fund going to bring all of USFandom ovep!!
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RORY FAULKNER

I wonder if in England
you have the world of fantasy _
such as we have here on television,

I mean the really fantastic commercials that outedo .anything the fantasy mags
t out.

= The commercials - pardon me, the 'important messages? are like an old--

fashioned medicine show. Every petty ailment that afflicts the human pace ig

exploited for gain, drsmnal’zed _a picture, song end story, frequently in a most

diegualing way,

Tor instagee, take the case of the two atuas, Aphrodi®e and the Discus
Hurler, Did ygw know marble statues could stink? As these ngble works of art
arc thmown on the spreen, a pontifical male voixce begines the pletch for an
under-arm deodarant by announcing maj estically, "In the matiro nalo, and in the
mature female, powerful glands located in “he curve of tho erm sccrete - ~-- -+ |
perspiration, otc." This smelly ad is almost equalléd by another which discusscs
how a woman sweats during her "vitality years." Ught

Then there is a man who squirms uneasily on his ehede while promoting a
certain hemorrhoid salve, usually interrupting a tender love story with his sad
tale - (tai13),

The battle of the hc-dache pills is waged furiousdy @l}, over the net-
works, HKaeh little pcllot proclaims its own superlority while down-grading itg
rivals,.,This wild brannigen is augmented in turn by the 1iquid soltzers,
usually with enimaged puppets.

I never notice how many of these -"sick" ads thers wore, because I usually
get up and leave during thc comnercials; but for three wecks f was bed~fast,
and had to lie therc and take it, Naturally I alrcady fal€ like hell in a
handbasket, and all thosec sorry-looking sad sacks bresking em on every program,
"noezing, coughing, snivelling, snuffing t' i sinuses, erasking their arthritic
Joints and blowing their bad breath out e, didn't makae mo fecl any better.
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A more hang-dog lot of miserable critters you never saw in your life,
Close kin to these are the sickly messes whq have something wrong with
their looks, which can be improved by the use of new complexion soap and

creams, hair conditioners, reducing pills and fattenlng-up nostrums, gymnasit

wvith equipment guaranteed to meke you the Belle of the Ball or the Adonis of
Muscles Beach overnight. Fantasy writers, take note for new plots!

These tireless hucksters pry into the mast private aspects of your 1life
Soothing, gentle toilet paper, in new pastel colors, is touted as being one

of the most noticed small luxuries of the home, and the wenches who advertizc
i appear’ in mést magnificent negligees in harmonizing shades, while unwrapp:i

a roll, apparently for immediate use. How many of us could affard such stylc

5. just to go to the bathroom? Me, I dress like the pages of the Sears Roebuct

catalogue, used 8o liberally in the farm-housec W.C,

I am beginning to think the humble attitudé we Americans have lately
taken toward every little Latin country that steps on our collective face,
is largecly due to the inferiority complex induced by our own commercials,

Every soul in the land according to the hucksters, has headaches, sinus
trouble, colds, ,bocy odour, sodr stonnecii, bad hreath, frowsy hair, pimplus,
a bum figure, or has to sit eideways on a chair!
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I don‘t know if I‘m rlght or not ‘but I thougnt you mlght like to sco
some examples of Cockney rhyming slang. To our “mcrlfrlcnds. They do rhyme
1f the pronoun61atlon'zs .right, F'instance.. o

el [
North -and south.,,.Moath.
Mince pies:.::vio..Lyes,
ERE D AL . S alEleg s M s e i et S
Trouble and strife, WIfo :

Tit=fer=tat,......Hat. (Thls is now commonly abbroviated to!titfar)
Whistle and-flute.. Sul‘b ¥ Ein Y

Hggdter Theceeergers deis Teay -
Aipples- and' perrs. ...Stalrs
Johnny -'orner. Corner
Pot and: pzm..... Man.

Half inch., ;.;.......Plnch (stoal)

China-plate:,..,,,,,.Mate, fusually for the sake of brovi 3d! Chin:
i bllstor,_,,slstcr Ly : te of brevity called'China),
Boracie Idumt . ..., ceokint, (brokc).

Sky - gckot......,...Pockct
Currant - BUNL s o o o frarg DM

Load ‘o! coku......‘.Blokc

PlgS UGI'...'.........BUOI‘ P =T
Plates o' TMeat., 4 4., Feobi '
70 “and” elght......,,Statc, (condltlon)
wuom-and -eve-ityy:, ,  Belicvve xt

Frog ﬂnd"toad......; Road"

Rabbit and POI‘king ....T"L'lkln no 1 % o
Jim Skinner............ Dlrme.g oo usually Just ‘rabbitting! )
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WANTED
A complete working script of
TennesseeWilliam's play
"Sweet Bird of Youth." It was
published in the April '59 issuc
of "Bgquire." I'm willing to pay
10/~ for a copy of it,
Peter Singleton,
10, Emily St ect,
Burnicy,
Lancs,

WANTED

No matter in what battcred condition,

provided they arc complecte, the following,

WEIRD TALES

1933. Nov, .

1934. April, May, Aug., Oct., & Dec,
* " 35, Mareh, July,|&:0nt,

" 3. Jan,, Feb., July & Oct.

13T Lo,

W 395, Dece

Write stating issucs and price wanted to,,.

Jimmy Groves,
29, Latham Road,
East Ham,

London. E.6,

ATOM is still looking for "~tg"
2,3 & 4, If you can help him, you
know where he lives, Oh! You don't?
Pelkd s AitNs

17, Brockham House,

Brockham Drive,

Londen, Sil.2,
While you are about it, why not pat in
an order for the "Willis Papers! to be.
published soon, Dec luwmc cdition 7/-
ordinary. 5/-. It has ATOMillos too!
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SASTER CONVENTION,

The only news I have of this is
what you probably already know,
I hoped to be able to give you
further details but, nothing hes
come through, It will be held
the weckend of April 15-18th, at
the DOMINTON HOTEL, Lancaster Roac.
If you want a room in the '"ConBlock!
book NOW with the hotel manager.
Rates are 35/- 33 per night,
Con~fees vary from 15/- for non-
BSFA members to 10/~ for members,
~ with reductions on both counts
for juniors,

If a crowd of you youngsters
would like to room togecther, thus
reducing the cost of a room contwme*
the hotel manager and he will
arrange it, Suggcstions and offere
of items for the programme would

be welcomed by the ConCommittec
Write to Sandra Hall, 41,
Northend Housc, Fitzjames Avenue,
London,W.14, Con-feas to be
sent to lwchie Mercer, 434/4
Newark Road, North Hykcham, Lincs.

Thosc bringing valuable cquipment
to the Convention and would like it
covercd under the insurance policy
being taken out by the ConCommittec.
should WZIhe T0..e.we oo
John Nowvman, 30, Bulstrodc
Read, Hounslow, Mddx, giving the
serial numbcr and value of the
"~ article/fs., ;
HAVE FUN, I'11 be
sceing you therc!
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KB VAL ELLIOT

have always been prejudiced against those writlers o lecturers
¥—opinions—on—the—naturer—ohorastenisti!

who gi h #cs and custons of a
i‘orelgn country after a ten day stay - I shall now commit the same folly
and give a flash impression of Russia after nine days only in the two
main cities of that vast territory.

We went by sea to Leningrad in the M.V."Baltika," a modern comfortable
ship, not unlike others I have travelled in, with wide decks,. luxurious
lounges, ball-room and bar. The reading room was replete with glossy
maga21nes in eighteen different languages.

Caviare on the breakfast table was the only predominant Russian
note,

The general atmosphere was cosmopolifan until the landing at
Lenlng;ad when the door of our state-rcom was flung open and the most
formidable woman I have ever seen stalked briskly 'in. "Customs" she
said, tersely, and gave a supercilious survey of all my possessions.
"Wliere is the other occupant of this room?", she demanded. : "In the bath"
said I, in a quaking little voice. "Bring her in," she thundered. ("Off
with her head" said the Red Queen.) At that moment my stable-mate, a wee
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timarous little lady entered and I fled, leaving her to the tender merc:
of Madam Boadicca. ' :

The train trip to loscow could be described as 'travelling herd',

The compartment for four was cosily ecuipped with tiered wooden benches

only, until a male steward appeared ard unrolled a hard unyielding matires:.
and & hard unyiedding pillow, two coarse but immaculately clean sheets and
one blanket which he deftly made into beds, The community toilet and broom
cupboard vas the dirtiest and most congested cubby-hole I have ever seen,

but a cheery little stove in a niche in the corridor provided tea at any hour
of the night, seorved by a grubby female attendant who sat on the foot of one
bed and conversed volubly with onc of my companions who spoke Russian,

On arriving in Moscow Sandra and I were alioted a most luxurious suitc
in a grandiose hotel. I wondered if by mistake we had been given the
accomodation intended for the Vice-President of the U,S. who was visiting
Russia at the time,

A parquet floored foyer led into omr sitting room, containing .a 23k
with a.very handsome marblc desk sct, a dining table with emethyst cut-il=s-
water jug end tumblers, also several easy chairs, The bedroom was furiic’
with spreiolis dressing-table and wardrobe, twin beds with yellow bed spr-:
and pastel coloured walls throughout, The suite was at the corner of th:

building with wide windows over-locking a boulevard and the Balshoi Th--
opposite, e
The bathroom was fitted with all the necessary equipment except one

A O

mundane and very essential detail. When this lapse was brought to the a .t -

of the room~maid she smiled broadly, showing an expense of steel denturc:
and b rought us torn segments of "PRAVDA" and "ISVETSIAY the local newsp: -:
Apparently the finer aspects of that commodity are i:mored in Russia.

I couldn't wait to get to Gumms, the huge shop built like a railway
station vith every type of merchandisc under one glass domed roof and mi. .
of iron stairs leading to higher floors. The building covers ane large bl-
vith many display-windows showing rather pathetic attempts at artistic wirdow
dressing and merchandise cheap in quality but excessive in price, :

* The millinery window filled with nomdescript hoad-pioeces, but i..
one corner was THE HAT, The Hat I noeded least and wanted most of anythi- o
in the world! I could scrrcely slcep for thinking of it and ‘planning the
frock I would buy to accorpany it, "Darling," my fricnds would say, "wha*
& divine hat - Paris, of course?" I would reply off handedly, “on no, Ios:
What a gimmick!

I persuaded my Ruszian speaking acquaintance to go with me to
ncgotiate the purchase; ''¢ mere diverted and re-routed from onc departme:
to another and I begar to have the fecling of concerted opposition. We
were finally dirccted to a work-shop at the top of the building and our qlie
made known to a rathcr over-bearing sales woman. The hat with which I ba.
become obsessed was a soft sage green fels, with a broad brim which wag ed -
with narrow velvet green bipging of a cc. rasting shade, Tho crown - - "
was flat and twisted somehow in onc picce were small plrk roses which were
repeated under the brim. It was enchanting., Now I was belng offered a
badly made copy of what I had come to consider'my hat! in a different coloi -
and at double the pricc. The colour she said, had fadedl MBut, " said I,
mentally stamping my foot, "I want the hat in the window,® I was assure.’ 1
the 'administration' would not allow the hat to be moved, but I could heve o
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ied in five days time allowing of course, for the next day being closing
g:?t followtg by&{hemilliner's rest day, followed by the week-cnd. ‘

Pourntimes I tried to batter the sales resistence of that shop only to
meet defeat and frustration, I came to the conclusion that along aith other
things, sales policy differed from ours and the window piece was a cruel decoy.

1t is a fallacy that Russian women cannot buy cosmctics or perfumes,
There are two (hideous) shades of lip-stick available, and scents with allurig
names like "Sputnik," "Red Moscow," "Kremlin" etc, all smclling like vanilla
or cloves. The shops sclling these luxuries are crowded with women as arc
those sclling jewellcory, where the ornaments were fantastic in price and
tawdry in design. I finally decided I had better abandon all attempts to
acquire a momento of my trip and be content with memories and impressions of
that majestic city., Majestic and stupendous it is, with wide strects and huge
buildings both o0ld and modern, Everything on a gigantic scale with a il
profligate use of parquet flooring and marble pillars and stairways, both of
these rich embecllishments provided by local proaucts,

The strects arc crowded day and night with thousands of badly - tho' not
poorly - dressed pcople with sombre but not unhappy faces. A queuc of thesge
people stretches for blocks and blocks waiting to pass through the tombs: of
Lenin and Stalin. The Kremlin and Red Square give one ample opportunity to
study the masses, :

Huge blocks of flats are going up cverywhere to improee the living
conditions and many windowed schools for the childeen from the age of five,
who are inculcated with Communism, non-alcoholism, non-Christianity and non-
nicotine, There are ninetten churches in Hoscow, five Greck Orthodox, two
Catholic, A Beptist, a Mosque ete, for the old people who still lean towerd
religion, o

The palaces of the old.Czars arc packed with the descendants of the
serfs of the old regime who built and decorated these magnificent structures
end they gaze spell-bound at the glories to which they had never before had
access, The theatres . arc filled with women wearing scarves on their hcads
and men wearing neither tie or coat drinking in the beauty of the ballet with
greater appreciation perhaps than the well dressed tourists, The staging is
of breath~taking proportions and I have never seen such large-scaled
productions. The technigue differs somewhat from ours there being loss toe
work and terrific leaps and bounds. s £

The circus offered some unusual animal acts, A huge brown bear rode a
scooter, a pedal cycle and then a moter bike round the arena, Finally, the
act ended with a racc between the bear and his trainer on motor bikes, both .-
tearing round the track at top speed with only their head-lights on and the
theatre in total darkness. At the ond the bear saluted and bowed to the - -
audience and thon sglapped his traincr on the shoulder which laid the poor
little man out flat. The arena was later flooded and a woman played water-
polo with five full growm tigers. A low parapet surroundcd the tank and I -
sat within a few fect of this frolic and didn't fecl any too securec,

This being only the sccond year of tourism there are foy people who
speak English among the sales or hotel staff, but that adde ~est to fereign:
travel and we even braved riding on buscs and having our shoes polished at -
the curb by an old woman boot-black, : A

Ice cream was eaton on the strects as casually as mec smokes horc, I.
had read that the consumption of ices in Russia is the largest in the world;ﬁ-b
and after cating this confection I can quite believe it - it is delicious, ‘oven
to a non-loving cater of.ices. e s
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The annual exhibition of the fifteen provinces of the U.S.S.R. was
stowving, The huge acreage was beautifully landscaped and the buildings which
ar= permanent were characteristic of sach province and magnificent in:design.
I have seen a number of international exhibi’ions and none excelled this one.
The Mongolian types of the ~xhibitors and t! : products of these Asiatic
provinces made me realise the'vas® and varie . compcnents of the Soviet States.
L went expecting to be bored »nd exhausted Lut it was so interesting and
stin ilating I hated to leave :

We reluctantly le 't -ou- gla v hotcl suite and entrained for Leningrad
whorz we were billeted ‘n an otel " "1t in 1905 and furnished in the style
of 'hat period! The'city pr -ente' e other side of the picture. Less
ma ificent in architecture .ut on: sensed a higher culture, It impressed me
thz’ Leningrad wasn't trying to show off t. “.e rest of the world but that you
accepted the city as it wad, shabby, batte’ U -and battle-scarred from the 900
Cay siege of the war. The university and * = Stadium have been completed
51072 the war and are magnificent. The ur. ~rsity offers a most extensive
curricwlum and its lecture rooms, library ::J labs are equipped with the
tctest in design, The dormitories are cheeriul and I was told the bursary
is quite generous, _

The elegance of the interior with its beautiful inlaid floars and wide
marble stairs, its smoothly running automatic 1ifts so staggored me that I gct
hcrolessly lost and missed the bus back to town and had to return in solitary
s ondour in a taxi, : :

I did not attempt that woman's idea of bliss, touring the shops in
Le “ngrad after my ignoble fefeat in Hoscow, but gave myself wholly to the

mi ostrations of our intrepid intcrpreter, 1!, like the one in Moscow, was
an ¢stractive cultured girl 1 oroughl: br: l, no doubt, for her job, They
answered questions, argued gool-natur iy 1 aguressively anti-Communist

“cir’ste and bohaved chermin © - throughout v at must have been a very irksome. .
a . Lrritating job,

After 5 days in Moscon d / “u Lening-ad we returned to our cosy "Baltiizal
will its smart yacht-like 1i4c-. i+ aculate interior and caviare for breakfas: .
T hope the lady oppositc me o* Lal’c had realisod the rod vaciaro wasn't jam
and did not have the embarra: .iunh of finding to her horror she was eating

‘fish mste' as had happened -1 t.: first dey,

So we left Russia, with crowied improssions, Still open-minded if not
altozether convinced as to the virtues iof Communism, - Armed with balalikas,
tiss of black caviBre and two newly learncd vords, "goodhyo," and "ice croam,"
I ave the feoling that thc stringent phasce of Communism is changing per-force,
The Russian pecople are better off cconoaically and physically than they werc
in the Czarist days and with this iaprovement will develop montally and will
“hemeselves over—~throw the present form of multi-dictatorship,

But I shall never forgive them for not letting me buy THE HAT!

I think the admission of tourists will play a big part and I hope to
retr™n and explore the out-flung districts not so modernised but no less
in‘cresting., I am an ‘intrepid explorer'. T love to travel and will go

. ..ore, Any offcrs?

If I have made excessive use of rdjectives here-in it is because

everything is on such a Targc :cale, tte country, the size of the citics and

the crcchitecture. The Russiar "thinmk o' 57 » their plot and plan for world
dariation of Communism iz mcnimental.,
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Though I love ‘horticulture with a passion better men reserve for their
wivew I 'am beund to admit that it has always lecked the leaven of humoyr,
Gardeners' get-togethers are solemn affairs and a playful plantsman is yet
to be bomn; and when I reveal that the only horticultural joke I know is
the one ending '"We put custard on ours" you will appreciate that anything
which promises to-inject hilarity into our proceedings is more than welcome,

Well, we got our first injection last July. A gardening weekly, "Garden
News", which has been running for just over a year 'and apparently considers
itself tHe Daily Mirror of the plant world, pubXished this blurb as a banner
on ite front page: : Y

"Did you know that an American nuclear scientist now living im Sussex
is subjecting plants to radio-active waves? He claims to have developed
some incredible plant strains ‘and to be able to considerably increase Flower
or fruit production......READ OF THESE AMAZING DISCOVERIES ON FAGE 12",

Naturally, Ol' Dad Enever turned to.page 12 as fast as his trembling
fingers would let him, If sixpennorth of U238 will turn white irises scarlet
OL' Dad has a fortune in uis grasp.

However, page 12 seemed to lack concise information, The article
merely claimed to double the output or halve the growing time or change the
strain of pretty well any plant "using infra-red, ultra-violei or X-rays
according to requirements....,." ' k
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The American Nuclear Scientist explained that "a seed is like a
blue print, X-rays and gamma rays re-zcreage this blue print so that if you
have a highly developed strain of, say, chrysanthemum, then by battering
seeds from this flower an? rearing them in the normal way the original strain
can be produced. On the ther hard it is also possible to produce an even
better strain than the o« starbed with, If the particular seeds receive
“oo large a dose of the »uvs thay ;o back to their original strain, but if
they have too small an amount the results are freak plants with perhaps no
leaves or purple flowers - it can be quite amazing."

I've quoted that paragraph in full because I don't want to be blamed
for any slight incomprehension it may induce in your mind, The fault lies -
either with the reporter or the American Nuclear Scientist. It is possible,.
of course, that incomprehension may give way to incredulity when I quote
the ANS as saying that he has no need or interest in commercializing his
findings.

Be that so, the ANS hit the "Garden News" headline agein in August
with a splash story about the effect of coloured lighting on plant growth.
An orange sodium street lamp may stop your sweet peas growing, whereas a
mercury vapour one improves everything except geraniums, A green light
dries soil very quickly: it has "some molecular reaction on the water
which deies it much quicker than other lights,™ e '

- A whole centre page ‘s devoted to this and a lot more similar clap-

“ trap, along with pictmres -f the ANS standing amid some rather weedy tomato
plants. But the best is : 2t to come. In October "Garden News" carried
another front page story vader “he head "PLINTS DO WORRY AiND FRAL PAIN", in
which the /NS anno nced that by means of a highly sensitive skin gelvano-
meter he had been able to showr that a tomsto plant worricd when he stuck a
nail in it, or tore a shoot off; A

"Plants only catch a disease if they are thinking of dying," he
says. f

I've written the next headline for AGarden News", Easy, really: -
DIANETICS FOR YOUR DI/NTHUS. HUBBARD CIE.RS HIS CLEMATIS "

But if those tomatoes cver found out that it was dear old Elron
Hubbard who was sticking nails in ‘em they'd most likely die, like me,
of laughing,

e 0 goe oo e S0 e noeeo CRC BN A W O ) * o0 0b0ao0

9 ;gillsay that TLFF was ‘theibest idea ever to hit fandom, The
deadline for voting is long past biz,.money is ‘stdill acceptable, 111 who
can should support this worshy causs; - Colributions however small or LARGE

. . to_
Bob Madle gl i Home Shagiog,
672 Ripley Street, . ey Southwqy:
?rookv1;%e, ‘ ; arthurs Jvenue,
Adexandria, Va, U,S... Harrogate. Yorks,
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I was sitting in the Sergeant's office. We were discussing tactics,
- Finally, we decided to write to the local water bailiff and tell him

that we had information that poachers were intending to gaff trout on

the river which ran through our district, at a spot called Poucher's

- Folly, three miles north of the police station., We grinnea to each

other, and decided to do a night patrol on the river, compl ~te with .our
own gaff, three miles south of the station, on the same nif:t. Should

be foolproof. Unless of oourse, he didn't trust us, after an incident
which concerned the three of us some months ago,

"Tell you what," muttered the Sergeant, trying to rub a beer
stain off the front of his tunic, "how about if I say that you'll meet
him at Poucher's Folly, He!'ll have to g6, then, and I can get the trout
at our spot in perfect saf et

"Good idea, sarge," I said, and the door was knocked,

The Sergesant waved a thumb over his shoulder, and I got up and
opened the door, ;

It was the new curate, His face vas pink, his collar perfectly
white, his trousers creased, his hands
held together in front of him, and
with a pious smile on his fade.

'Ah, come in, Mr, Arbuthnot , "

I shouted, giving the Sergeant time
to turn round the picture on the wall,
wvhich depicted a girl having a shower
before the water was turned on, a

picture which the Sergeant had
confiscated off his gon,
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We went in, and I saw that the picture showed a bowl of red roses.

The Sergeant looked over his shoulder, feigned surprise, and stood
up, knocking erumbs off his trousers.

"Good morning, sir," he said, "of course I'd like to read the sermon
o - L

"Tut tut, Sergeant," twittered the curate, " I couldn't let you do
"2t after your faux pax last Sunday. I'm sure you didn't see those words -
vou used in the bible, David knocked Goliath's something head off, Three
cioirboys fainted, They'd never heard that word before, No, Sergeant, I
vioab to diseuss a serious situation with you, As you know, there are fifteen
Ltiys in the choir, excluding your three sonB, who I haven't seen at church
in the last three ronths, Last Sunday, only seven turned up, The Sunday
before I had eleven for church, and the Sunday before the whole fifteen,
T om positive that next Sunday I shall be lucky if I get five, and the Sunday
after,,,,well?¥

The Sergeant tried to frown.

"Um, I'm sure there must be a reason for their non-aticndance, sir,"

"There 1s, there surely is," hissed the curate, "They're mlaying cards
in Farmer Burnside's loft,"

The Sergeant staggered back &s if he'd been struck a mortal blow, b

"Playing eards on Sunday?" he gasped, as though the ides appalled him,

"Yes Sefgeant," said the curate, "and I want you to go to the barn next
Sunday and catch them in the act. Such goings on, I can't imagine vhere they
learned such a horrible thing,! '

The Sergeant puffed himself up like a toad.

"I shall cencel the proposed patrol for Sundey afternoon, sir," he said,
"and I shall go with Berry here, and we'll prepare an ambush in the loft, and
I'm telling you here and now, sir, if I catch any of the little bas - any of
tie little boys in there pla'ing cards, I'll lather their backsie I'll give
L em a taste of my strap., Tiat is a promise,

The curate sniggered happily.

"I'm sure you will, Sergeant," he said sueetly,

"Yes, end I'11 promise yéu this, Mr. Arbuthnot," said the Sergcant,
vho always overdid things, "I'11 promise you that the follewing Sunday you'll
heve the whole pack of bloo-, er, they'll all be at cheir prectice. "

The curate nodded, satisfied thet the matter was in goed hands.

After he'ad gone, the Sergeant turned the calendar picture back round
to its proper side, and looked at the naked girl depicted on it,
} His bloodshot eyes screwed up, his body heaved with silent guffaws, and

* fturned to me,

“Hey, Berry," h ted with mi Y
’ TY » € panted with mirth, "did I cyer tell you th
the chorus girl and the curate?! ; - ¢ jake about

...l.. ®ee o000 ; se 000 L ) eSS agew

I never Previously realised that I wzs_prone to hay fever,
I xnew I'd goon losc «1l control, and I'd have to sneeze, but I was too
fr’~htened to do so; becausec our hiding placcs would be revenled,
~ The Sergeant was alright, He'd disguiscd himself . as a sack of potatoes,
He'd huddled Bimself in a sack and got me to tie a slip knot at the top of it,
T'7 dragged him to the rear of the loft where the light wasn't any too good.
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Then, on his instructions, I burrowed my way into the hay. It was very
comfortable, and from the way the hay was compressed roughly in a body shape,
I presume that some of the village lovers had come to the same conclusion

as myself,

As a matter of intcrest, I was very much surprised at fhe decision of
the Sergeant to hie to the hayloft so early. There was at least a couple of
hours to go before the choir practice began, and the boys, if they came,
wouldn't be likely to come up to the loft and hide until choir pmactice was
due. Of course, I knew from experience that the Sergeant had a basic sense
of organisation, which, admittedly, didn't assert itself unless the situation
could be swung to his personal advantage, and my only conclusion was that,
coming so early, the boys wouldn't see us sneak to the loft, and so be forewarned,

My mostrils twitched, and I knew I would have to give a really fruity
sneeze, when I heard a giggle, and footsteps climbing the ladder to the loft.

This would be the boys, I thought, just a mite carly, and I noarly burst
my braces when I saw Flossie Winterbottom clamber into view, closely followed
by Fred Bucket, the loeal brecadserver, _ .

“I'm only seventcen, Fred," whispercd Flossie, about whose amours: the
Sergeant had often recgaled me on night patrols. I'd often wondered how he .
knew so much intimate detail. Now I knew. You had to hand it to the Sergeant,...

Fréd got on his hands and knees about a yard from me, and prepared a
sort of bed of hay,

"I shouldn't do this,you know, Fred," cooed Flossie, and she suddenly
grabbed him by the jacket lapels, and they were soon in what could only be
termed a most affectionate cmbrace.

i I'forgot all about my snceze, I mean, I was thecre on duty, and I don't
want you to think that I'm the sort of chap who'd purposcly Spy on courting
couples, but, dammit, they werc only a yard from me, ard I kidded mgelf into
helieving that if I moved I would spoil the Sergeant's ambush,

After ten minutes, I tore my cyes awvay, and once again I -almost blew
up in amazement, ! :

The bag of spuds was halfway across the lofit,

Even as I watched, hypnotised by it all, the littlec ends of the sack
shuffled forward, and the Sergeant, in full disguisc, sought a better vantage
view of the sport, ;

As I'red eventually threw caution to the wind, the bag of potatoes was
poised at an angle of forty five degrees above his head, and as Frdd took a
really deep breath and wiped the sweat from his brow, I swear the Sergeant
was breathing, metaphorically specaking, down his neck, :

Just then, as I mysclf broke out into a sweat, young and high voices
full of fun and excitement were heard below, and the end of the ladder where
it pushed up through the loft waved about a bit, and the ginger head of Stan
Perkins shot into wview.

A series of fantastic incidents took .place in the space of a split second,

The lovers took blind dives into the hay, and landed on top of me,

This was bad cnough, but the most astounding thing of all was the frantic
movements of the sack of potatoes, _It secmed to turn round twice on its axis,

as if secking its bearing, and‘then in a fast soft shoe shuffle, it swayed :
back towards the wall in the darkness from whence it came. Muffled noises

came from the sack, which were impossible to understand, but which beded i1

for someonc. I hoped it wasn't going to be me, : :
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Fred Bucket, wﬁbééﬁgyés lAd become accustomed to the semi-darkmess,
craned forward for a betier view of the performing sack, and I got a
mouthful of agricultural boot, I made a vow there and then to tell
Farmer Burnside to get his yard cleaned, or to move the cows senevhere else,

IMossie proceeded to giggle, and 1 jabbed her with my elbow, she said,
"ot mow, Fred," and giggled again, although this time much fainter,-as
if steps were being tuken to stifle the sounds, ;

The nine youths, including the Sergeants three sons, werc.gso thrilled
vith their adventure, and their eyes were so unused to the light that they
didn't hear Flossic, or witnoss the hurried zig-zag retrcat of the spuds.

They clezred on area of hay, and the Scrgeants elderr son took out
a pack of cards, he did a shuf”le that would have shamed Doc Halliday. -

The cards sprayed from his fingers as though he had some super—
human control over them, The boys picked uv the five cards, and the game
of poker began in carncst.

Betting became high....tho Sergeante son, who was banker, soon had
a pile of pennics and thrécpenny bits in front of -him, and onc by onc the
boys dropped out as their monoy changed hands,

I vas cngrosscd in the play mysclf?, and the two lovers, who, I
think, sensed my prosence, gradually sncaked further baclk into the hay,

After half an hour,-only two were left in the game, the Sepgeants
son, and Fatty Smith, thec groccers son,

The ‘cards wore dealt, and-the kitty beocame higher and higher, The
atmosphere was really tense by now."The boys split into two groups,
supporting ecach pla:-ar.

Fatty, a grin on his face, said casually, "up ninepcnce."

A gasp went round the walls “6f ‘the hayloft,

The Sergeants son sogied,  He was just about to throw his cards in,
wnen a muffled volew came “rom behind him, mumbling "up onc and six,"

I swear ['11 noever forget those Boys faces as the sack shuffled into
the arcna, -Theiriceyesy without oxccption, appcarced to be on the cnds of
spindlcs. A finger arpearcd from the sidc of the sacls, 1t wobtlecd round
and round, and the hele grew lerger, and a red nosc, tii.n a hecad burst
through. ; :

"Don't just stand thcre,” he roared te his son,-"let me owt.™
The boy, ‘with trembling fingors, undid the knot, and the Scrgeant
stepped out, dusting himsclf, J . 5

"Tie a slipkmot, Borry, I scz-to him," seathed the -Sergeant, "and
he goes and blast:d well trusses me up like a turkey....hdy, Teave the
cards vhere they arc, Fatty. Right,son, up onc and six, "+ -

The boys shook their heads, as if it were all a big dream, and-then *
wvith grins of realization on thair faces, ‘they sat round in % Circle,” g
chuckled with glge os the Scrgeant pullcd out a handful of loose change.

Fatty Smith cringed. He realiscd what he was up, against, He
picked up his cards, and held them by a corner, rcady to flick them avay,
the Sergeants son rcached a clutching hand forward for the moncy, whon I
velled, "up three siillings, Fatty,™ il
A The boys recoilipd azain as I crowlced out of the hay bchind then,

I'11 never scc puch oxpregsions on cherubic faces again,

I sat behing Fattys “opposite thoe Scrgeant and his son, and looked

at Patty'ls cards, Afﬂilmwc,tM@oswmwzmdtwoqmmm.
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It was silent in the hay loft and 21l the heads craned farward at
this gigantic battle of the giants, I reached in my pocket and pulled
out a handful of coppers and a couple of half crowns. The Sergeant
looked down at his sons cards. A leathery tongue came out and circled
his lips. I could hear the crackle.

"Up six shillings," he breathed.

The boys huddled in closer. I felt hot breath on my neck and turned
round to see Fred Bucket, His eyes were wide, thrilled with the excitement
of the card play.

"le haven't got twelve shillings, Fatty," I said, and Fred grinned
and stuffed a pound note into my hands.

"Up twelee shillings," I hisded,

The Sergeant clnsed his eyes, and his son locked at him like a
fledgling in the nest looks at its mother, except his mouth was open twice
ag wide,

"Up Twenty four shillings" croalted the Sergeant. He started to
ask the boys near him if they had any mcney, They all shook their heads.
when a voice shouted:- :

"Ah, you've caught them, Sergeant,"

Never have I seen a men move like the Sergeant. He took a guick
glance at the Curate's face peering over the adge of the trapdoor, took
a leap into the air, landed in the middle of the group, and shouted:-

"In the name of the law I am seizing the proceeds of this card schonl. "

Before anyone could move, he whipred up the cash and stuffed it into
his pockect,

"Ho stood with his legs braced apart. He raised a fist to the Heavens
and he told those boys exactly what befcll sinners who dared to play poker
instead of attending choir practice. He told them how lucky they were
that the Curate,with their interests at heart, had told him of their
activitics, and why, he said, the Curate had even interrupted a poker
school himself. The Sergeant's voice trembled as he explained this,
Finally, he said he wanted to see the boys at the police station that -
might, after they'd been at choir practice. :

Much bewildered, the boys trooped past us and down the ladder, their
eyes signifying, as I myself conjectured, that so much had happgned that
they couldn't keep track of cverything. I knew just how they felt,

Back in the loft, the Sergeant with his chest puffed out, explained
in great detail how we'd ambushed the boys.

The Curate, highly dclighted, clucked like a broody hen, and rubbed
his hands together,

Tho Curate went down the ladder, and I falxawed, I saw the Sergeant
take a last look round. No one could be seen, although I fancy I heard
a faint rustling in the hay. The Sergeant coughed loudly, and meaningly,
and followed us down the ladder,

The Curate bade us goodbye, mutterod more congratulations an our
astute investigations, and toddled avey towards the church,

“I presume you're a month behind wi.th your groc:iry account," sneered
the Sergeant. i

I gave a weak grin, How did he know?

"It's a good jtb the Curate interripted gihe game,” he continued,
first time I ever had four aces in one hand,.,......"
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I parked my bicycle outside the police station, glanaed at my
watch and saw it was almost half past ten at night. Good, I was only
half an hour late for patrol. I was improving; ifie Sergeant had been
quite right to check me for lack of punctuality.

I rapped the front door, no onc came, and I tapped again, harder.

Another two minutes passcd before the Sergeant opcned the door,
His eyes were somcwhere down by his second tunic button., When he ‘saw it
was only me, they retracted.

"Just in time," he grinned. Bewildered, I followed him down the
corridor to the cell door. He kicked it open, and I almost fainted. All
the boys from the card school were grouped in a circle, sittling on the
dirty blankets.

"Sergeant," I gasped, "haven't you got a powor of arrest for baoys
playing.cards,,.i, 2" ‘

“"diot," he swore, "thcy aren't under arrest. We're going to
continue vwhere we icft off this afternoon. Right, son, deal Mr. Berry
and myself five cerds, and group round boys, and sce how poker should be

I

Bayed wsthanil il

"That'$ onc pound cightcen and sixpence I owe you," cursed the
Sergeant an hour l-ter. We were sitting in his office,with big mugs of
aoaoa in our hands. '

"Just had the cards, Scrgeant,” I grinned. I knew I could do a
deal with him later for tomatoes and honey and potatoes and stuff, I was
sceretly sorry for him, because his wife never gave him any money.

"Sergeant, 1 thought we were finished this afternoon,"'l continued,
"when I looked up ¢nd saw the Curate peering into the loft, and us in the
middle of a session. I must admire the way you sized up the situation."

The Sergeant shrugged, as if to say that why should I single out
that one incident, hadn't he aluays got out of his many scrapcs? He
looked into the fire, and he was thoughtful.

"All the same, Sergeant," I said, " you took thc hell of a risk
playing cards in the cell with thé'village kids, Suppose thc Inspector
had visited the station? It would have been 1like the Calgary Stampede.
Vhy didn't you usc the front room in your house next door?"

"Frek Bucket's there wit h Flossic," he higsed. "If Miss Sncethorpe
across the road is watching, I shall be raided by the Vice Squad., He
came to scc me tonight, and hinted darkly that the Curate, ond the School
Master, to say nothing of the Inspector and the local Member of Parliament
would be annoycd if they heard about our game this afternoon. I tried
to blackmail him by saying I'd spread the word around about Flossie, but
he said it would do his prostige the world of good. Look, Berry, rack
your brains. Vhat she hell arc we going to do about Bucket?!

CRCRCN N W ) @6 s 00y LU RSO ) @0 e9s0ceos
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I am only vaguely aware how I come to be reviewving fanzines in ORION,
I'11 confess I do have a hankering to try this reviewing lark, just to see
vhat sort of a job I can make of it., Seers to me there's two ways of doing
it, You can be'yery nice to all the zines., That way you stay on the right
side of faneds ~ but it makes a dull colurn, Or, you can give your honest
opinion which means saying you enjoyed a zine, if you did and being truthful
about it if you didn't, I intend trying tha¢ latter course, so let's get
with it, 10 rates top and on down the scale,

EANAG A4L5 Terry Carr, '70 Liberty Strect ##£5, San Francisco 10, Calif,

4 for 25¢ or 4 for 2/- from Archie Mercer, 434/) Newark Rd., N.Hykeham. Lincs,
- There isn't much one can say about a newszine barring that it's a

G*0®0*D T*H*TW*G, It has news - naturally ~ and chatter to gladden the

fannish heart, Get this one for sure, rating 10,

HIFHEN, W.A.Willis. 170, New Townards Road, Belfast, N.Ireland, 1/6d per.
HYPHIN of late strikes one like the Flying Dutchman. It 1eoms out of

the mists of time when lcast expected, still going strong (but not as often

as meny of us would wish). Thish is as good as over the theme being e Velcome

Home to BoSh, With Shaw slanted uriting by Walt, Ving Clarke and Bob himself,

Far HYPHEN addicts, it's Shaw to pleass, (ouch!) Letter section was weeny,

26



L T e T T
3]
el

I hope it's bigger hext time round. Vhen is next time, Walt? rating 10,

CRY of the Nameless #¢ 133. Box 92, 3rd Ave, Seattle /. Washington.
25¢per, or 53, 1/9per or 5 7/~ from John Berry, 31, Campbell Pk. Ave,
. Belfast N.Ireland. (that should read, 920, 3rd Ave., up there, E.P.)

CRY has a personality that is fabulous and wacky., This dlso descriccs
its gand and letter hacks - the CRY lettercol is somctHing that has to be
read to seem believable and cvery practising fan should read it, Right now
they've been having a game of 'editorial chairs! and have all moved round.
Best thing in the issue was Wally Weber!'s'Minutes.! Fabulous humour,
Triumphant writing! rating 8, ' ;

SHANGRI LA AFFAIRS./#0£, 980% White Knoll Drive, L.A.12. Calif. 20¢ per 6 3
Two colour printing and pulsing with life SHAGGY continues as one of
the most lively club turned genoralzines on the scene today. This features
a line up of Li fen - plus people like Wally Weber, T,Carr, Ray Bradbury
and such, It's all good reading., The club fen biographics arc intecresting
for thosc who like this kind of thing. . 'zine to be sought after for its
timebinding topics, rating 6, Later camc ££ 46, hot on the heels of
the above issue., Secms to have a certain overall 'sameness' to thish,
maybe it's just the regularity of its appcarance, for the material is varied
cnough, i threc page editorial from .1 Lewis on the idca. of a NY worldcon
in World fair year, JWC proves without doubt thatt dowsing rods work - and
are being used - all dowsers throughout the world will no doubt hecave a sigh
of relicf and get back on the job, The Detention report which in thish deals
only with the trip from I\ and first days of the con is tremendously good.
Harness takes the writing honours for humour and reporting, rating 6,

NOMLD 441, George J2nnings 11121 Tascosa Dr., Dallas, Texas. Letter of C,
) This is good., It has the appearance of a combination newszine and fmz,
It's interesting and rcadable, George hopes to put it out on a threc weekly
schedule, If it continucs in this format it should be worth getting.
George states his ideas for the 'zinc and puts out a few pointer topics
that can be developed by commenting writers, Lettors are from general
fandom and are in the main, comments on SPECTRUM - Georgels now defunct zine,

rating, 6 ,

TWIG ILLUS.AF 15. Guy Terwilliger,1412 AY1bright St.,Boise, Idaho. 20¢ per.
© for g 1, Trades. Unc for one,

Though a generalzinz in the accepted sense,this scems to be bound up
in its own little time line of feuds and personalities, The Big Issue thi-
time rofind is the TUIG vs Ted White fracas, However, disrcgarding the sma |
arms and cannon fire between the pages, TWIG looks good, Dan Adkins dese: . .~
praise for this, The written material, most of it isg compctent and readab ..
" Most interesting picce, for me at least, being the BNF vs NEO article.
Whether she means to or not the writer shows starkly the American: trait of
setting out deliberately to become a BNF and thus gain acceptance in the
'inner circles,* ds if this was a job of work or a business venturc, This
is a view that we In England fail to understand. The letter section was
readable but not a great thing. Recorianded, © rating.6,
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SMOKE #A42. George ‘Locke,85, Chelsca Gdns., Chelsea Bdge. Rd., S.W.1l. 1/-
per, or 25¢, George doesn't want anly subs larger than for oné issue,:He
doesn't know for sure when thero will be a next. Call-up looms,

~ In this second issuc George maintains the standard set by the first
~ fairly promising. Tho cover this time round is distinctive, Yellow paper
with black ink, George's personality comes through stronget this time too.
Best piecc in thish is Archie's report on the London Symposium. You can see
he enjoyed it and wasn't too worried that the programme fell to bits.

Herry Warner writes as well as ever on pen-names, 4 breezy column by

Vic Ryan, and then something that SMOKE could well have done without; an
inane little camic(ha!) strip, the dialogue of which is crud and illos
useless., Get rid of it George! Aunty Ella's column is Bright but, necds a
lot of development to strike the right lines, Bost Agony letter was a gem
from Mal Ashworth; Come back Ashworth., We nggd you. Belle Dictz writes
a competent report on the Dectention and to wind up there's a letter section
that could have bocn better, but was fairly interesting, rating. 5.

PSI PHI ## 4. larv Underman, 530/ Sherbournc Dr., L.i.56. 26 .¢ per.

- ‘A bright zine from two ncw bright personalities, Bob Lichtman lets
Arv do some work this time. The slick shincy paper makes reading 'a bit
tiresome but,-in most cases tho material is warth the eye-strain, These
two arc obviously young and cnthusiastic, This is a fault? There's a
Westercon recport by Wally Weber and Otto Pfeifer two refugees from the CRY
of known fame, also a‘build up on a movie script of Lords of the Ring by
. Ted Johnstone - the research being done on this is really somcthing,
From the new Canadian fan (whom many suspect too good to be true) Les
Nirenberg comes a fan fairy-tale that doesn't quitc come off, The lctter
. section is building up well and is interesting, rating 5, :

LES SPINGE #4 1 Ken Cheslin,18, New Farm Rd., Stourbridge, Wores, 1/~ per?

Evon holding this at arms length it's still unmistakably a neozine,
with, I qualify, the possible difference that it is ledgible., Well, it was
run off on PLOYpress. The contents page abounds with the wiird nicknames of
the verious contributors. The item that showed most writing ability was an
account of a trip to the races, I deduced the writor was female but, not
from the name t?at graced the heading. The piece had a whimsical appeal ,
I'm glad I didn t miss it. Of the rest the report of the SPINGE gostalt
group's trip to London was rcadable, These boys are bright. I've met them
and like them a lot. One day they arc going to ‘have good matorial and put
out a'good zine; as soon as they've absorbed fandom. They'll loorn., Get
their zine and write letters to them. Ono of them isn't too bad an artist.
rating.3. :

That's it for this time. I would like to apologise to all those fmz
editors who have semt mg their zines during the past few months without a
word of thanks from me. Duc to some family busincss,_I've-bcen,kept pretty
busy_since August but things are clearing up now, I will bo writing out
once more. Especially now I've got a typer, -

-rthur,
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F was a desk pillar, I recognised it as sugh almost immediately
- which is more than the manager of the works hostel did, I was helping
him $ake stock of the furniture prior to selling it up, and caught
sight of thig assemblage tucked awey in a dark corner of the passage,

Tallboys, one,"'I pronounced,

"No it's not," the manager corrected me.. "It's two small chests -
one on top of the other,'" * W

I looked closer. The top half was indeed a small chest of drawers,
and was duly added on to a column of entries for such, But as for the
lower half - "one desk pillar," I identified-it as, And as one desk
pillar it went dowr on “he inventory,

You know the sort of thing - one third of a thrae-pert desk s
comprising two dmawcr-filied willars that support a heavy top, probably
with more drawers. I've zot cne in the cost office, campiicated by theé
presence of an extra wooden pancl nailed right across the fromt that
holds all three picces rigidly together on that side — whilst allowing
them to float free on the other, Thig means that whapaver it becomes
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ngcessary Lo move the desk - when the office is subjected to its periodical
tP ods through the ceiling, for instance - it has to be moved as a unit,
after which it's the devil's own job to make the imner gide match up
correctly. '

The gersonmel manager's desk is even worse, It's had the same
treatment as mine - and it's bigger} Vhen they were remodelling the
suite of offices by the entrance, they moved it temporarily into the
wages office, and then proceeded to brick up the door they'd brought it
through. After the bricking-up process was complete, it was discovered
that it was too big to go out through the other door , so ever since
then the persomnel manager has had to work in the wages office.

But I'm digressing,

The desk pillar never got to the sale - it was commandeered by the
Progress Office to help out their somewhat primitive filing system, and
stood for a couple of years under one of their tables, Then at long last
the powers that be agreed to buy them a proper filing-cabinet, and the now
redundant desk-pillar - together with one or two other items of surplus
furniture - was removed ( I'm not sure by whom) to the top of the air-raid
shelter, f .

A word about this shelter. It isn't out of doors, but is located
in a spacious and lofty vestib le - actually a walled-off part of the
foundry building - that also contains the staff toilets and bicycle racks
and the office boilers. It - the air-raid shelter - is used partly as a
stationery store (mainly because it happens to have a watertight roof)
and partly as a cleaners' cubby. On top of it now reposed - among other
visible white clephants - this desk pillar., Upon whiech I had cagt
covetous eyes, =

I'm always chronically shart of space to put things, of course;, I
know it's partly my own fault, that if I was to throw all the OMPA stencils
and things out of my drawers I'd have stcocks more room, Nevertheless, this
desk pillar gave me ideas, It would, I decided, just fit nicely under the
shelf behind where I sat, so that I could reach the drawers without getting
up. So having ascertained both that Progress had no further claim on it,
and that my boss had no objection to its importation, I set about securing
it for my own use, Which dovolved mainly into a problem in ongineering -
how to achicve its transportation to ground level, First priorityy I
thought, was a ladder. 8¢ I started looking for one. I have one in my
possession, of coursc, that resides in my own private filing room but it's
only about phree feet long and with most of its rungs missing anywsy, so
that was out, I soon ascertained that the cleaners didn't have one, and
even the stores didn't have onc long enough, I trailed round to the
electriclang' shop, where I found them all sithing around having their
morning tea, I put my request,

"Hore, Peddy," said the foreman, tossing a bunch of keys to his shop
labourer, ™Give the boy a ladder.," t accompanied Paddy round to the
pattern-safc, wherc several assorted ladd-rs lay against one wall sccured
vith a strong chain, I regarded them ratier doubtfully, They scemed to
be of two kinds - rcally long onos, or ox.ending oncs that would open out
tg gbout the samc longth, It was one of the lattor Paddy cut me from the
string.
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slipped off one corner, Whatever it was, the desk pillar was promptly
taken charge of by gravity, and fell with a splintering crash at the

feet of Long Tall Sally, while the two of us up above were left standing
on the air-raid shelter dangling strings in pur hands and locking pretty
stupid, I gathered up all the string and threw it at Long Tall Sally, who
was cackling her fool head off with laughter, then we descended to ground
level and began clearing up the remain:,

Somewhat to my surprise, the desk pillar was not irretrievably
ruined, It had certainly suffered in the fall, but the main damage
geemed to lie in the separation of the bottom part tith the castors from
the part with the drawers, The drawers were a bit beaten up,too, but
physical pressure forced the doee-tailings back into their places and they
still ran smoothly in their recesses. So we placed the pillar reverently
back on its castars, and bore our restared trophy in triumph to the cost .
office, pmst the somewhatt puzzled gaze of he general manager who'd shot )
outof his office to see what all the noise was, s (

It ran in nicely under the shelf just as I'd thought it would, with
room flor a couple of index-drawers to stand on top of it too, and all
nicely within reach from where I sat, Proudly I re-assorted my papore

where they'd be handiest, and carried on working, o 2L

All ‘this happened a couple of monthe ago, Trouble is, no saoncr
had I effected the capture than the wpges clerk went sick, so I've been .
in the wages office ever since, and hardly even seen my lovely desk: pillar.

eFebowap B Pop s S becbbdoba l..’ol.—..'

01! Dad Enever's Brother-in law has been talking again, Here is
a "Fragment" from their. "Conversation', ) .

We allowed‘ﬁhat it must be eggshaped but that was the limit of
our agreement, - " : _ &

"Stands to sense," declared Brother-in-law, "if it's whirling round
like on the end of a string the thick end must be pointing away from us,"

I sighed. "The thick end's hanging DOWN, Our gravity mils it,
It's a simplc matter of celestial mechaftics," Sk

He waved a sausage tr--mphantly, "Proves I'm b= i TR L
professional colestial mechanic, " A g

My tea went down the wrong way and he patted me on the back Fe
sympathetically, The Qruisc is coming out now but there was a hiatus in °
the conversation while I got ro-stabilised, He elucidated,

"I spend every day working on the mechanics of scnding bodies
heavenwards, don't I?!

"Yes," I whispered,......

(For the' benefit  of new readers I should cxplain that my brother-in-law
builds crematoriums; and that's the last time I oxplain a jake in cold print.)

Paml Enever,
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: Ella had asked me to write a sercon article
for the Bloodbank feature, I sat down to think
something out worth writing. But, as usual, I sat
and thunk to no good effect, :

At first the thought of some kind of mini-
{ con-report of Jhim Linwood's trip to this beaut 'ful
city occurred to me including details such as his
subsequent departure for the home of Brian Jordsn,
midst merry 'hics' from Eric Bentcliffe and nme,

He arrived on the Friday and departed for

. . ”#—/’ﬂ”#’_ Burnley the following day. I felt I was missing a °
<.-erice of a party so I lobbed up there and found they had spent the night
playing Jhim's records and writing to Ella........!
The Sunday paper headlines were saying "stay where you are, toni-ht",

so I took their advice and only departed the following afternoon for M-nch : te-

with Jhim, Strangely enough, my local train departed from the same stztio:
on parallel tracks apnd simultaneously with hiz so I had the opportunity cif
wateving as he buried his profile in a copy of "Howl" and the train st-amec .
into the sunset,
I decided you wouldn't really be interested in things like that Si03
I dldn's wr¥fe it . ;
Maybe a "Strange-Things-that haye-Happened-to-Me" type article?
I'vas walking down one of the green lanes, which bound this quiet town, . I
espied a woird figure advancing toward me along the rutted track. It vas
a man attired in a sou'-wester hat, gum boots ahd an ex-steel works oil .al<- .
nder his arm he carried an obviously freshly bought loaf of bread. Not iy
unusual in this you say? But, not only was it a Saturday afternoon the
thermometer stood et.the 80's, : :
He ambled past me staring dully at the ground, hugging the precics
loaf under his arm, I walked on a fewy steps and then the oddity of it s*ruc-
me., Curiosity overcame my apathy and I turned to follow him, He had cone -
dowm a side road. VWhen I rounded the corner there he was, gally strew o
the road, b ¢ and ditches with lumps of bread, . I didn't dare go ner‘zr,
Laad atosk st el 5 quict blankness of mind - much worse than sl
-1d watchned him wander on dowm the lane decorating it wvith large white .t
Now I'm plagued with the queries, what was he doing and why?
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The other incident was: quite small really,

I was eating in the works canteen when the ancient loocking fossil by name,
Hanks, who worked in the labs, sat down opposite me, This was unusual in itself
because to my certain knowledge no-one had ever seen him eat anything befers,

A few minutes after getting his dinner he began frantically fumbling in
his poskets. I watched the haunted look on his face curiosly, knowing the
effects of canteen food on the un~-initiated, It wasn't as I'd expected, Inatead,
he pulled out a box of matches and struck one, then with a trembling hand, held
it at cye level., He stared at the orange glow of the flame fixedly for a few
soconds, and then blew it out, placing its blackened corpse in the ashtray,

1'd watched all this fascinated. As the stub hit the troy his cyos met
my onquiring gaze, widened and blinked a few times as tho' puzzled by something,
He didn't say anything but carried on with his food,

Maybe it's a ritual - like saying grace - of he could be one of those
people who are fascinated by fire, Either way ha's a nut and by definition a
fan, Not my dofinition, I might add, but one of the draughtsmen in our office,

He had caught me roading a fnz once in an unguardod mement, and asked
what it was,

"HYPHEN," I said.

"Huh?ll

"An amateur magazine produced by a sf fan far the enteortainment of other fon."

"Oh! Is it funny?! :

"Is it funny," he says, "This is the greatest thing to hit Britain since
Marilyn Munroc!"

"Let's borrow it a minute then," ., .

"Take good care of it, it's a Very Precious Thing,"

He took it and wandered off in scarch of the comfart of the washroom, This
oxchange had been heard by another apprentice nenrby and he wanted to know if
I had amy more.

To cut a long story short, The Chicf Draughtsman wont to the washw
roon a shart while later and wes confronted with four closed doors from whieh
camg sounds of merriment. Needless to say, he didn't appreceiato the humour,
When the four rcturned the fmz it was with remarks I e
"MAD!" "You regd those?" "Got any nare?"

Incidents like this mako me wonder what would happon if fandom was
publicised like thp beats have boen What if the mundanc types found out gbout
this strata of society in their midst? Mind you, + don t think it would do

fandom any good but the world might benefit.

Anywoy. The upshot of it was I couldn't think of anything te scnd Ella,
but I've promised her I'll write something, one day,

.-\1--;-|<.---._-.-qu--~-a<q--t----‘~ i
v XTI Ay

---------------

imdodtes L P RS LY T S e UL 5 g B e e
When -asked fnr~herh§iew~on“mnrai"conduét"back-inHEd
wife of the great actor-producer, saig.
45" long' as' thoy don't: do

~Bdwardian days — f:a-czy Tree
pr oduc: “I- dontt mindnwhat-pcoplc“do, g ’
it in the streot ) and"frighton' tho horsog i -« -

from a lettaor of Bob Richardson's,
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READERS

WRITINGS

£'m not honestly surprised to find

‘that most -of you wrint the DNQ retaine °
"*in fannish affairs, but I am surprised -at some

- of“the reasons given for its retention., I'11

n the subject and Voluble

't going to be room here

you have your say overleaf.

lct'jou-speak for yourselves o

.ou were, too, There isn
so welll turn over and let



HARRY WARNER JNR., Thbe 23rd issue of ORION arrived, or nearly all of

423 Summit Avenue, it did., Look on that Gestetner and see if there
Hagerstown. Md, isn't a bit of excess ink near the part that

duplicates the top of the page. If 5o, it belongs

to me, because it wasn't on several of the pages in my copy. However, it tock
211l of LA fandom two issues to learn how to usc a brand new Gestetner, so one
weak, helpless woman can't be expected to conquer the brutc in very rapig fashion,
You think you are having trouble, but think about me: the company for which I
work has a Gestetner, and I've ncvor been able to usc it when nobody elsc is
because I've been unsuccessful so far iﬁ%my efforts to find the combination that
is nceded to 1lift off the cover, // Quite a few persons seem to be having
gimultaneously - the same thought abr * the desirability of ccasing and desisting
from the crecat »n of non-existont fans and the use of pen names for a while.

£ I've printed tho first para of jour letter in full so I can amke a
blanket apology to all who received 04423, Like yours the top lines of their
pp were missing too. Keep rooting for me, I'l1l whip it yet. I'm sure I could
meke good use of that "wonk, helpless woau"” tag., I won't deny it - yot,
anyway - and see how many offers of help I get. Being me, all I'll probably get
is advice, I'1l ask Ving to draw you an illustrated chart on how to remove
covers from Gestetners, No charge, Just another of ORION's scrvices to its
rcaders. // It is odd this uncanny habit fans have of taking up the same
subject independently and simultaneously, What price the editorial in SHAGOY/Z/L7
by M1 Lewis! I don't object so much to pen names that obviously are such like
PF and Pheonix, tho' they do seem pretty pointless. My objection is to those
names that are deliberately built up with fake personalitics and as people in
their own right, T still think it is unfair and could get out of hand regulting
in nobody believing in the existence of ‘anyone unless they produce a birin «
certificate, i

¥.M,BUSBY, Sure the DNQ can be misused, and sure it is

2852, 14th Ave, W., used when what is really meant is DNP(for
Seattle 99, publish) or cven DNM(for mention). DNM would
Washington, ; be more accurate for the popularly-assumed

restriction implied when DNQ is used - like
"this is not to be spread around,but for your personal info.® Strict menning
of the DNQ would of course, bo "don't say I said this," but since it's almost
entirely used in the DNM sense any morc, ‘there's no use trying to change
fannishusage, In my cxpericnce on botH oids of the doal, destructive usage
has been very much in the minority. Granted that some fans seem to have a
penchant for overusc of the DNQ, it mainly scems to be due to the "I go eret?
reaction in which the dispenser doesn't want anyonc stealing his thunder -
childish, maybe, but not harmful, )} Right, Buz, We arc agreed that when the
DNQ is. invoked what is really intended is DNM or DNP which is a good argument
for dispensing with the superflous and mis-leading DNQ, I much prefer thesc
two because they mean what they are intended to nean, It now rests witn the
individual whom he can trust with information that comes under either of thosec
restrictions. It is something I like to use as 1ittle as possible, I can't
however, agree with you that the ‘destructive asage has been in the minority -
or have I just been unluckicr than you? - It was because I'd had so many
unpleasant things recounted to me under the DNQ that Pirst made me think'sb*iouslv
about the way in which it was being mis/uscd, - :
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SID BIRGHBY, " “Yéu ask what is the use of the DNQ

1, Gloucester Avenue, convention, I'd say it was of great
Levenshulme, use at one time, when certain fans were
Manchester, so lacking in di zrction that they had

_ to be told certain things were not for
publication, Do you think that such danger is past? // This business of
birds being attracted hy fire has not, as far as I know, been saetisfactorily
explained cven by the man vho has studied it most, Dr, lMaurice Burton. The
general opinion of YSI is that theoy do it to rid themsclves of Iice; this
may be so; but it sounds more 13%  part of a courtship display to ng v “Birds
do some mighty peculiar things to attract attention whon courting.;t Sce
Buz's letter above for the DNQ Vs DNM or DNP, No Sid, the danger you speak
of is by no means past, it has if anything incrcased, A convention is Somc—
thing to which geveryonec in your community/socicty subscribes. Of what use
such a convention or code of bchaviour if only gsome arc going to conform?
What protection is affarded those who live by it against those who don't/won't?
There are toc many uncthical and irresponsible folk around in fandom todry
for the DNQ or any of its variants to bg invoked with safety, I suggest that
until the day comes when fen can once more trust one anothor implicitly all
info of a secret nature should be kept secret,// I don't think birds have a
particular liking for fire. It's just that the sensaténn experienced is ukin
to that felt when they are 'anting.! Jimmy Groves losned me a copy of the
National Geographic Magazine, this particular issue had a 15 pp article i
pictures - some coloured = about this liking of birds for ants, It was written
by H.Roy Ivor. He maintains a private observatory in the grounds of his home
in Canda, He's becon studying this for years. He hgg lcarned that not all
birdd ant., Of those that do some do it oftcner than others, the th_orywas
advanced that the farmic acid ojected by the ants has a cleansing offect on
lice to be found in the feathers. Thisis clearly not so. Not only do they
also make use of onts which don't cject this acid they'vc never been known
to apply the ants where lice aro known to lurk,under the wing and such,
Some birds eat the ants after use, some disc-rd taum, Lack of a pattern is
what provent~ the spoeiciists “rom artiving at -~y conclusi~ws,.. Inteoresting,

G.M.CARR, I can think of several reasons in favou=
5319, Ballard Avenue, of the DNQ, although I must say that I.
Seattle 7, agree vith your condemnation of using it
Washington, as a cloak for spreading unverificd

gossip. Onc good reason for it is to .
Spare an innocent person's feelings., It may well be that a writer might wish
to give a truthful evaluation of someonec elses brainchild without havin : it
broadecast wherc the proud parent wo'ld be hurt by it., It is onc thing to
make a public'review" of a :roup of fmz, for instance, during which an
occasional derogatory crit might be made in an impersonal manner; but it is
cntirciy~diffcrent-to express a private opiiiion of someonc's writing if you
honestly dislike the style but Iike the author too much to hurt hiscr feelings
by saying so., After all, literary criticism is only a matter of opinion,
+ I can't agree with your ecalm assumption that opinions and/or criticisms of
anyone's brainchild have to be expressed in such an way that they can only
result in 'hurt feelings.! It is un-necesseey to be cither abusive or offensive
vhen expressing an opinion of someonc's work, If one writes - for either love
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(G.M.CARR.cntd,) or money - then he must be aware that he is inviting

criticism and/or review. If he wants to keep his
output free from either then the only thing to do is to keep it shut
away in a portfolio where it wouldn't meet public scrutiny. If the
criticism offered is neither abusive or offemsive I don't see the
necessity for putting it under the DNQ, Anyone is entitled to exdress
an honest opinion, ;

E.(TED)FORSYTH, The reading of this material makes
139, Buccleuch Street, me regret the odd . ideas I have held
Edinburgh 8; - about fandom ( on the few occasions

thoughts on such an esoteric subject
managed to enter my sub-neofannish mind), One idea was that fmz
contained only sub-standard S.F,, or possibly even diseussions about
plots, styles, trends etc. The one sercon 'zine I have seon, Nu-Tu,
docoli't seem to fit into this desdription and most of tho others ara
too individualistic to allow a common title, cxcopt possibly !'Faanzines!,
To make up for this heresy I have heeded the words of advice and sent
for GRY, APE,Fancy 11 and WAW's collected papers. I've generally got
myself in such a state that I'm liable to spend tho rost of my deys
waiting for the postman to call.// I misscd fanlights, If you ean
persuade someone to write a review column far O do 80, evaen if it means
volunteering Richard 111's namec for the first manned Moonshot in order
to obtain the services of the Amazon, // FAN BEMS; How about a repeat
with British Fan-Eds or fans in gencral? A ltythology or Natural History
of Fandom would be interestiij. What can ATOM do with creaturos like
Ingvi, Cecil, The Geon, Antigoon cte? 3¢ I'11 answer your last point
first, just to be awkward., You have scen some examples of what ATOM
was able to do with 'yours truly', now, imagine what he could make of
the ones you mention., Ag Joo will no doubt be pleased to tell you,
the picture of me he gives you isg remarkably true to life, except I'm
not so good looking. // Richard the 111 wouldn't play so I've roped
drthur in for you, I hope it keops you quiet, // To all of you. Ted
and Joe(who's letter was featured last issue) have met up and for some
odd reason have bccome fricends. Hore's two young, onthusiastic and
intelligent fellow? ripe for fandom. ' If you only have the time to
contact one he won t mind sharing the lotter with his friend, just as
long as they get letters. Fmz too would ba welcome, Naturally, they
would profer one cach, but if you have only the ono to spare they'll
share thosc too. They arc especially interested in seeing as many
Imerizinos as possible and will sub if you let them know to whom to
scpad the money., How about adding them to your mailing 1ist? Vrlite
and get acquainted, you won't regret it,

BRIAN JORDAN, Heh, heh! Thot I'q forgotten the DNQ?
86, Piccadilly Road, Well, I didn't, It's vory tompting to
Burnl gv. L.NCS, ramble on saying what n good bit of

editorial it is and so on, conveniently
~skipping round the problen, Mulling it over, it strikes me that
unless onc is fairly strict with oneseclf, scandalmongering is rather
pleasant, although very undesirable, of cuaurse, Result, folk may well
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(BRIAN JORDAN cntd).
shoot off their mouth without really realising the magnitude of what
they're saying.... then, when they see it in cold print in ffgnt iy
them, think, gee, I'd better tack a DNQ on the end, I think it would
be a bad thing in principle to put a blanket refusal on DNQ - there
may be a good reason for keeping it, anyhow, tho' I can't think o1 a
big one, One thing, if you did quote a piece of scandal, even tho!
the writer could be shown up for it, you'ld still be disseminating the
gossip, wouldn't you? +& Brian, the very complaint I have against the
-DNQ is the example quoted by you the last three lines of your letic:.
Yhere is the point of someone writing to you in confidence, having
invoked the DNQ, only to have you ignorec the DNQ and immediately pass
on the juicy bit of gossip to the next person you see or write to.
It is precisely becausc the DNQ is involkad but not respected by thosc
who accept a confidence under its protection that renders it uselcss.
Another fault of the custom that I've already mentioned is, the
failure of those who use the DNQ to first: ascertain whether or no Lhey
have their facts right. (that you is meant impersonally.)

VIC RYAN, I cannot agree with you when you say that
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