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ELLA
PARKEKR

» ORION is lates.....again! .0.K. I'll.stand by for blasting. I've got
so much to talk about this time I-don't really know where to start. I think
I'1]l take heed of my advisers and begin at the beginning.

Having admitted the lateness of O I'd better try and justify my tardiness.
Prior to our EasterCon I thought I'd save some money on postage and have O ready
in time to hand it out to those of my readers who'd be there. The Science
Fiction Club of London had decided to put out a Combozine for the Con and had
appointed me its editor. There I was bashing away like a blue streak out of
hell cutting stencils for both the Combo and O. At times I was in danger of °
putting the club items in the O box! The firm from which I get my paper took
it upon themselves to be difficult about delivery round about then, which meant
I could put out either one or ‘t'other but not both. Naturally, I elected to
do the clubzine as it was intended for circulation at the Con, and it wasn't
imperative I save on postage, anyway. At least some of the stencils were cut
ready for later. '
On the Friday - one week from the Convention '~ I had the dubious honour

of entertaining Brien Jordan in my home - I call it 'Parker's Penitentiary,'
now you know why - How I entertained him will be made clear to you if you'll
stick around. I had also agreed to do the bookings for the hotel. I had
arranged with the hotel manager at which the Convention was to be held, that 8
I would take the bookings from the fen and give them to him in a block. I'd
told him to expect around 50 to sleep(!) with about the same number visiting
the lounge we would be using for a Conhall. The hotel didn't have a licence
for selling drinks but I was assured there were no objections to our bringing
our own in provided they were kept to the bedrooms and our lounge; the hotel
would even provide us with glasses! 1 figured it was best to be honest and
told him that in all probability there would be very little actual sleeping )
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done over the weekend as we only had this one chance, annually, to meet up

and exchange talk and the like. To this he was also agreeable. I suppose
I should have been suspicious, because every demand I made on behalf of the
Convention was met with the bland promise: % If we haven't got it we'll get
it for you.t Things looked fine from where I was sitting.

I phoned the hotel on Friday to let them know I'd be down that day with
the bookings I had. A woman's voice said: ® I'm the owner, the man you saw
was my brother who was standing in for me for a couple of days.? I thought
no more 'about it than that the least the brother could have done was to tell
me 1t wasn't his hotel. He had assured me he'd be there himself over the
holiday in order to help things run smoothly. As it turned out, he'd lied
in his teeth.

When I arrived and had a cigarette well alight we got down to business.
How many would we be? When was it for? For how long would we be there?

What exactly were we? (alright chum, you try and answer that one!). It
transpired that the hotel owner hadn't been advised on any of the detailed
arrangements made on her and the hotel's behalf by her brother. This meant
that every time I told her about something else her brother had promiscd would
be done or obtained for us she dashed over to the phone and called him to
query it. From the expostulations at our end I gathered the brother was
unrepentantly telling her: UYes, that's right, I did say that.! When the girl
-she wasn't really much more than that - recalised how far he'd gone in her
name she did the honourable thing and agreed to accept the bookings. We had
to make certain adjustments, such as some things she knew or couldn't afford
to get in for us. She was anxious for the good name of her hotel to do her i
best for us and I was only too willing to compromise with her on what T thought
the gang would stand for; rcminding myself all the time that there was only a
week to go before the Convention and we had to have this hotel, there just
wasn't time to find another. My pride took an awful beating that day. "

Meanwhile, in order to entertain Brian Jordan right royally as was
 fitting, I had purchased at enormcus expense a gigantic ELECTRIC GESTETNER.

He was fascinated by the gleaming monster so I kindly but condescendingly
showed him how it worked. Aftecr having put half a ream of crud sheets thru
I remarked: "It seems a pity to waste ink needlessly (did I tell you L'm a
Scot?), the clubzihe is ready and waiting to be run off, we might as well
meke a start on it." So we did. While putting on the stencil and making
margin adjustments I could see his fingers twitching in his ecagerness to try
it for himself. Perish the thought that I'd be the one to ignore or dampen
such enthusiasm. Casually, I asked him if he'd like to have a try at it and,
just in time, nipped smartish out of the way as he leapt at it. He was hooked,
but good! After making sure hg'd got the hang of things and that what was
coming out would censure plenty ‘of egoboo for me in the fannish press, I left
him to it and sat me down to gutting some more stencils for O and getting
some letters written. i

This went on right through the Friday and Saturday. On Sunday I allowed
him a day off. I was going to see Lthel Lindsay and had promised him that if
he got at least 10 stencils run off by then I'd take him with me. He slaved.
Ted Forsyth, who was living lhoere come with us too and a slap-up tea Ethel gave
us when we got there. IHaving come out so far we decided to mzke a day of it
end we finished up at Inchmery. Much chatter there, as usual and a warm welcome.
But, all too soon we had to leave. I rcmember, too, this was one of the coldest
days we'd had this year, so far. The wind was blowing at what must have been
pretty near gale force and when we finally got home we were, all of us, frozen.

Monday followed the pattern of Saturday. Brian at the duper, me at the
typer, ending up with an evenings chatter when Ted got in from work (I wouldn't
all Brian to talk while he was at the duper). On Monday night when he went to
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bed, Brian professed himself very tired, I can't think why. He hadn't been
anywhere but had stood by the duwplicator all day since about 9a.m. until 9
that evening. Anyway he announced his intention of having a lie-in the next
morning. I had an appointment with the hotel that day to give them the last
of the bookings and to make sure all was as it should be. I decided it
wouldn't do him any harm if I left him to sleep while I was out, I'd wake him
on my return.

When I got to the hotel the owner introduced me to her mother who
looked as if she was on the point of leaving, she was putting on her hat.
Instead of going out she pinned me with a hard look and remarked: '"Miss
Parker, I don't like the sound of this party you have arranged for Easter. I
don't like it at all. If my daughter takes my advice she'll cancel the whole
thing." To say I was dismayed would be to understate the case. I was aghast.
I'd already done diplomatic battle with the daughter and we'd reached some
sort of working agreement but I could see this old battle-axe wasn't going to
be easily persuaded; indeed, she wasn't going to be persuaded in any way if
she could help it. I don't know if my face showed that I recognised defeat
even before I'd begun fighting, but in spite of all my pleas she stuck to her
guns. I must be fair and say that the daughter was on the verge of a right
battle royal with her mother, in order to honour her word that she would have
us there. The old woman over-rode her on every point. I wondered if perhaps
Bobbie Gray could effect some sort of compromise with the 0ld haybag so I
asked permission to use the phone and called her. As I wasn't on the BSFA
committee I had to let her know what had happened anyway.

It was no go. We were out!

48 hours to the Convention and nowhere to go! That a hotel was found
you all know by now and I'd like to take this opportunity of apologising to
all those who were put to the bother of turning up at the Sandringham only
to find us not there.

I got back home around 7-30 in the evening wondering how much of the
clubzine Brian had run off or if he was still in bed as there had been no-one
to waken him. Ted was home from work and he and Brian met me at the door of
my room. They were very subdued and I thought my face must have warned them
of bad news, but it wasn't that. Brian had been working on the duper and my
bell rang. He'd gone down to the door and it was a salesman from Gestetners.
While Brian was talking to him a fugitive breeze sneaked in round his back and
slammed the door shut. Brian, of course, had no key. This had happened fairly
early in the day so he spent the day until Ted got home in the shop run by a
friend of mine reading thru her library.

I broke the news to them about the hotel and that we'd have to get a
couple of stencils cut, run off, addressed and mailed, immediately, if not
sooner. This cheered them dp, trcmendously. We got the job done in short
time by all three mucking in together. After it was done we decided it was
time we had something to eat. We were sitting there, minding our own business,
enjoying the glow of self-satisfaction induced by a job well and quickly donme
when the bell rang. I looked at Brian enquiringly, he in turn looked at Ted;
we sat there looking at each other, afraid to move, wondering what fresh
disaster was impending. Ted bravely volunteered to go down and see who it
was. Brian and I didn't think it fair to leave him to face whatever it might
be alone, so we all trooped down. I opened the door, screamed, and shut it,
quickly. I stood in the hall trembling, my face ashen from the shock I'd
received. "What is it?" They both demanded. I gibbered incoherently...it's
veosit'S....Ted couldn't stand any more of this so he advanced stealthily
end damn near whipped the door off its hinges he opened it so quickly. I still
don't know how he recognised who stood there because I knew they'd never met.
It was dark, and the face of the figure at the door was practically hidden
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under the most raffish peaked cap it has ever been my lot to sce. He yelled,
"BENNETT!" He was right, too. Ron, our man from Harrogate, it was; only 24
hours earlier than he'd been expected!

We hustled him upstairs quickly, before the folks who lived in the flat
(apt.) below mine could sce him - they being very rcspectable pcople, and
sensitive to boot - . We plonked him into the most comfortable chair in the
place=:detls be honesf end'admit it's the only- chair:ini:the;palce'- and
before he could take his hat and coat off we presented him with a copy of the
circular we'd run off giving the details of the change in Con hotels. Perhaps
the fact that this was the third such change accounted for his lack of emotion
on reading it, he wasn't so much stunned as numbed. ;

There's a standing jokec around the house now about 'the Parker early
nights.! This came about because every night for the full week before the
Convention I would say: "We're all having an early night, tonight." All,being
Jordan, Forsyth and ne. We invariably got to bed early in the a.m. which
wasn't what I meant at all. Tuesday had to be an early night as the rest of
the week was booked to be late. I'd already made my pronouncement beforé Ron came.

The brag session didn't break up until Ted came down &t 7-30 in the
morning. He tells me we looked a ghodawful dissipated trio.

Wednesday was to be my Big Day. It would bring my first meeting with
that genial giant, Don Ford. I can't help it if I sound goshwow when talking
about him and I'm damned if I'm going to apologise for it, it's how I feel.

I'd written to Don as soon as I knew he'd won TAFF and invited him to a party
I wanted to throw for him. I knew I was comparatively unknown in fandom and
that I could be called a Johnny-come-lately, also as TAFF delegate his time
would be pretty well taken up, so my delight kmew no bounds when he wrote back
accepting. This predisposed me in his favour before he even arrived in the
country. ,

Brian had finished duplicating the Combozine on the Tue lay night before
Ron had arrived, and all it needed was collating. The pages were stacked away
neatly, to be done sometime on the Thursday before we went to the Globe.
Wednesday was my day for tidyiny up and cleaning thru. Thanks be, everyone had
made plams that took them out of the house, thus enabling me to get on with the
chores....,.in the middle of which Alan Rispin arrove. I put him to work doing
some odd jobs and if you were to ask him he'd tell you, some of 'em were really
odd.

Time now was around 4-30 p.m. and I hedn't even washed and changed. The
deadline for the gang coming back with Don was creeping up on me and I began
wondering what impression he would gain if I were to greet him with a smut on
my nose and in my shabbiest house clothes. Not to panic. I actually got
cleaned up and had time to make and drink a cup of tea before the bell rang.

I knew that my crowd were meeting Don and Bobbie Gray at the offices of Ted
Carnell and were. then going on a tour of the City of London including the

Tower. I didn!'® think this would be them, and besides, I was expecting some-
one else as well. I opened the door and grceted two fen I'd never met before,
Sture Sedolin and Alan Dodd! I had no preconceived ideas of what Sture would
look like, apart from the fact that he was young I didn't quite know what to
expects He's of average height, slender, pale of face and very quiet. He was
here for a week and in a2ll that time I don't think he once initiated a conversation.
He answered when spoken to, otherwise he sat with his nose in a fanzine. Alan
on the other hand, I knew exactly how he'd look. He would be fairly short, very
slim, with dark hair and a rosy complexion, also quite youn and exuberant. I
was wronz on every count. Instead, this was someone almost as tall as Don
proved to be, well built, round,chubby face and hair that borders on the brown
but doesn't quite make it. Quietly spoken and slightly nervous in nier. I was
in the process of making tea and coffee for these recent arrivals when the
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gang trooped in. I looked round just as Don came in the door and I could
hardly believe my eyes when I saw him stoop to get through it. I'd heard he
was tall, but this was ridiculous. The top of that door was miles high, or so
I thought 'til then.

My room is large. With the two Alans and Sture it had looked empty.
This can only be accounted for by the mere fact that it was tidy for the first
time in weeks. I'd become so accustomed to seeing it with crud sheets littering
the floor, fmz strewn on any and all flat surfaces, and type writer and the
necessary adjuncts to an actifanning life lying on the table. This tidiness
was peinful. Now, Suddenly, the place was crowded and most of it was Ford;
Man Mountain, hisself! He had his ‘beloved camera case, without which he never
went far, draped round his shoulders, it was the size of a small suit case and
must have weighed quite a bit, if the gadgets he had in it were anything by
which to judge, but he carried it with an ease that was impressive. Hats and
coats were discarded and taken upstairs by Ted Forsyth. Don came over to where
I sttod guard by the tea-pot with his hand out-stretched. All he said was:
"Ella,"” but in that one word he managed to convey his pleasure in the meeting
at at being here, in England. I looked at him with a medley of thoughts going
through my head. I was terrificelly bucked he'd made it over here, I was
grateful to him for finding the time to make this visit to me and my friexnda
but above all I was proud, not onlybccause I had him as a guest but of all
those fen in the States and the rest of the fannish world who had helped in. .
meking it possible for him to be here. This for me was TAFF. Something alive
and tangible. Who says fandom can't do enything worth-while?

This was 2 party that began staidly; tea and coffee were the drinks most
in demand. Those who hadn't eaten were directed to the kitchen where a large
pot of steak and kidney simmered on the stove and told off to help them =lves.

Some time during the kerfuffle of greetings and tea-drinking, W.F.(Bill)
Temple had put in an unobstrusive appearance and the bottles were broached.
Camera bulbs seemed to be popping off all over the place as I stood back
surveying the scene to etch it on my memory. Ron Bennett and Alan Rispin had
settled themselves in the middle of the room and had a heavy brag session in
progress (I wonder, does Ron take a pack of cards to bed with him?), Sture and
Alan Dodd had their heads together over my mail received/written chart which
hung on the wall, Brian Jordan and Bobbie Gray were having what appeared to
be a very intense conversation, sufficiently so for Bobbie to have put down
the copy of MAD she'd been reading. Bill Temple, Don and my non-fan brother,
Fred were deep in talk. I'd forgotten to relieve Bill of the tin of pea-nuts
I'd asked hin to open for me and he was absent-nindedly nibbling at them while
he talked. Ted Forsyth was having a high old time grabbing off pictures as
opportunity afforded. The party was now 'on' and I could relax and have a
drink myself. I took my glass and went to sit near Don (where else?), and
listened to him talking about Stateside fen and his home. Don has the gift of
bringing people to life so they actually seem to walk through his conversational
anecdotes about then.

Later in the evening he wanted to go out and phone the Conhotel
to book a room for that night. I would have liked to put him up, but as it
was, both ny spare beds were doubling up and the overflow was sleeping on:.a
mattress on the floor. Bill said he'd go out with Don to make sure he didn't
get lost. It was hilarious when they got back to hear Bill (who's no shrimp)
describe the problems atfendant on trying to fit Don and himself into the
small space available in one of our London telephone boxes. It transpired
that Don also wanted to call Ted Carnell. Bill dialed the number, got Ted
on the line, and they went into one of their loong conversations; this was
Don's call, remember. Bill managed to cut across the flow of talk long enough
to say: uI'd like to introduce you to.Don Ford, he's here with me and would
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like to speak to you.% He nearly fecll out of the box, and would have done if
they hadn't been so tightly wedged, when Ted tol@ hin he knew Don well and in
fact Don had been staying with him since he arrived in the country last week.
Bill was quite indignant.

Around 11-30 fare-wells were said by those who had to leave, and Don,
with his camera case still round his neck, took off for his hotel. Sture had
long since disappeared up to bed, but Rispin, Jordan, Bennett, Forsyth and
nyself sat around talking in a desultory way until about 2 a.n. Having had
no sleep at all the previous night we thought that perhaps it would be a good
idea to get some now.

Thursday Ron was intent on going to see Cinerama and most of the crowd
said they would go with him. They weren't coming back home but would neet me
in the Globe. Ron first had himself a lot of fun riding the bike he'd bought
from George Locke to the station to deposit it in the left luggage office.

He's thinking of sueing George, for misrepresentation or something, as he

says the thing is mis-called a bike. Thc clubzine was collated and the debris
fron the previous nights party cleared away. This makes it sound as if hardly
anything was done all day, but in fact Brian and I hardly stopped work until
tine to go to the Globe.

When we got there the place seened almost ecmpty and yet, on checking
up there were quite & lot of us therc: Bobbie Gray, Ivor Mayne, Arthur Thomson,
Ted Tubb, who had coaxed Irid into making an all too rare and very welcome
appearance, Harry Clements, Brian Burgess, Jimmy Groves, back from his field
trip on geology, I believe. Mike Moorcock and Don, Sandra Hall and Uncle Ton
Cobley etc. I'd retained the circulars we'd done for those I knew I'd be
seeing there and handed them out to the accompaniment of groans and facetious
remerks like: U Who split on us to make then throw us out before we arrive?l
The evening was well on when the door opened and in came the Potters with two
people I'd never secn before. I knew they had the Ashworths staying with the
and therefore, this had to be them (brilliant, aint I?). Mal grrlllrecd® [ o o
self to me immediately by insulting me. Grrrh to you, Ashworth, Burgess for
TAFF! Spirits were high and flowing freely, it secmed a pity to break things
up at this stage so a crowd of them came back to ny place for an impromptu
party after the Globe had refused to let us stay there any longer; some petty
excuse like it was against the law, I ask you! We tried to get Don to come
along too but he cried off and went off to look for some night shots of London
for his beloved camera.

When we got home, out came the bottles and glasses and whatever I could
find in the way of food, which wasn't much. I seemed to have gone back 24 hrs.
in time. Here was the place littered with fannish bods as it had been yesterday.
only the faces in some cases were different, and, oddly enough, the names too.
This time on checking noses we had: Jimmy Groves, Mal and Sheila Ashworth,

Ken and Irene Potter, and of course, the bunch who were staying here. Things
were pretty animated for a while and then I did the unforgiveable. I just
couldn't stay on my feet and keep my cyes open a moment longer. I tried, but
I was ready to pass out cold, so I delegated my duties to Ted and disappeared
for at least 4 hours deep and curative sleep.

I staggered back among the company at some unghodly hour fecling all
the better for the rest and announced breakfast for those who were interested.
I looked round and you've never seen a doss-hose such as this in your lives.

In my room there's a single bed and on it - hang on a minute, I've got a photo
here, I'll check - there's Ron Bennett, Irene Potter, Jimmy Groves, Ken Potter
and Brian Jordan! All of 'em fast asleep. They woke gradually and reluctantly
while I went upstairs and got breakfast ready. There!s never been a breakfast
like it in this house before. Neither my brother or I eat the meal but he broke
his rule and joined them that day. They were all back on form and the talk
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flew from one end of the table to the other., We sat for o while over the
cups, smoking and talking before the girls and I got stuck into the washing up.
Thanks, Irene and Sheila, it was a relief to get it out of the way.

Things bagan breaking up about then. A hectic week had come to its
end. Ted Forsyth and Alan Rispin set out on safari to find Arthur Thomson's
place and were going on to the hotel from there with him. The Potters and
Ashworths kindly loaded themselves with the auctien material that I'd had sent
here and with the help of Jimmy took it to the hotel for me. It seemed so
quiet after they'ed all gone. Jordan had gone to bed in my brother's room
and was sound asleep. I knew he ahd earned his rest and did my best not to
disturb him. If it hadn't been for him there wouldn't have been a clubzine
at the Convention; he was a brick., When I did finally decide it was time to
get him out of bed I found it was a harder job than I'd anticipated. I managed
it by the simple expedient of dragging the bed-clothes off him and leaving
him to lie there and freeze. He got up.

I made myself a pot of tea and a sandwich and loafed on the bed for
half-an-hour. Brian sat in the big chair drinking MILK and we quietly talked
over the events of the past week. It must have been about 4-30 p.m. when we
got to the Conhotel,

For those of you who think I'm going to give a Conreport here; I'm
sorry to disappoint you. Not only haven't I the space, but I'm ashamed to
admit I spent most of the time in my room, resting, and entertaining those who
tracked me to my lair. I am heartily ashamed. too thatl didn't support either
of the Auctions, and I really mean that I'm ashamed. I'm always shooting off
my mouth about supporting both those fine organisations, TAFF and the BSFA
and I feel I let both them and myself down, hadly. I have no excuse.

The highlight of the Con I did see was the showing by Don of the slides
he'd brought with him. In the various Conreports that will be written you will
probably see many references made to them, and believe me, 'they deserve all
the praise lavished on them. The sheer beauty of the night shots was breath-
takings Don himself was a raging social success and if he ever allows him-
self to be nominated for TAFF again, I for one would vote for him. Bless
you Don, it was truly wonderful having you among us. Time went all too quickly.

Dave Kyle was another visitor from the States, an unexpected one.

He professed himself mightily impressed with the ingenuity we had shown in
attempting to prevent him attending the Con by moving the whole shebang, not
only to a new hotel, that was clever enough, but to a different district.

He hoped we didn't mind too much that he'd foiled us by some clever detective
work.

You just haven't lived until you've seen Don chasing a London bus up
Oxford Street. We: Ted Carnell, ATom, Jordan, Dave and myself were on our
way to eat. Don had a sticker in his hand which read; "I BACK IKE." The
only logical place for it was, according to him, the rear-end of a bus. I
told him that his only chance of getting it there would be if he stood by a
set of traffic lights and when a bus stopped at the red he could nip round
smertly and put it on. Of course, none of us, not even Don, had a camera
with us so this scene is lost to posterity. A bus drew up. Don got behind
it and I could see the conductor - who was standing on the platform - craning
his neck to see what he was up to. There was a car immediately behind the bus
and the driver of it looked really worried because Don was right in his path.
Carefully, almost lovingly, he put the sticker on the bus. He was just
smoothing it out when the lights changed and the bus took off. Don was
determined that this thing was going on to stay and it still wasn't firm
enough to suit him, so he ran up the road bchind the bus with one arm round
it trying for a grip and the other all the time stroking, smoothing the label.
The car driver looked fit to burst. He was trying to drive and avoid Don
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while at the same time leaning forward until he almost came through his wind-
screen, trying to see what thet red clot if front of him was doing. I laughed
so much I got a stitch in my side. ow, if anyone mentions the name Don Ford
to me; I see him running up Oxford Street with his arms clasped, affetionately
round' the back-end of = bus. It was Just right for size, too!

- The British Science Fiction Associztion was responsible for putting on
the Convention again, this year. I hope those of you who attended and enjoyed
yourselves won't forget the hard work done bchind the scenes on your bchalf.
Archie, Bobbie and Sandra really worked at it and if you can drop them a line
showing your appreciation it would be small enough reward for all they did. I
wouldn't have been in their shoes this past ycar for a fortune. It was most
encouraging to sec so many new faces there this Yyear, I hope you found so much
to interest and amuse you that you won't want to miss out on future Conventions,
Next year it's Kettering and I hope you have all made a start on saving now so
it will be possihle for you to be there. I'm looking forward to it already.

I shall go to bed and stay there for the wecek beforchand, tho!'!

WORA GATARIRNT AR L S e s e stnie e e e e il a8 SR EY R R R R,

Whew! I should think that's cnough nattering from me to satisfy even
Vic Ryan and Jordan, both of whom complain I don't say enough in O. This'll
larn 'em., I've still got lots left I wanted to talk about, but if I kecp on
at this rate the word might get around that '"Parker has taken over ORION', so
it will have to lie over til next time round. Talking of which: the next O
is due out in July. 'In order to keep to schedule I will be publishing then.
Those of you living in Britain and intending to corment on thish, PLEASE get
your letters in early. When I publish ££27, which will be in Oct. I'11 run a
letter-supplenent carrying the Stateside letters of comment on O%%25 that
didn't arrive in time to see daylight in /£26. No British letters will be
printed in the supplenment.

I'm still undecided whether to address the Kujawa copy of O to Betty or
Gene. He,after all did cut the stencil for rage 28 which entitles him to a
contributors copy. Wken Betty started writing me letters on that drool-worthy
type-writer of hers I straight way asked her if she'd cut a stencil for me.
I wanted to see how it would reproduce. She agreed to do it and then got
Gene to do the dirty work. Thanks anyway, to both of them for their co-operation.
I hope it turns out well. .

I've done something slightly different in the lettercol this time.
Against the names of fan editors I've put the title of the fanzine they publish.
1t is intended to help the new readers who might find it confusing to wade
through a whole list of them.

This for my sins, is Sunday the 22nd of May and the duper starts churning
as soon as I sign off herc. I'm really sorry I've kept you all waiting. I
hate being late, but it can't always be avoided. Still, two late out of five
issued is bad. To the duplicator.

'Bye for now.

Vg
/ s,
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Before going on with the decrepit saga of the Bulmer family's erratic
wanderings over some of the Eastern, Midwestern and Southern States of the U.S.
and A. I want to clear up an interesting knotty-problem brought up by a BNF.

No names as they say and no pack drill. Have you ever seen pack drill? I
have - I, thank ghu never experienced it - it looks awful, and I'm not talking
about the faked-up bully-yelling that most recruits get to hear behind a wall
- that's Army psychology that probably goes back to longbows and beyond.

Well, now, you remember that when Doc Barrett was taking Pamela and
myself down to Savannah, we stopped off at a wayside store where 'Cider' had
becn advertised. I mentioned that this cider turned out to be pressed apple
juice. Now, to me, this was a simple contrast remar!’, like when you buy
suspenders here you get suspenders and when you buy them in the States you get
braces. And there is the tie-up with cider, too, which you all know about.
Also there were many remarks about the 0ld Kentucky rifleman with his jar of
applejack twitched up onto his shoulder - all these things sort of blended.

Now if this well-respected BNF gets out of these remarks that I was knocking
the US and A - well, he's abysmally wrong, of course; but the mere fact that

he does receive this impression is disturbing. Here we were, in a tremendous
country, meeting many people for the first time, being feted, put-up, fed,
amused, looked-after and generally being given the impression that we were
important people. And SO we turn right round and write unpleasant things?

No, however much psychology of the gift-horse and the reverse-reaction you care
to read into all this, the facts still remain that Pamela and I like and admire
americans and their country far too much to indulge in cheap wisecracks.
Certainly, we found much we didn't like. We also find a lot we don't like here,
and in other countries of the world. But as a guest you have to trim your
criticism to suit the requirements of the moment - for instance, we refrained
from pointing out that the Americans drive on the wrong side of the road and

at the beginning almost every car drive was a nightmarish experience. See

FRZ. for other details sbout that.

One other little interesting note on this contrast thing; in NY the girls
call their hendbags 'purses'. Ior some reason this always threw me. One sweet
young neofanne at a party asked me to give her her purse and I went pawing over
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the table littered with empty bottles, ashtrays overflowing etc. There was
this black and gilt handbag - but no purse and my heart failed me at opening
the thing to take the purse out. I was told, firmly and Honeibliy,sithat ithat
was a purse. Oh! Sorry.

At this same party, the little camera-screen in my mind lights up in
three-D, colour and sound, Randy Garrett and Harlan Ellison came in singing
G&S about an Englishman. Now I have read Habakkuk Chap.l. Verse 3. My mind,
as they say, boggled. The impression I have is that Randy was singing with one
arm draped round Harlan's shoulders, and Harlan was doing his damndest in the
Ellison way to get his arm up over Randy's shoulder so they could sing on
equality. Now, the great idea dawns. Suppose it was Randy, manfully trying to
get his arm up over Bill's shoulder?

My memory is a tricky joker. I cen recall faithfully nany points that
appear t0 be unimportant; and totally forget what shopping to buy and whether
I've sent in my Income Tax return and if I've answered good-o0ld so-and-so's
welcome letter. As a f'rinstance, Pamela pointed out to me that I'd claimed Doc
Barrett kept his 21st Century laundry arrangements in the basement. It now
appears that the chalet at Indian Lake doesn't have a basement. Umm. Equally,
if Bill Donaho says it was he and Randy who sang their version of "For he's an
Englishman" then I accept that implicitly.

You just don't argue with Bill Donaho.

As the gentleman with the gun described by Ron Bennett found out.

Bill claims that I said I've never heard the song before. I did say
that. It was a pure defense mechanism. Now that Bill has explained that it
was he and Randy, I can understand my cringeing eway; these two men are big;
and there they were, yelling full in my sensitive fannish face. I'd never heard
it sung that way, is all. As for disliking G&S - I don't. Some is just tinkle-
tinkle, but William Schwenk was a first class wordsmith, and Sir Arthur turned
out material that hasn't been touched. Some, that is. I heard about poor old
GRONCHOEREE O 05 e tehe! e

Thing here is, mucho apologies to Bill.

Harkkng back to those days spent in NY - I believe everyone knows of the
reputation that Central Park has. You just don't go near there after dark. If
you do - the chances are that you'll be mugged, beat-up, robbed, and, if a
girl, invited to lie back and enjoy it, like a good Chinese lady. However, ny

saying this may again bring down the wrath of the RNF who accused me of denigrating

the Americam scene. So, to balance the score, I'll say I wouldn't allow Pamela
to walk alone along many a London street. Okay?

There were six of us. We were going downtown to our apartment and
skirting the Park. We'd been warned many times that if we contemplated an
evening stroll then to steer clear of the Park; but the devil got into the four
guys with us, and they suggested we might like to see the notorious Park by
night, There were Danny Curran, Art Saha, Bill Donaho and Dick Ellington, plus
Pamela and me. We said, nervously: "Yes."

As soon as we entered the gates and began to stroll along the path, with
bushes black on either hand, my fears left me. Hell - this quartet could do a
great deal of c. nage before they might be swamped by any gang of hoodluis. In
the fracas, Pamela and I could skedaddle out of there. So, feeling very daring
and very brave, we wandered along, singing.

Maybe it was a silly thing to do and maybe the dangers of the Park had
been exaggerated just so Pamcla and I wouldn't do anything silly. But, still,
with thcse four tough hombres - and believe me, they were tough, it seemed okay.
Although I have no proof of this, one of them, I believe, habitually carried a
nasty weapon of offence - knife, cosh, etc. - with him at all times. Reason was
that he'd been mixed up with other characters who were just as unfriendly at
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times. This wasn't on the Ellison juvenile delinqus level, either - politics
had reared its ugly head.

We'd been up to have a look at the building into which this quartet was
noving, the famous place that bccame known as 'Riverside Dive'!. Walking back
in the night - and in NY where we lived to find a dark spot wasn't easy - gave
a sort of shivery feeling quite unrelated to the dangers, real or imaginary, of
the surroundings. The glow in the sky was phenomenal. Light forms such a part
of the NY nightscape that we noticed the lack of it as soon as we returned to
England. And out on the roads, well, the Americans really believe in lighting
up all they can. This is, of course, in many ways a good thing. I wonder how
many of you remember the story 'Moth' by G.R.Malloch pubbed in the June-July,
1931 ish of Weird Tales, subsequently reprinted as 'Winged Terror' in Fantasy%/Z
dne NGB0

Malloch postulated that the great 'Electric Age' had driven moths almost
out of existence, and followed that by a suggestion that giant moths might fly
in from some other place. Lights in the US along the nmain habited stretches are
fierce. To stand as we did and look out over a city, or the outskirts of a
city where roads and highways and freeways and turnpikes looped and -joined and
flowed with living light was an experience worth all the bother of actully
travelling on these roads.

One amusing instance of this light abundance - and yet a fine example of
planning - was in the lighting of road repairs. We were travelling fast with
Larry Shaw when ahead we saw an orange light going off and on, off and on, with
a regular rhythm. Larry eased the car down. We came up to the lights and I saw
they were two big amber spots, cach one going on when the other was off. They
were set up in front of a hole in the road about two-feet by three. Back in
Englend there'd be a red lamp with a dirty glass.

The current supply was high - above the hum of the motor you could hear
a distinct click! as each light went on.

Anyway, this discursion into lighting isn't half completed - the sight
of a US m.torwey at night is one of the wonders of the world.

Coming back to NY and that night-time walk thru Central Park with a
tough escort, these lads certainly did us proudl when we were in NY. 1I'd always
wanted to go see a Planetarium. In the first issue of Star Parade, in 1941, I'd
done an article on Pl-netaria, with the usual bemoaning groans that there was
none in Britain. Now that there is one in Baker Street I still haven't been.
I'm no longer attracted - and that is my fault.

I nmede a special point of going up to the Hayden Planetarium up by W.81
St. along the edge of Central Park. Pamela and I went in ard for me, at least,
this was going to be a highspot. The show was a children's one - and still I
wasn't warned. We sat down and were given an elementary run-thru on the solar
system etc and then went throuch into’the’dorme. "The whole thing was a mock-up
of a journey to the l.oon. Remember this was just after Eisennower had announced
thaet satellites were to be put up and before the Sputniks wen? up, and we were
still living in the pre-Space Age. The show, as such and to me, was a flop. I
felt, however, that the fault lay with me.

I'd been imagining seeing the wheeling stars, seeing them as they were
a million years ago, and as they would look when we set off to sxplore them and
their planets. I'd built up far too much anticipation, and tha- usually lets
you down.

I came out really fed up with the idiocy of the whole show.

Then we went and had a look at a rocket exhibition and tlat was very nice
- actually seeing components and working models of the rockets with which I was
familiar. We found a horseshoe shaped passage with a chunk of rick on a pedestal
at each end. This, the label said, was a meteorite. I looked a* it. Then we
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went on, into the corridor. It curved, and, suddenly, we were in a different
world. Just the painted corridor, no one else, quictness, a gentle and far-
off hum of machinery - and this gigantic chunk of rock that had fallen from
space.

I began to warn up. I stood before the rock. It was big ~ pitted with
holes and rotted away where it had lain in the earth. This was a piece of
another planet. This had once exploded with immeasurable violence, flung
into speace, circled in the solar systen and at last fallen with fire and
thunder upon the Earth. And here it was, and here was Bulmer, staring at it.

I suppose if this were oneof the conventional fan reports I'd have to
make some funny remarks about there being no provision to prevent anyone
walking out with it. It weighed about half a ton. But the moment got me.

- Silence, a distant thrum which emphasised the quietness, loneliness -
the corridor remained empty all the time. The meteorite sitting on its pedestal.
A perceptible coldness flowed out from it. I looked at the black holes in at,
What was in there? I began to get the breeze up; anything could come out of
that hole. A long quiescent monster, a bem, an alien, awakened from his aeons
-long sleep, creeping out into the brilliance and heat of a NY sumner day.

I looked for Pamela and she wasn't there. I began to be frightened that
someone would come round the corridor - some thoughtless laughing kids sucking
ice cream - and make a noise. I kept as quiet as I could. Any noise, I thought,
would awaken the being in the rock and bring him - or it - out. I breathed
shallowly., I was sweating - and although it was a hot day the coldness ofi
that rock made refrigeration unnecessary. '

How old was it? Strangely enough. it was probably of the same age as
the rock under Manhatten, or the rocks I dug out of the garden at Tresco. But
those rocks were of the Earth, Earthy. This was alien. It had not been made
on Earth. And T began to get the shivers worse than before. At last,
nonchalantly, reluctantly, too, I turned and sauntered out.

I wanted not to turn my back. I wanted to run. But instead I found
Pamela and she said: '"Where have you been?" I said: "Looking at the meteorite,

the big one." ©She gave me an old-fashioned look and said: "Yes. I need an
ice cream."
She knew.

And then we were out under the trees with yelling kids ‘and littered
candy wrappings and brilliant sunshine and the smell of NY - strong, familiar,
reassuringly Earthly sights and sounds and scents. We caught a bus back and I
handled the thirteen ccnts (I think it was) with aplomp.

But that had been another experience worth crossing the Atlantic for.

There were lots of them., Like camera flashes, they light up in the
Bulmer bonce - but they don't necessarily come out in chronological order.

I don't feel that's important, though.

There'll be more.

0000000 0000000 0000000 HKB. 0000000 0000000
I heard recently from a young German fan who would like to receive
British- and Amerizines. He writes a lovely letter! Try him? He's.....

Rolf Gindorf

Wolfrath
Hang-Bockler-Strasse 52
Germany.
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It was fairly soon after his adventure .
with APE's cover. We left him on the Under-
ground, remember? And then -. You guessed it,
he reached Iolborn and then, got cold feet. -
The outcome was that he decided before visiting
the Globe's hallowed halls he must publish a
fanzine. But it was doomed - if not to failure
then something remarkably like it--. VWhy?

He had access to a fairly god quality
Gesterner, he was reasonably adept in the art
of stencil cutting, and could lgy the thing
on the inky roller without getting knife-
edged creases. He could string sentences
together, so long as they contained no more
than Subject, Object, Verb and twenty "
Adjectives. He could draw too, provided he
was kept off illos, and, naturally, he wrote
the first issue himself.

So what went wrong?

The issue came out, and, a fortnight
later he hadn't received a single letter nor
even a sub, let alone a free copy of APE,
HYPHEL! or PLOY. He did, however, receive a
copy of the Times, which pleased him only
I faintly, inasmuch as it was wrapped round a

rejected copy from Brian Burgess. The lack
A [] of letters denoted a complete apathy on the
part of fandom, so he finally went to the
[] ' EEEZ_ Globe to find out why. There were many of ’
|

=t

them present. Several looked up as he made
his entry, and, by the expression on their
faces he knew that they'd recognised him and
wished they hadn't.

"Hello," he said.

A proboscoid fan took off his glasses
so he could look down his nose without the
danger of dropping them. A second took off
his beanie and stuffed it into an empty crisps
bag. Three others inverted their bheers and
swallowed.

A little disconcerted by this reception,
he nervously made his way to the proboscoid
N gent, and asked: "Did you - er - receive
G E(D'\Gt QUARTO alright?" The fan turned to his current

LEh lady companion, very la-de-da. .

"Do we know it?"

"I think not, Peter."

"Did you get QUARTO okay?" Tom persisted. &

'"What is QUARTO?" the fan sniffed, still
to his lady friend.

"It's my fanzine," burbled Tom, eagerly.

i
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"I sent it out a couple of weeks agzo."
"QUARTO? Fanzine? These are words which don't seem to be in my vocabulary."
"They must be specimens of this dreadful dialect some phake-phen, particularly
Londoners, are said to be speaking," decided the femme. "Disgusting. But what else -
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can one expect from phake~phen?"

Tom, blushing, hurrledly joined another group, members of which
suddenly began sniffing.

"Have you all caught colds?" he asked, innocently.

They looked at him, then away again, resuming their olfactory means
of expression with increased vigour.

"Which one is Burgess?" Tom said, understanding.

"Who is Burgess?" one of them said. "I don't think such a person
exists." e
"Oh, God!" Tom went to a vacant table, laid his head on his arms
and wept bitterly. "Oh, God," he moaned:. "Oh, God, save me. Tell me
where I've gone wrong. They look at me as though I am - vermin."

There was a mighty crack of thunder; a brilliant light flared for
a second, and then - a Presence was there. A Presence awe-inspiring and
holy.

"The Great God Ghu," breathed Tom, reverently.

"Bhlasphemer," boomed the Presence. "Taking my lham in vain."
Lightening flickered round His finger tips, built up a head of power, and
fried the soles of Tom's shoes. He sniffed, sighed with pleasure. "Iy
favourite fish." .

"Frivolous phake-phan,'" the Presence said.

The propellor of His beanie rotated angrily. The other fen were
on their knees, raising to their Lord and Master foaming Bheers and dry
Martinis., Gradually, the beanie's rotation slowed. A fan said: "Take
not too much notice of the wayward Tom. He is an uncultured phake-phan.

He drops his aitches."

"I gathered that," boomed Ghu. "He addressed me as no phan would."

"He also," the fan went on, adding sin to sin, "put out a fanzine."

"I preceive a certain phammish connotation there," Ghod said,
doubtfully,

"Ah, yes. 3But his laxity of speech, not readily apparent save to
those familiar with the correct diction, came out very noticeably in the
'zine." -

"He must be punished."

With these words, Ghu vanished. Trembling, Tom, still on his knees,
looked beseechingly at the Elsie Horde.

"Hnhhhhh hh," he began, stopping when he found that all he seemed
able tousay was "Hhhhhhh hh."

- The fen understood what had happened to him and regarded him
sorrowfully. '"We forgive you, then. You will have been punished enough."

"Hhh hh? Hhhhhh?"

'"'We do, really."

"H'h hh hhhhh.,"

"We're glad you are happy. Phen are not vindictive,"

Tom left then, a fine resolution in his heart. His speech may have
been edited by the Great Ghod Ghu to consist of aitches, but he would still
be able to write, operate a typewriter, and bring out a second issue of
QULA «TO bearing in mind his earlier mistak<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>