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The sun comes up and the sun goes down - but for 21l the good it does right
now, it needn't bother. The temperature has remaired well below freezing point
all day (said day being January 1L4th 1966), the usually noisy mice have
apparently removed their hobmailed clogs and gone into hibernation, sensible
little creatures, and I only wish 1 could join 'em in that blessed state of
unknowingness. But no. The still, small voice of OMP: calls, and will not

be silenced. So, Good Souls 4ll, here is:
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So here I am with this space to fill, and not an idea in my half-
frozen head. Except this: I've often wordered if it would be possible to
write a properly-constructed story using only song-titles. I propose to have
a go at this right now until I reach the bottom of the page. Reginning with
the one that's been buzzing around in my brain all day. I know a place where
my caravan has rested on the sumny side of the street. Poople passing by
look in any window; who will buy souvenirs ? Standing on the corner there's
a small hotel; up on the roof, I have dreamed when day is done. Tonight, I'll
walk alone; I'm biding my time until my guy comes back. Walking in the rain,
whispering "Where are you ?" Jumne is bustin' out all over, (but) without you,
it might as well rain until September .... h'mmm ... feeble, inmnit ?  ++Bil
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It's been = while since I hwe done ocny fion vriting, though this hros
not been by choice, I must ~ssure you. I h.ve strrted on this coluim scveral
times, with . number of suit.ble titlcs and ~ pige or two of copy for ench.
But somchow they nover look quite right the next morning, so this time I zm
taking what desiderate I ke ve from others, putting » corbon in the typer, nnd
lrunching into it with oll my faculties in their usu-l stote of numbness, ard
hoping far thc beste You sce, I discover that it is ~lready mid November
and I will have oo colum off to Beryl in timc.

So then, the peremnisl problem, whot to write :boul. On the subject of
perecnninls, I might tilk rbout with Don Fitch, ir he is still with us. Thesc
things change so yuicklye I am muchly ennmourcd of the plant world, ond the
idea of growing flowers for o living, of sxraonging them berutifully, of working
in particulcr with fountzins, sends me. Tell me, Don, you don't hippen to
work with cguoatic plonts, do you ? You sce, I have had « passion for water
lilies cver since the doy ~nfter General locurthur gotb fired.

‘ot that I ever had ony love for riocirthur. He was the vworst kind
of responsibility-voiding cownrd of the wnr, (discounting the millions of
Nagis who used *that patont excusc at the wor trizls) in my opinion. But when
he come back to the UeS. wo 2ll got o half day off from school. I lived
further frow: school than any of the other children, so when we hid the option
to sty home or come back for part of the day, after the telsvision parade,

I stayed home.

hen 1 came in the next morning, it seemed thot the children who
had retvurned were treated to a ficld trip to 2 gigantic aquatic gardens, and
the catzlogues with which they returncd were so lovely that I spent mny yeers
writing of{ for simil:ir cotalogucs. 1 even built pools in several places
where I lived, but alwoys had 4o aovo before I could stock them. I still

haven't got o pool of my owvn, but soicday ...

Someday I am going to get cought up on my correspondence, and mybe
even ny foanne.  But At the nonent I an far too busy trying to get caught up
on my proac. (Proac 2???) I an perhaps the slowest, lenst prolific writer
in the germre, and that is pretty slos. However, I hzve mnaged to lord
nyself a top notch agent, who thinks enough to put out woney on my behalf,
and who has mever chorged ms o reading fee. The nrin difficulty now is weiting
for the cheques to come in. I am clweys in dire need of encouragemsnt, bcing
mturally morbid to begin with, and it's alirays painful weiting to find out
if cven ong person in the world liked 2 story. I have a hell of 2 lot to
learn about the art of vriting, end cach and cvery story is still, for me, o
gruelling retter of write, ro-write, re-write, check, re—write, ad infinitun.
Some storics couc casily, but others ... I have onc which I've Just got up
the courage to scnd off that's been ecating at ny vitals for better then thrce
yoars now. .nd it's only about ten pages b Hovever, now that I've fimlly
broken into the busincss of writing novels, I cxpcct it will come casier.

Thet's o hard step, to write the first novel. 7ith me it took
forever. I was ot work on it just before I joincd Oupa, I belicves No, it
must have been longer than that. Because I remember tallying up the total
at seven years of work. .ny rate, I finishod it, in first draught, this
spring, or perhaps it was last winter. I then sct to the re-writing of tho
first parte I got the first ninth in reasonzbly good shape and showed it to
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a few pcoplec.
The concensus was that it was TERRIBIE &

First of 2ll, one simply docsn't write a novel of roughly one hurdred
and fifty thousand words. Secondly, onc can't depernd on oven the most porcep-
tive recader to see things in quite the subtle ligiht the author does. Thus,
the first part of the book wasg so boring that Harian Ellison vomited twice on
atterpting to got through it. I mean, really, no one liked it. Except
Joamma Russ, who didn't kmow what I wus gotting atl, but was suwe it was thero.
(Joannn is a very perceptive voman).

So there I was stuck with saven ysars work which had to have something
done to it or EISE. I decided about then it wgs time for me to setvtle dowm
with myself and learn a little from what I hed core.

To implore the old cliche, I got invaliuadle zid from the criticisms
of that book, and with that £id I mnaged to sit dovm to the typer, and in
about two months turn out my sccond book. Iiuch shocrter then this one, but
without the millicrns of dismal faults the first one still possecssas. ‘thon I
have learned a little more, I hopo to turn the first one imto something worth-
while. Until then, T have fo kocp lecarning.

The only trouble with the new book is thot it is a little shorter
than it ought bo be, ard it is a fantosy adwenture stary, for which I wder-
stand there is very little market in the magzzines. The trouble with writing
is that one gots ideas for stories that sometimes just don't have a markst.

Stories such as THE MEADOVS OF FANTASY, which Archie had in the
meilings a ccuple back. Reoliy Mercer, this is a beautiful piecc of writing:
what I've read of it. You scc, ['ve only rezd port one. It is, however,
the Tirst picce of faazan vriting that I'va found to ke of 'profcssioml’
quality. That is to s&y, a piece which got me cmotionally involved not because
of the person who was writing it. or becouse it mentiored persovns and plices
dear tc me, but sinply hecausc it was excellently vwritten. Well, thal about
the firet picce is not strictly trve. One other: Marion Zimmsr Bradley's
BREAKUP. (I think I have the titlie right). That was the first, But then,
MZB has been a writer for many years and has all the dechnical tricks of the
trade at her disposcl, and uses them well,

(It occurs to me that liercer iy prove te be a big time pro ower
there, and I may be showing my ignorance by not knowing this. But really,
my ignorance is abysmal, and I've beern off reading for a long whilc; only
this sumner that T read o Cordwainor @rd# Smi*h story for the first time).

delighted by what I've read.

f
n

anyvey, I

I suppose now that I had better explain why I am just gstting around
to reading the March mailing, hadn't I ? That may be o little difficult, in
view of the long.zhain of evarts thet has kept me out of fandon this whils.
But —s—-—

Tell, there is the fact that I haven't receivad any word of any
conventions in a long timec. DBut that's not surprising considering my
jauntiness. Hmmm. Just why heven't I been reading my fanzines ?
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Fow that I think of it, why haven't I been recading anything for the
better part of two years ??? I suppose it was finishing that book that did it.
I've been busy trying to catch up, but it's hopeless. s« book a day is rough on
a man with only one cye. Oh, but I haven't told you about that yt, have I ...

Tell, I guess I'd better start by explaining that I had a Job running a
Maltilith, which is a kind of offset press. The sort of thing Amra was run on.
Of course, I had to be fairly good at it; after all, one doesn't meke 2 living
ruming off fanzines. How good was something that amazed even me. My predecessor,
who was leaving the Jjob for grecner pastures, had been at the company for nine
years, and I assumed he knew the mochine and its idicsynchrocies rather well.
Vthen he kept handing me onvelcpes and asking me if the imprint was straight, I
began to suspect that perhaps my visual acuity was somewhat high. I've since
found that I have 20/20 vision, with a fantastic degree of (self traired)
perception and discermment. I can tell, roughly speaking, if a line of eight
point type is crooked whilec it's rurming off the machinc at about six thousand an
hour, to cbout a thousandth of an inch. Or perhaps I should say 'could. ' This
was onc of the roasons the company was so happy with ma.

The trouble arosc when I could no longer get rides to the city from the
country. I decided that it was about time I learned to drive. There are lots of
chickens in the world, so I had to hire a teachor, ard after fifty dollers in
lessons, I passed ny test., Trouble was, the car I had purchased for the outragcous
sum of $15 lost i%s brakes. So I had %o buy a motor scooter, which 1 have affect-
ionately christened 'Grane.' Pirst morning out, the day after I got plates, with
no experience except night riding, T went around a correr toc wide, and smashed up.

when I awoke in the hospital, there was o woman in the next booth
screaning "No, not again, I can't stand it, don't let them do it again," etc., and
this did rot improve my mrvelous state of calm. You see, I have a very long
standing battle with the American Medical Association, which I consider somewhat
on a par with the men vho burned Copernicus (or was it Galileo ... or who ?) or
the Nazi party. (ifter all, the Nezis purportsd %o be working in the interests of
humanity too). And here I was, helpless, at their uercy, in the very heart of
one cf their septic smelling institutionss

0f course, the first thing I inguired after was whether or not I had
killed anybody, I had not. The next thing I inquired after was much later, as
T passed out for o while and then that infermnal vwoman had been on. gulp b oe.
silenced.

They took lots and lots of pictures and trimned eway the remmants of that
portion of my beard which had been scraped off the sidewalk. They did painful
things to the areas wvhere skin should Have becn, zll over my faces Oh, it was
jolly enough. I remember a very kind police officer asking questions in a most
gentlemanly marmmer; the Tirst time that has ever happered to me. Then a fellow
fram work came and got me, end away we went. The only thing really wrong, the
doctor said, was that I couldn't see straight, my car was out of commission, and
my skin was missing. Mothing to keep me in hospital for, after all b

Many things happened after that. For instance, I lost iay job. Refresh-
ing that nineteen other people lost theirs the same day and that a couple of
corpanies were immediately vieing for my services starting with a ten dollar raisec.
But depressing in the fact that I can't do my job any more, and therefore couldn't
accept the offers.



G

I s$ill have 20/20 vision, but in each eye it is at a different angle.
Diplobia, I believe it's called, and according to my eye specialist, I my te
laid up for as much as nine months in this condition. A very sad condition for
a man as visually oriented as I am. You may have noticed in my writings a
decided preoccupation with the visual side of the werld. Well, now it's half
shut off because I can only use one eye at 2 time. Otherwise I lose my balarce.
and of course, you can't read books with two overlapping linss of primt. So I
have to use a very romantic eyepatch, vhich gives me a hsadache.

Headaches, luckily I can get rid of with a little effort amd coBperation.
The Scientological method, as Beryl says, works. Fcr me too. at least. I have
done a little studing, er, studying, of this sort of thing, in conjunction with-
my research into psi over the last few years. I come up with a conclusion John
Campbell gave to me in one of his editorials jars ago. To wit: If it works, use
it. I have just about given up theory, in any of the sciences, as an amusing but
useless plaything, geared to whatever lanzuage the scientist is using at the moment.
The phenomenz remain the same, whether the man using them is Christ, Plato,
Schopenhauer, or Rhire. Each of these men is offering explanation, arnd this is a
fool's approach. 4t the least it is impractical.

Campbell kecps shouting that we must study psi. Lester del Rey te lls us
that it is a waste of time, since we have becn sjudying it for several thousand
years without results, I would stand between the two, if a position on the
matter were socially allowable, ard say that study of psi is at this point, useless,
but the study of its application is not. What Christ. and the other philosophers,
should have been doing, was not to show people how they could develop psi, what
its causes were; such an explanation is impossible duve to the limitations of the
language. 4ny language * But merely to siaow peoplo how to use it.

Now that I think about it, perhaps Christ was thinking in just those
termse But to turn psi loosec on a warld of the kind that crucified him ?? Or
perhaps it is just against the rules far pecple without that ... something ...
ethicality, perhaps, to use psi. A4t eny rate, what it boils down to is this:

It's silly to teach aborigines the wiring diagrams of a television set- They my
be able to memorize them, but they will promptly alter them to o more esthetically
pleasing pattern. Rhine may some day be able to see¢ the diagrams of psi. But

to what avail is it, to either Rhine or the aborigines, if nsither knows how to
turn on the set ? And what good ig either if the majority of the tribe refuss-to
look at the picture ? Or perhaps, the stars through the lens of a telescope.

of courée, if you don't g arournd shouting to everyore,; "Coms look at the
Stars " you have that privilege all to yourself, and no one will bother to burn
you for seeing something that they could see, if only they would ...

+ 4+ o+ o+

And there I seem to have gotten so very serious that one might almost
think I were about to end this article, and go to bed. But no % For the party
has just started, waich is wha' must always happen really. “hen one has seen
something particularly trus cr heautiful, or noted comsthing very new, why, it is
time to enjoy life all over again. To invite in some friends, *o open a bottle of
home-made wine, to tring cut the cookies ard mix a few martinis, for the non-
comnoisseurs in the audience, and to explain the point of the jole. To teli you
wvhy this onre is called The Naked Artichoke SALAD.
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It is, of couwrsse, a mixture of many things, some leafy and green, just
budding, some a little sharp in flavowr, some a little piquant, and some perhaps
bitter; also there may be bloody colored bits of juiciness, tomato like, in there
among the bananas. Heavers, how did banmanas get in here ? Thy, like the author,
things chenge a-littlc from moment to moment. The author being damaged, ard
fragmented and chopped up a bit, torn up both in emotions as well as in body, is
very much like a salad indeed. All that is lacking is the sauce, which is a thick
or thin, liquid or semi-solid concoction poured over the whole thing. Style must
do for that, I'm afraid, however lacking in strength it may be.

And then-what ? 'y, we toss the salad, of ocourse, to the first person
who enters the room. We wait for the party to reach its peculiar peak, that
essential moment when fen and mundane humans (who just happen to be frismis or
amours) grok as well as they can and fuse into the kind of unit to vhich one my
throw a bottle of brandy and shout "catch %" and expect in return some witty
phrase, some clever remark. At that moment we move from column to the con-report
sort of thing, and suddenly the paper is no longer mine, my fingers only an
extension of the people who are burbling into the room, winding their way to find
out vhy I am shouting help over and over and help over and ...

vso Ah HA ' T turn and say

"Say there people, say something fumy."
"Something fummy." says Paul.

"That's pretty trite," says Harvey Forman dismally.

I busily type down their clever remarks and worder whsre all the great
farmish minds have gone. Probably out to the Bar «..

"There vas a man named Leaf," declaims Paul in that sturdy viking way
he has, "who was son to Eric the Red, who was driven out of Norway by the F.B.I.
He sailed to the land of Iceland, which was a country of boiling water and hot
springs, and therefore had no ice at all, which he thought remarkable, but which
has no place in this story at all. Ore day Leaf was out blowing in the wind (Ah,
careful of the censureship laws, says a pretty thing ramed Vieky) when he spied
2 land far out in the west. Said Leaf then, in his accent: 'I tank dat. it vould
be o great idea to sail out der and vin de vest. And ven I haf von dis lend, I
vill call it vin land, because I haf von it.'"

"Everyone," says Harvey dismally, "has the right to go to hell in his
ovn way. If that's your way, have fun."

"Aren't you coing to do anything to stop this horrible thing ?" asks
Dorothy, in despunation.

"Sp Leaf sailed into the West and came to Peru. You rmust understand that
the science of mavigation was not nearly so well developed in those days. 1In
Peru he met with a people called the Incas. They were just about to leave, and
already had their packing done. It seemed that they were being frozen out of
business. When asked by whom, they pointed to a small shop being run by a tiny
Italian priest. It was obviously a Franciscan Pizzaria."

Harvey picks up Paul's bagpipe chanter ard begins to pley a sad old
Yiddish tuns.

"But I'm anti-Jewish %" cries Harvey, who is not only anti-Jewish, but
Jewish % "Say that in your column ard I'll run you through ¢ Do you know what
it means to be run through with a bagpipe ?"

"So he sailed off with the Incas and their leader, Thar Heyerdahl, to
Easter Island."
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"Por the Eastercon ?" shout I with joy.

"and they carrierl a great cross on whiclk" aadid Havvey with milirimis glee,
"we are plamning to nail up arl” historians who relate that terrible story."

"This is the firsti teaching of the Golden Eternity," says Kerouac. "The
second teaching of the Coldan Fternity ic that there never was a first teaching
of the Gollen Eternity. :

Harvey plays more Yiddish duck calls on Paul's chanters

"aaasanaaasaarrrrrrrrrgg s geghiihhhbh LV says Charlie Brown, lying there
in his ccnie strip. .

Part ol my eer falls off.

Than Ingeborg had somothing to say but I couldn't year it because the
piano ctaried tc play crale de luna.

"Col, wy bondanrvami, nas o sword which is callad Greyflank,

"Dces that make him the marn with the grey flank swoxrd ?"

Laughter ... ifach Taughter ... What about it ?

The children in the tischen are screaming becauvse itheir daddy is threat--
cning to throw away any noisy brsakfast cercals. The thone rings wildlye

Arthur,! says scmeone '*no Just wandered in, "will *10‘1: be here tonichti,
so you can itake the still apart.

"y does Rusty alweys l:py‘to kill his sister ?" asks Cinderella
quizzically.

TWhy dces he 0% succaed 2V

"T helleve." says Hirvey solemnly, "that I was barefoot both nights.”

VEverything has a £i21d acround it." ' '

45 long as vou qualifly it that waw"

I comn haar tho vaouum cleaner stealthily cravling asross the floar. A4t
any memant it will gzrab Zor my little left toe. T hall. however, with my clevor-
ness foil it L A4 the moment it leaps 1 will leap to my feet, shout an ohscens
word, and plug it in- ‘h1 shocl will momentarily paralyzo i, fhe facst thatl
Hervey's feet are nkad will also help. And the exisience of the Conservative
parisys

' "You Yeens are anglish ?

IAVTNG RE~D THLS, ARE YOU ENLIGHTENED ?

ccugh, gensly, scugh

This poriy is zetting a littl: toou out of hard for me to contime to

Trile on my 70"](3.1."',’ redvs ﬂ.ec’rm.c Syper wnicn has a type face presty much like
H rian's; Jelideratndly, *n Imitosion, even. I wish I could have mere to deink,
but 167 €735 w~v L Wisih ¥ weore a chrwvsantheman in 2 yellow pos »..

J €3 . o

"Pot 29
Fot is illegala
"Anybody who calls 1 uncle a clod is a «lod tY

Damm the bagpipes and full spead ahead -

iQuote me scme more. I Like.baing quoted. On, look, he's quoting me AL

++ Don Studebaker, November, 1965



C-0L-vENTS ...
being mc's on the 45th liailing.

OFFIRaILS. . Well ... (she said wistfully, not critically) ... I must say I do get

a bit frustrated, waiting for the mailing. However, having become
co-administrator of an apa, I do apprecidte the difficulties caused by lack of
fanac-tinme. Don't shoot the aA¥, folks, he's doing his best %

abBLE-23. (archie). L't for clearing up the "Bird lives \" mystery - which
igcluded the problemn of whether "lives" was pronounced with a short
or a léng "i" % // I always thought it was phagocytes which were essential to
anaemic girls. Or was i1t Iron Jelloids ? // Perhaps it's just as well Don
Studebaker wasn't able to attend the 7orldecon. You might have been tempted to
sing that wickedly clever song to him. On the Sunday night, for instance, after
the Knights-of-St.-Fantony party % // By the "ay: since you weighed around eleven
stone at that time, instead of the twelve you'd originally aimed for, I can )
only describe you as a wasted Knight ... ‘A
g W
4NOLHER ONE-2. (Heinrich). But I never saw the first one. 7Jas that called
".nother One", auch ? Ein anderer was ?? (iein Deutsch ist
jetzt schlecht, nicht wahr ?) // Heinrich, dear Heinrich - can we please get
one thing stralght before we go any further ? I know you meant it as a polite-
ness (what's the German for "toujours la politesse" ?) - but I have a bmilt-in
antipathy to being called a *"lady". I can rever visualise a lady as being
anything but-dqull, ultra-respectable, "refeened", and a bore. I prefer to be
called a yomgfi. Ne' mind ... // Yech ~ archie and I don't go in for bun-fights,
we have ptw~fights instead ... (If that's & bit obscure to you, the term "bun-
fight" is a Jocular colloquialism meaning a tea-party. The sort attended by
ladies %) // If it takes you an hour to "get with it" in the mornings, I'd say
you're probably a Night Owl. In which case, welcome to the Club 4 I'm a fiend
first thing in the morning. FEut what time do you start "drooping" at night ?
If it's sround 10.p.w., or earlier, ycu're cheating L// It 's not the OliPresidency
that's interfering with '~ .rchie's activities. It's me. 1The unfortunate
lercer is, in fact, being Interfered 7ith from all angles ... // We always send
copies of 4, and 0. (uMBLF & O, not ..NOTHER ONE %) to waiting-listers as soon
as we can get their mmes and addresses from OT. If all OliPins could manage
to do this, all wl-ers would get a full mailing every time, involving no extre
work or expense for the »E. // Re archic's article: I'd be very interested to
read one on the same subject written by a teemager, or at least by a fan urder
the age of about 22. I get the ilmpression ~ perhaps wrongly - that we older fen
(I'm 40) 2re carefully avoiding the subject of Jorld 7ar II when we are in contact
with members of Cerfandom. wurchie's article is & case in point. He sort of
dabs at the subject of war-in-general, and I think he's trying to say that it's
ridiculous for either "side" to carry old grudges. I couldn't agree more. The
war happened, we all suffered during it, and it ENDED over twenty years ago.
So my opinion (for what it's worth) is that we shouldn't argue about it. a4t
the soine time, let's not feel that we have to lean over backwards to avoid
talking/writing zbout it when it seems matural to do so. It's in the past, amd
surely fandom-in-general is a future-oriented entity ?

JY L

CR4RAPPLE-1. (Mushling). '[wo Tribesters in OMPs - aieee % we'll gerrem, gal //
Jhat's all this subversive propaganda about Bantury Cross being
moved ?? .re the Fodwhacks up to their old tricks again ? Reckon we'll have to
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tighten up Tribal discifline a bit, post extras sentries and things ... Or is it
CLulG, after the "rings on her fingers" ?? iELP % // S'funny - IJve never secn
"The Big Country" or ". Summer Place", either. // Yes - right up to the mowent

of Poland's: collapse, the first eleven notes of Chopin's most famous Polonaise
were broadcast every thirty secomds over the radio. I learncd this from the film
"Dangerous hioonlight" - the onc which featured Richerd ..ddinsell's "Jarsaw
Concerto'., Have you seen that film -~ or, since it was originally "before your
time", have you seen any oi the re-issues of it ? // Er ... Bobbie Gray doesn't
have to come to Britdin - she lives in Cheltenham { // Kingsley's book, "Hercward
the ¥ake", was recently serialised by BBC-1V, for the children's Sunday afternoon
programmes. In the first episcde, Hereward was represented os being the son of
Leofric and Godiva of Coveéntry. ..nybody know if this was indeed the case ? //
Didje notice the link in HELP V' ? - viz., the Beatles doing o recording on what
was supposed to be Salisbury Plain, with Stonehenge in the baclground ? Vonder if
Ringo did read that copy of LINK-1 we sent him ?

DL.BLERIE-1. (Steve). Your riotous yarn about Doctor John reminded me of 2

placard which, it's said, (though I don't believe it, mind), hangs in
the waiting-rooms of some doctors. It pleads: "Paticnts are earnestly requested
not to exchange symptoms - it only confuses the doctors." // Oh, phooey to youey,
I think Cordwainer Smith is a genius, and his stories are fabulous. Though, as
I said in a review elsewhere (ZENITH-10), it took me o while to "get with" his
style. ..s for his "comments concerning himself and his stories" - don't you know
that a genius is never modest ? He doesn't need to be ! // Mever mind, Steve - I
hereby forgive you, since you're obviously a confirmed Bradfan. // Can you or -
anybody else explain why there are dozens of "Jomes Bond" pb's on the bookstalls,
but never a pb copy of "The Spy tho Loved kie" ? .t least, I've never been able
to find one. Is it because it's sexy, or what ?

HaGGIS-5. (Ian). For your information, King John did not sign the Magna Carta.
Like most peoPle of thot period, he couldn't write % // I considered
pitching in yet again on the subject of abortion, but I'd only be repeating
myself, cnd that could become o leetle boring, I teenke I'll just say this:
we read and hear o great deal cbout o foetus being & personality, an "ego", from
the moment of conception, and about its "murder" by abortion. I suggest that it
would be both just and compassionmatc to transfer some of this concetn to the
womer: involved. ..ftér all, we're people, too ... (not castiganting you, Ian, of -
course ... you're on Our Side, «nd therefore = Good Mn Y) // Well, what about
cami-knickers in black stretch lace ?? (Uh ... what hoppens when o girl unfestens
the strategic buttons - does the gorment roll up with o swoosh Y like a Venetian
blind or something ? Or wouldn't you know ?).

MOREFH-38. (John). I don't think I act in a superior monner towards non-believers
in reincarnation - I certainly don't recl superior. “/hy should I, and

" how could I, since I believe that e gverybody is rbborn, not Jjust Us Relncarnatlonlst

Chickens ? .und Pete will tell you that I regulerly drive him barmy by cheerfully

refusing to argue about my belicfs. TLike, I don't feel "driven" to try to convert

anybody. ‘I believe in it simply bccause it makes better sense than any other

creed I've come zcross so far. ‘hich is, of course, more or less what you said.

hy don't you believe in it any more, though ?

NEXUS-A. (Power-}nd Petd). .. car, a secrctary, a second place in the Hugo awards,
o new job - it'll soon be half-a-crovm to speck to you if this trend
contlnues ' Oh, and I understand. that Prum has rceently acquired custody of the
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B.S.F.A. fanzine library, too. Tsk ... what careless clod allowed that
priceless agglomeration of incomparable literature to get away from Hm and
fall into the benighted Brumitts ?? Shame % // It you want to get back at
Joe Patrizio for his "yellow" crack - tell him that your spelling blind spots
sometimes get cured, meaning that you don't do it every time ! (No more "a's"
. i'n)"def'inite" s+ "necessary" with only one "c¢" ... ah, you're a goooood
oy *

RING CYCLE, A Genuine Geruflection to Ser Richard of the Clan Eney.
PHENOTYFE ¢. To the perpetrator of the "Uruks" verse at the foot of the 5th
Things «e«. page (no page-numbers, Dick - gnash %, - ‘'ere, mate, 'oo the
(Dick). 'ell are you gettin' at ?? I mean, that fifth line o' yours ...
us femmefen are fecling slightly warm under our - er - collars
about that % (snigger ...) // Verses much appreciated, anyway - I seriously
frightened a passing passion-pedlar by bawling out "High Fly the Fazgul-0"
at the top of my baritons ... // 7as pickled tink to sce "How nell ..." in
your comiaents to Don Studebaker. Friend of mine constantly uvses "nelly" as
a kind of mild cuss~word: '"Nelly off ." "Oh, nelly with it." "ihat the
nelly's goin' on ?% etc. // Oh Dick, dear Dick, thank you most ummaudlinly for
the "Tefflan cooking utensil" pun ... Jjust what I wanted for a Krimble-present,
but ... what does it MEAN ?? (Anguished shrieks of frustration ... even
archie hasn't a clue }) // "But with all the nutty people you can detect with
one glance al the rewspapsr, is insanity much of a dcfence ?" Yeah. In fact,
yeah, yeah, yeah % One of my standacd mutters is: "and they say I'm 2 crackpot "
// I once read somewh¢re that Britain producss lively, questing minds; inventors,
engineers, researcahers, a vast variety of industrial goods, etc. - simply because
the many changes in our climatic conditions keep us mentally alert. Like, we
have to be adaptabie bods to live with owr weather + I Britain lay in
latitudes conducive to the custom of regular aifternocn siestas, we'd probably
be as happily soporific as . exicans or somcthing, (No derogation intended;
personally I'd love to live in YA¥gF<Y#rd a sun-drenched country and be as idle
as all-get-out). // Re the "Cumrep from BHAN" - I guess Archie's more or
less the relaxea veteran and 1'm the excited neo. That's "who must have done
this." Y

THE SCARR. (Geo Graphic), (a) iy copy was illegible so I didn't read it.
(b) I am a liar. {c, Delete whichever is inznplicable. // Loved

"The Thing from Belfast Lough." Rerinded ¢ of soveral crazy incidents I

witnessed in the Fleet air ixm. I'll probably pacs 'em on sometims. //

The Nostvalgist's version of “"The Shooting cof Dan lLicGrew" likewise much

appreciated. Milton, you sey ? Sffumny. I'd have tacuvght that a peem about

shooting would‘ve omauate? from Shelley ..: (or Browming, suggests Archie).

ST-0MP-1. (arnie). Hi. "Len Balles can't possitly burn himself out. If he dbes,
- I'11 hit him-" One of the best remarks in the whole mailing. Amnd if
you ever address me as anything but "Beryl", I'1ll hit you. Anyway, I've been
messing about with my surname recently. So, since I am (to the best of my
knowledge) the only Beryl in actifandon ~ and certainly the only one in OMEX.

to date - better stick to that, mate. // Please explain the Sneaky Pun thing -

I hate being mystified !,/ I sent you a copy of LINK-4. Sorry you asked ??

TIMPANOGAS~2., (Rich). "-.Vhaf does "Timpanogas" mean, please ? (,if' a_nythlng L)
Is it a U.S. place-mame-or somcthing ? // Taanks far the
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compliments - I was all aboo Wwith cgoglow |\ // I gather that you're vhat archie
calls "a publishing giant" Over There. Good for you -~ but we OliPans don't know
you very well - or at least, I don't. How about tazking a leaf out of Arnic's

book and telling ‘us & bit about yourself ? (Go on - you know everybody loves
talking about him/hersclf 4).

Qops - I try to keep the zines in alphabetical arder for C-0Z-MENTS, but I seem to
have slipped up this time by missing out BANTHEON - so:ry, Burkhard. Re: "Ghost-
Riders in the Sky" - Rolf, I was disagreeing with your contention that "an
extensive preoccupation with science fiction may brecd morc than an interest
in literary phenomena." (i.e., in politics), until I ceie to the fimal couple of
paragraphs. These reininded me so forzibly of the finel chapter of ..1fred Bester's
"Tiger, Tiger" that I had to stop disagresing ard adwit . that you're probably
right after all. Incidentally, this book hus been for many ycars my all-time

top favourite in sf nowels. // I'm afraid I'm not very intcresied in politics
these days; I went through an active-for-sociclism period shartly after the war,
but I scom to have outgrown it, like religion. One thing that does regularly
make mo wild, though, is when I hear o womn say, "Oh, I can't bc bothercd to

go and vote," or, "I haven't got time," or something like thet. The only reason
vhy I would ever abstain from voting is if I gemuirely comnsidered that neither or
none of the official candidates vwas worta my vote - I man as regards their
individual party's clection platform. Othorwise, I would feel that I vas
betraying (by not voting) tho suffragettes of the 1920's who endured so much and
fought so goellantly - unto death, in at least one case - to get the vote for
British women. // I believe I'm right in saying that in ..ustralia - or at least
in some of her states ~ it is compulsory to cesi one's vote, and anyonc not

doing so may be subjected to » fine. In principls, I'm agin compulsion, but,

as urchie has just remarked - if it's a case of being legally compelled to go

to the polls, but being allowed to register an abstention there if one wishes to
do so - I'm in favour. // It must be admitted that the polivical position in’
this country is pretty ludierous right now, and until Britain odopts the
eminently fair ‘and sensible system of proportional representation, it will
probably continue to be ludiarous for sume time. Unless. of course, = v:tirely
new pariy Suddonly crisas and AP .18 o progesasies wleech ~ a1 Lo o uint of avery
other party.

. .nd so we proceed to C-0Z-ENTS on the L6&th Mailing.

OFFTRAILS-46. (Brian). (p.2): "us the voting dendline is in jay, it scems (what
say all of you ?) that any." Hear, hoar, Brian ! Couldn't apree more " Surely
nobody will "disagree¢ with such a sensible suggestion ? 511 in fowour ? AYE /
There you arc, B. - cerried 'arry Moseley ‘ // I'm reserving comment on the mooted
amendments = my eventual vote on same will, [ {hink, be sufficienti in that line.

AMBIE-24. (Himself). I worder what middle-aged virgins could possibly be
dedicated to ... the proservation of their widdle-aged virginity,
perhaps ? &and I do s'c-;-agree that, as far as the G.P.0. ic cqncerned, one Jjust
can't win. (We know, don't we, Mate ??) // Yes - that Walshindig on MNovember
6th was really something. But why didn't you tell the Nice People that you got
happily tight ? (Never seen anything like it, foiks - he went around loving
everybody at the top of his voice ... luvly, he was ) // "fonderful old explecsive
gas geyser', he says ... HUH' Stand by for the Now-It-Can-Be-Told Department
7e moved in herc on Saturdey, November 20th. I spent most of the preceding day
hanging about here, waiting for delivery of verious iteus, for the electricity
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bods to come and conrnect up the meters and instal some extra wiring, and for

the gas-men to come and turn on the gas. after the last-nsmed had performed
their duty and checked that everything was working OK, I asked them to show me how
to operate the geyser. (I had never met any type of geyser tefore). Obligingly,
they did so, and after they'd gone, I ventured to have a few practice runs with
the thing. // after we'd moved in, I carefully explained Operation Geyser to
Archie. He was entranced with iti, and promptly decided to take a bath. I still
had a lot of stuff to sort out, so after making sure he'd got soap, towels, etc.,
I left him to it. Less than a minute later there was an almighty BANG . from
the bathroom. Terrified, I rushed in there, expecting to find, at the very
least, a totally hairless Archie, sans hair, eyebrows and beard ! He wasn't,
though; the gurt fool was standing there doubled up with laughter, and the bath,
floor, window-sill and all immediate environs were covered in a rain of black
particles. // and I'd been so careful to stress the exact sequence of operations:
light the pilot jet, turn on the water, wait till it runs freely into the bath,
then - and only then - turn on the main gas-ring under the geyser-tank. He had,
of course, turned on the main jet b-fore turning on the water. After that we
both left the thing alone for a while - until one day I got mad at it, and,
muttering, "You're not going to beat me, you beast ¢" I got it working. Since
when it has been completely tame, and produces near-boiling water within about
half a minute of lighting the main jet. // That wasn't the only scare I had,
though,. our first weekend here. Simone (7alsh) had very kindly given me an
electric iron which she no longer used, and which required only a new length of
flex to make it completely serviceable. after scrabbling through Archie's box
of electrical bits an' pieces - which he call s his "infinite connectivity
system", and which would probably mzke any jrofessional electrician faint in
horror - I amnounced that I couldn't find a piece of flex long enough for the
iron. Archie promptly offzred to cut off a suiteble length from the flex which
serves his desk-lamp. He was discomnccting the plug or something from this.
wiring when he suddenly announced, quite calmly, "This thing's live" - and
dropped it. Crackling sound, shower of blus sparks, amd a pair of blackered
connections ... it worries me, y'know ... Archic, Mate, are you sure you're

not regretting having Taken ie On ???  ({Dumio, like. Until I acquired you,

it hadn't even occurred to me that an iron - electric or otherwise - might be
considered by any reasonable being to be a desirable item of household equip-
ment. I think it must have been the shock of discovering that you actually
felt the need for one that bereft me momentarily of my wits. At least that's

my excuse. Al »

ANOTHER ONE-3. (Heinrich). Good luck with your bid for the 1970 Worldecon. I

have &« feeling that many British fen will back it, because a
holiday on the Continent is less expensive and much more convenient than a visit
to the States. // Re hoving something in every iailing - see my remarks to Rolf
on the preccding page, ebout compulsion. 1'm stubborn, Heinrich - anybody tells
me, "you must do this ", it makss me dig in my heels and get mutinous.
Convcrsely, anybody says, "you can't do that %" - most times I gotta go do it,
just to prove that I can ' // I think I sampled Vurguzz last Easter at the
Brumcon, but I'm damned if I can remember what it was like ' However, Archie
insists that I did have some out of his sole suwrviving bottle, and I must have
lived through the experience ‘cos I'm still here ... I think ... what am I
burbling about, VURGULZ sake ??? Did you really mean your offer, though ? And
if you did - wouldn't I have to pay Customs duty on it ? If I remember rightly,
Archie had o load of fun with his bottle on the way back from the Castlecon b
Here, I'll let him tell you ebout it:
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({Well. I produced this bottle, all signed, sealed and delivored according to
the tradition, as I was passing through the British customs. That was it ? -

I was askeds Vurguzz, I said. ‘Vhat did that signify then 27 Oh, it was an
alcocholic boverage that wesn't, so I was given to understand, very widely pub-
licised but that was on sale in one particular velley in the Bavarian Alps, where
I'd purchased it. - Then the questioning turned on whether it was a spirit or a2
liqueur. The man thought it was probably a liqueur becauss it was coloured.

I thought it probably wasn't because it didn't taste like a liqueur.  (Nor,
comc to think of it, does it taste like a spirit. In foet I don't recommend it
to anybody who. is mot at least half=Jrunk already.) Anyway, the customs man
hummed and hawed and eventually =~ possibly pleased at my honesty in declaring

it anyway - decided that the easiest way out without precedent was to let it
through free. However, it was touch and go, and the postal customs inspector
opening a parcel might-well decide that a bottle of Vurguzz merited quite a -
tidy little .sum in customs duty. These things are almost impossible to
foretell in advance. 4M.)3 S'right - so I think I'd better decline your kind
offer with thanks for thc moment, Heirrich. However, IF we meke it to thc Viemna
Con next summer, and if you're also there (jo ?), perhaps I'1ll be able to-teke
you up on it there. Then I'll be able to experience my ovn bit of fun 'n' gaimes
with the Btitish Customs authorities ' // I didn't excctly Mwmste" that last
stencil /0z=3). I simply wrote until I had no morc to say, ard no time in vhich
to say . it, anyway ~ remember, The Jorldcon didn't end until august 30th, OMPA's
deadline was Septumber 5th - and I hadn't even started 0Z~3 tefore the Worldcon %
I suppose I cwuld've used an illo, but that might have been spoiled by the last
page of printirg showing through or souscthing. anyway, I hope that thish mkes
up both for CZ-3, and for my having missed the last Mailing altogether. OK ?

CRAPAPPLE~2, - (liashling). Sot ... you haven't got me Tribzl nome in "a Camel's
Byc View"™ I know my psoudonym (Beryl) zpnearcd in C/a-1; doesn't
Tribe X a.pwove of cross—rceforcnces, then ? // LiPORTAN: oFNOUNCELENT : BT IT
KO thet, or. Christmes Eve 1965, Te liorcers were officinlly crected the Bristol
arca Loe'.del‘s ard Hecpers of the Clifton Toll-Bridge, by order of thc Co-Icaders,
vhose Sl‘g:_l’l_a‘:l,u*cs appeer on the officizl document above the GRE.LY OXO SE.L. //
However, iwk, honourcd thoush we arc, we're sowmewhat concerncd about the prescnt
leaderless 20nition of the kidlands arcx. I delepated & certrin anount of
responsibility bifore I left, but Custard can't be cverywhere at once, and you
know Gritty's not -11 that relicblc & So may we (urch and I) suggest thet the
Hon. Leek 1€ proioted to the vacant position of iiidlands ares Chicftain 2 He
will be &bt 10 render rogular rcports to Queen Hagg, and 7e of the South-Jest
will no lager necd to worry about possible depredations by the Fodwhacks, or -
worse - aBneaky Take-Ove~ Bid by the awful slcestrian, Green Henry. // Oh ar -
me orbs -well, I'm Tribal.y kmown os Two Lovely Red Eyes because I've got derk
hazel ey with red flecks n 'em %} irchic soretimes calls me (among other
things *) "Electric Eyes" - red flex, scc ? // liush, I don't know why "the Meked
artichole", and up to now I've iecn too shy (yes, me L) to =sk the bloke } Like,

L]

he might think T was being too personal or swwmit ... // Jell, I never drenk all
s12t much Maval rum - it wasn't officially issued to frens, you sce - wc just
usgd to scrounge it off the matlows ocensionally. But it certainly tasted much
Setter '?han any rum I've drunk-since demob. The mearest I've over got %o it is
Corube" rur, which one has to troack down most assiduously. Howevor, I can
assure all ccnmoisseurs of Nelson's Blood that "Coruba" is well worth scarching
for - and paying for - it's somewhat expensive L // The only alecholic drink
thnt burns my throat unpleasantly is whisky - I can't stand the stuff ! // Re
Hereward - see my comu.ents on Clu-1. // I consideved having o go ot this
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"Happiness Is ..." thing, but at present 1'm somewhat biased, if you see what I
~mean ! // Liked Harry Vlad's pome - some nice imagery there. "The Patriot"
wasn't nearly so good - for one thing it doesn't scan properly, and secondly,

the séntiments expressed are not those of a really fanatical patriot. This man
in the poem is full of doubts and questions; a patriot (in my opinion) simply
accepts his destiny, whatever it may. be, without demur or query. liight have been
more to the point if he'd called it "The Doubting Patriot" ... or something like
that. // I do wish you'd keep your flippin' Granny in arder, hiushling. She

broke into the place where 1 work, last weekerd. I didn't care about her turning ..
the Reception Office upside-down; I work in the Stores, at t'other end of the
corridor. I likewise didn't care that she pinched some log~books. MNone of 'em
was ours, since we don't yoct own a car. and it didn't miter a hoot of a horn

to me that she hi-jacked onc of the firii's hire-cars ard bolted to Bolton in it.
Mo, what really rarked me was that, while making her escape from the scuffers,

she put her Chelsea through a damp place in the ceiling of the Storess, and made

a dirty gret 'ole ' So on the Monday we all got stiff nex an' things from the
perishin' draught. And on the luesday e pair of gormless workmen, having spent
Monday patching up Reception, gave us all headaches and bad teipers by banging
like hell in the Stores. And putting trestles in the aisles for us to fall oveér.
And drinking Crum's tea and Franklyn's coffee. And leaving a disgusting mess for
me to sweep up - I told ifichael to do it, but he said he'd got a bad back vee //
SO0V next time you see your rotten Gramny, tell her she's getting too old for
this trouble-making lark, and she'd better retire and take up tatting. After all,
another spell of P.D. on the 'Moor would surely do the 01d Girl in, and then we'd
have nobody to blams for everything %

HAGGIS-V2N6. (Ian). I howled at "... iff the parents are not mature, the progeny
will be immature." // Does this mut Kellog advocate anything ghastly
to stop fémale masturbation ? // "Cf the mediaeval Church," you say. Yeah. Ian,
I long ago came to the conclusion that it is religion and thc churches which have
made sex a dirty word. At ore time the district in which I lived was visited by
a plague of Jehovah's /itnesses. 1liost of the time I couldn't be bothered with
them, and said so, but occasionally I'd feel like having a good argument, so I
gave '‘em onc. 'lhc best one that I recall was about this ridiculosity known as
Original Sine The pair of J.H.'s wvho were giving me the spiel at the time were
a very earnest young man, and a womzn in her early thirties, I'd guess. The gist
of my argument was that, if one zccepts the Adam and Tve mlarkey (vhich I don't),
the Origimel Si n that 2ll thc hoo~ha is about was not thc first sexual act
between adam and Eve - it was their disobedience in Jdoing what God had expressly
farbidden them to do. Like, if God had literally forbidden thom to eat apples,
then cating apples would have bocome as sordid, furtive, ard snigger-provoking
as sex now is for so many people. ‘There weuld be bawdy Jjokes about eating apples;
parents would get red-faced or¢ inarticulate when asked questions by their.
innmocent offspring about avple-cating. apples would be grown in secret, concealed
orchards, and sold furtively - probably in defiance of some crackpot law, too.
and o young man would risk getting his fiice smacked if he offered his girl a
Cox's in the cinema ... "you dirty beast " // But, as I said, Origimal Sin is
surely disobedience of divine low, ard therefore nothing to do with sex at all.
The J.H.'s tricd to have it both ways (they usuzlly do %) Yes, they said,
Original Sin is disobedience, but it is also the act which comprised the disobed-
_ience, viz. sex ... yer carn't win, con yer ?? They were being oll mild and
forbearing, like, so I gove 'em the old line about, "If God mrde anything nicer
than sex, he keeps it in heaven for himself". And they went off, shaking their
heads and tut-tutting, after promising to pray for me % // "... naturally, nowadays
Ve
.
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we would tend to exclude the inebrintes, cddicts and perverts, and include some

of thc hereditary defccts such as haemophilia, heart abnormalitics, etce" as

far as haemophilia is concerncd, Ian, I think I'm right in saying that this would
be damned difficult to detect. Fecause (again if I've got my focts right - haven't
checked) in ot least 905 of cases, the discase is transmitted to male children
only, by the mother, who is not herself = hoemophilice. ftherefore it would not

be known that the mother was carrying hacmophilia in her genes until aftexr the
birth of her first son. and if she huad no sons, but moduced = flock of daughters,
I think it's more than likely that they, too, would be able to trunsmit the
disease to any sons whom they in their twrn might bear. // Howevor, if the first-
born was 2 son - a haemophilinc son, poor little beggar - then I reckon it would
be right to sterilise the mother rather than the father. If the mother died
fairly young, or if there was & divorce, the mun should surely revain his right

to beget children if he married agnin later ? // And vwhat about allergies ? Do
you know that a person who has suffered from only mild and infrequent outbreaks

of eczema in childhood can beget or bear a child doomed to suffer from asthma,
eczema, seborrhoea, hay-fever, urticaria, angio-neurotic oedema - the IOT ? //

I saw the TV programme, "The American Way of Sex." Hoo-bloomin'-ray - somsbody
else thinks luggeridge is disgusting ¢ His lip-licking salacity on that programme
was, . to me, the utter personification of the phrase, "dirty old men." // Re:

"The Changing Position" - did you hear the (reputedly true) (most of 'em are,
though ) story about the elderly biology professor ? He asked his (mixed)
class, "How many recognised positions are there for the performance of the human
sexual act 2" 4 (male) wag at the back of the class shouted "Twenty-seven %"
Ignoring him, the prof. asked a young female student in the front row to stand

up and describe the most orthodox of these positions. Tith clinical detachment,
and an admirable absence of embarrcssment, the young lady did sc. ‘Vhereupon

the back-row comedien called out: "Oh, all right then - twenty-eight V" // Re

vhat you said to Bill Donzho about: " ... it is to your greuwt credit that you
could shake off your childhood conditioning, not 2n easy thing to do." How

right you are \ I have always regretted that -one of the songs from "South
Pacific" was never plugged as strongly as, say, "Some Enchanted Evening" or'Bali
Hai." (Possibly any such plug would have aroused protest in the Southern Stotes
of americe or somcthing). I refer to "You've Got to be Taught" - d'you know it ? //
I could make o very coarse pun on your fincl pearae., but it might get censored -
remind me to tell you 2t the Yarcon - you two are coming, aren't you ?

KIPLING'S ETHIC. (Fred). Interésting. However, my own fovourite Kipling-poem
is not included (well, obviously you couldn't mention them
all%) - but as far as I con see, this particular ome doesn't quite "jell" with
the ideology you outline. - I'm not sure of the actucl title, but it begins:
7e have fed our sex for a thousand years, / But shc calls us, still unfed."” To
me, this poem expresses o kind of angry pity - almosi bitterness - and I visualise
Kipling standing on an English beach, staring at a stormy sky, and asking, "Jhy ?
Thy ?" ... "Vc have strawed our best to the weed's umrest, / To the shark and
the sheering gull, / If blood be the price of admiralty, / Lord God, we ha' paid
it in full "

KOBOLD-11. (Brian). Peppermint tea ? UGH %! I loathc peppermint in cny form -
even cleaning my teeth is something I hate doing, since rearly all
effective toothpastes and powders are peppermint-flavoured. Years zgo, I used
T.C.P. toothpaste, which had a pleasant, mildly antiseptic {lavour. Then it, too,
went peppermint. I wrote a niggly letter to the menufacturers, and eventually
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got an apologetic sort of reply. This explained that the menufacturers had
decided it was high time they brought their product into lire with all the
others ~ damned conformists \ Jell, they proiptly lost one regular customer.
I can't help hoping (somewhat v1nd1ct1vely) that I wasn't the only ore % //
I've never been partial to circuses either, Brian. Somehow, even the greatest
of them seems (to me, <t any rate) to exhibit a quallty of shoddiness, tawdry
glitter and gereral sham. // I've read somswhere that in Maples a simple contra-
ceptive costs more than a loaf of bread ... howvever, I'd imagine that this in
itself is only a winor deterrent compared with the religious ore. I mean,
engaged couples could always save up for 'em, couldn't they ? Along vith
saving up for sheets and cutlery and other items for the connubizl bottom
drawer 4 // Oh heck, I had thot series of ReCe leaflets, too, about ten years
ago. This led to some lively correspondence between myself and a Father
Somebody~or-other, (Commolly, I think), on the subject of hell. Tish I'd
kept his letters. 'Twas slightly frustrating, though, because he declined to
get mad at me b // Have o joke. R.C. priest to Jewish Rabbi: "Yowr religion
forbids you to eat pork.e If you will excuse a very personal question - hawe
you in fact ever tasted pork ?" Rabbi: "As a mtter of fact, I have. I tried
it once, just to see what it was like. I thought it was delicious, but my
curiosity was then satisfied and I have never touched it since. Now, if you
will excuse a similarly persomal gquestion: your religion requires  you to be
celibate. Have you in fact ever indulged in sexual intimacy ?" Priest: "As
a matter of foet, I haves I once took a willing young lady into my bed, just
to sce what sex was like. .y curiosity was then satisfied, and I have never
indulged in sex agnin.® Rabbi: "Did you enjoy the experience ?" Priest: "I
did indeed - and I'll tell you one thing: it beats eating pork, clean out of
sight 4" // I've been trying to figure out something constructive re this
mooted limitation of .imerompans. On the one hund; it seems to be in the reture
“of unfair discrimination; it's not their fault that the entire United Kingdom
could get itself lost twice over in the state of Texas Y On the other hand,
the difficulcy re adiinistrative posts is a very real ore, and, as jyou say,
OMPA is the only British-based apa. ‘herefore, I can only agrec that your
proposed auendient is basically sound. May I suggest, however, that this
should be clussed as amendment number five ? Then (if it is passed), .we
Britons can at suitable times claim the support of the Fifth Arendment b

QUARTERIIGS -VAN2, (4 postmailing from Don Fitch). Enjoyed &ll this, Don,
but for me there's only one comment-provoking bit, and -
that's the remarks zbout Japanese-anericanse It reuinded ne that when I read
James lichener's wonderful book, "Hawaii', I found the part which dealt with
the Japanese-.merican regiment in W.7.II intensely Lnterestlng and very moving.//
So on to QV2N3. ‘that's this thing you have about the 54th OMPA Mailing ?
Somep'n's comin' in December '67, perhaps ? // If you' Te really interested -
in the origins and doings of Tribe X, try to get hold of copies of the first
three issues of my genzine, LINK - sorry, I've no spares at all, but I'll send
you a copy of L-4 if you wani one. Or you cen ask srnie for a loan of his.
There are also Some Tribal "reports" in o couple of issues of Charlie
Tinstone's MuDIR. It's «ll mrdly esoteric and in-groupish, of course, but.:
great fun. (Tell, we think so, anyray «es) // Ta for them few kind words e..
please note that I have Irish ancestors = or at least that's what my father
says, though I don't think he has any zctual proof. I certzinly haven't -
and I'sa not going to make any effart to find out, either - it might not be
true .eo horrid thought % // "Hiding fanzines in those stacks of 10-year-old
publications" (in doctors' waiting-roons) - vhat a good idea { .fish I'd
thought of it 4 But I'll do it anywey, next time I have to teke me carcase to

//
/
~
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the repa:r—shop." Come- to think of it, I might as well slip in a few copies
of Ron Hubbard's "Certainty", or a couple of Scientological PAB's -~ that
should set the fel:Lne among the avines, houne ?7 // You to John Roles
generalisation): " ... aside from the obvious reason for crogglement (the
statement is, it'self, a generalisation) ..." Agreed. This always reminds me
of the glorious mess I invariably get myself into when I consider the state-
ment : "There is always an exception to every rule." Now, if one accepts that
statement as a rule in itself, it must swrely follow that somewhere there is
a rule to which there is rever an exception ? To complicate matters still
further, chuck in the bit about "It is the exception which proves the rule."
Stir well, sample after two triple tots and a hard day's nite, and the best of
" British luck % // Kindly do not mention rain, liister Fitch. I'm not sure how
the rest of these sodden (I ain't swearing, Brian - at least, not in print %)
islands have been making out, but it's been distinctly, decidedly damp down
in the south-west carner recently. 3.4 inches in 48 hours last week - every
room in our flat seemed to have its quota of gently-steaming clothes.
(Scootering can be convenient in traffic-jams - Archie has a very neat way of
weaving in and out of stalled vehic les which drives bus-drivers clean barmy.
But in wet weather one does tend to get wet ... if you see what ... )

TIMPANOGAS~-3. (Rich). See my remarks to Don Fitch re the Tribe X mythos. I'm
a comparatively new menber myself, mind, in spite of being co-

leader of the Bristol area (see mc's on CRABRAPPIE-2), so I'm not yet au fait

with all the finer points nyself. However, it seearms that my particular brand

of insanity is sufficiently way-out to afford near—totul conprehens:.on of

all the esoterlclsms Tribesters employ.

VAGARY-21. (Bobbie). Somebody (not o fan) once remarked to 1e that people

who claim to remerber incidents from previous lives always seem to
renerber pleasant and/or historically-recorded things - "like being a Queen of
Egypt, for instance." (I asked hin if he'd been reading Joan Grant, and he
swore he hadn't. However). My own sparse collection of "far nenorles"
seems m2inly to comprise several unpleasant deaths - including being burred as
a witch, and also drowning in an icy sea - the latter was, I think, more
horrible than the former 4 // I read 2ll of V-21 and enjoyed it - partiaularly
the gen on the Celts. How does one go about ascertaining if one is or is not
descended from Celtic stock ~ d'you know ? It's the sort of thing I'd like to
know concerning myself. On the other hand I don't Want to know - via astrology
or any other means - my future. ot because I'm afraid to know, but because
(a) it would leave little or nothing for my curiosity to pluy with, and (b)
I like to think that I have some control over ny orn destiny % In this
conmection I worked out, some time ago, a strictly theoretical balance between
free will and predestination. It's a bit lengthy to detail here and now, though,
so I think I'll leave it until the next mailing, and try to wark up 2 proper
article on it meantine.

and that's it for this tine, souls. Cor, what 2 load of mtter on
less than a dozen zines ! No wonder Archie says I talk too rmch «..

P.S. to Fred Lermer: I've just remembered the title of that Kipling poen:
"Song o' the Dead."
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From: SETH JOHFNSON, Now Jersey. Datod Octobecr 16th 1965.

" Thanks for 0Z 3. Nice fanzine, although it could stand a little of the
fine artwork you generally put into LINK.

Fancy Pete trading a minieo for a car., dJust wish I could trade my car
for a mimeo, although I'i1 not surc I'd ever bo able to :mster the monster if I did.

Never heard of an "Imperial" typer before. Or is this a designotion for
some particular machine of a bettor knawn "brand" ¢ (+( No - it's onc of the best-
known British typewriters, and can be found in most business offices along with
Underwoods, Remingtons, Smiths, etc. DNot sure if Imperials arc still being made,
though. Swrpriscd you've never heerd of ‘om)+).

Don Studebaker's poctry is cxotic and rather morbid, and not the sort of
thing onc might cxpcct in the gay and carefrec. pages of any of your productionse
I did like his Qlin T. Froedegar poem on Christmas, though.

aS a matter of fact I understand abortion is not only logal but cormon-
place in Japane 4and if performed in modern scientific operating room by skilled
surgeons it's no morc dangerous than any othor operation. So under thesc circum-
stances perhaps the awrage gal would think nothing of having an abortion to save
her figure.

So a¥y last I learn what PADS is. .rd here I thought it had something to
do with footpads or Martian padwars. '

I knew therc were a large nuwmber of dialccts in Britein but didn't
realise it would be so bad that people just 4k miles apart would be incouprchensible
to each other. You'd think radio and TV would morc or less get the gercral public
speaking with the same dialect at least.

“ho the heck is Ken ¥illiams ? Some celebrity I should know of ? -
(+(Again, no - just a lad o fow years older than mysclf, who atterded the samo
school. Pre-war, that was)+). .

From: Paul Zimmer, NMew York. Dated .ugust 1965.

So that's wherc our rzin has gone. HNight have known you thieving
Sassenachs would get it ... (+(Hore, hold on' Scotland rcckons to have at least
as much rain as the rest of the British Isles - proportionetely more, I'd gucss,
on the west const)+). I've hcard the weather klamed on meny things in my time -
Sputniks, atom bombs, flying saucers and washing curs, but this is something new ...
(+(1'd explzined that the English crickst season had begun and therefare rain was
absolutely inevitubla)+). Why don't you ship your cxcess rain over here. We need
it 4 (+(Vish we could, Paul - and all this rotten snow we're g tting right now)+).

‘Tebbed fect arc great for plastering ccilings.

Pinding nothing elsc to comment on in yowr letter, I will now 1ift Don's
copy of 0Z and sce vhat I can find therec ... oh yos ...

Re the business of "is there such o thing as a2 sanc murderer ... what
kind of sanity puts weapons into men's hands and sends them out to kill cach
other." There are as a mtter of fauct several excellent rcasons for killing
pcoplc besides self-defencc. (Come to think of it I can even think of reme 8)e
Killing for personal gain is considered immoral in our society, but there is
nothing "ii;so,ne" about it. ..nd undcer wimitive conditions survival might be

Y
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dependent on such an action. (+(But isn't that o form of self-defence ?)+).
Many psople, I think, kill bccause they 2re expected to kill - as in the case
of joalous husbands, etc. (Or feel they are expccted te kill, rather, due to
social pressurg. Thers is insanity here, but it is in the society, not the
$ndividual). (+(hich is, if I remember correctly, more o less what Joe and I
said - that murder and caritzl punishment are menifestations of = sick society.
But let's not forget that socicty isn't a kind of discrete entity, standing
aside and aloof from hunenity in general; it is, aftcr all, made up of those
very individusls with whom you are contrasting it)+).

ond finally there is the foct that mon was a carnivorous hunting animnl
to begin with, and still has the instincis of seme. Man's bechavior is not so
different, really, from that of the¢ lion or the wolf, or any of the other
carnivora. Jolves and lions fight wars, too, for almost cxactly the same
reasons humans do - usually invasion of territory. ifan is still, bar a few
physiclogical modifications and a more elaborate social structure, pretty much
the same hunting ape as he was back in the Pleistocens or vhenever it was. All
carnivores have on instinct to kill, for obvious reasons - which is vwhy full-fed
men and tame dogs hunt for "sport." Killing is pretty mudi basic to the humn
animal - which is not to say (as large dosages of pacifistically-oriented
writing will heve led you toc expect) that "Man is rotten clean through," but that
men is basically man, a hunting animal, and that this facet of his existence
should be taken into account. People of this century and this gerneration always
talk about how improved man won't be so warlike and a heclthy society won't have
war, and so on. "Ve must ilwuprove man so he will nol be warlike" is a common
encugh idea. But I disagree with this. We must improve man ~ fire. DBut we
will improve man only by learning enough about man that we can produce a truly
improved man, and not by shutting our eyes and trying tc make him into o mouse
or a rabbit.

(+(This reminds me of the erd of V.7.II. 1My sister was then seven
years old, and couldn't remcmber a time of no war. She was, of cowurse,
enchanted by all the celebrations and gemsral hoop-de-do - especially seeing
a city with 2ll its lights blazing, and no air-raid werders to holler "Put
that light out V" ‘Then she heard ny father soying sonething to ny mother about
"their" war - W.W.I - and she piped up: "Is it always like this ? I man, is

“there a war and then o peace, and then another wer and znother peace ?" My
parents and I simply stored at her, appalled. This remark from e little child
was a saddening reflection on the state of our so-cazlled civilisatign, wouldn't
you agree ?)+).

On unintentiomzl or subconscious plagierisii - you can get nothing out
of your mind but what is there or what has been put there, and it is a worder
that there are ever any originzl idezs at 21l ... the thing is, of course, thnt
what comes out of yowr mind must have had some sowrce, but by having been in
your mind, it will be changed - pbocessed, sc to spcak - into scrething quite
differsnt - the degres of difference deperding on how different youwr mind is.

We have a combination woed and gns stove here For cooking. un
wlectric stove is completely imprzctieczl unless you can ganerate youw own
electricity. There have been many times we would hove ssarved to dsath if we'd
had to depend on electricity for owr food, (+(You mean you nezver eat uncooked
foods ?79)+). It's mever a good idea to depend too much on uny outside source.

Before his death I was totally unable to irngine o world without
Winston Churchill. I still can'st.

Thank you for your assistance in perpetratini the Scotland hoax ...
Parisley ? Iy ancestors came frow therc (some of theme Did you run into any
Speirs while you were in the area ? Distant kin o' mine). (+(No - I was there
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for only two months =nd spcnt most of nmy time trying to get/keep dry - it never
stopped RAINING, so there &)+). ‘ _

Being a Night Owl hatched into =2 family of Early Rirds, I read your
erticle -with great appreciztion. Mo other comments, tliough.

I wish 1 had read 0%-1 so I could dive intc the corrents here - as a
natter of fact I do remcuber reading the bit about the elongated duel, come to
think of it, but I can't remeuber any of the other stuff. :

On Romantic Love as & relatively modern notion - read C.S. Lewis's "The
allegory of Love" as o good treatment of its odd and changesble histary ees

The argument on poetry is something I can really dig my teeth into «..
grr ... W& Ted Tubb's remarks sound zstonishingly like my own o few years ago,
before I myself started writing "free verse." ..ctually, I must concur that "free
verse" is not really poetry ... only maybe not.e The problew is a matter of
definition, and in order to make any sense out of the subject at a2ll, one must
fall back to the traditional definition of poetry - ctherwise there is no
distinction possible betwsen prose and poetry to argue into which type free
verse falls. Boy, but I'm really murdering the King's Fnglish today. (+{(Now
we're back to murder againe wnd it's the Queen's English, mate. Has been for
nearly 14 years %)+).

To begin with, there is a basic contrediction in the very term "free
verse," since the word verse, implicitly, implies order, restriction, and camot,
therefore, be "free." Talking about free verse is like talking about dehydrated
water. o such animel, nohow.

Tubb's definition cf poetry as "spoken song" is perfectly correct.
Throughout history, poetry has referred to a form, to words arranged in certain
patterns; musical patterns. Prose refers to words that cre not so arranged -
that is, not arrunged according to a strict farme. Prose is free form poetry,
actually - words arranged, but not according to strict form.

Howcver, in recent years - during the Romantic period - the word poetry
cane to refer, not so much to o form as to subject matter - causing no end of
confusion. The idea of modern poetry is to write what you could notv get away
with in prose. It takes the place of the essay, in & vy - your definition is
an exanple of what I mean. You write lyricism, but not lyrics - subject, not
forime - To differentiate between prose =nd poetry you must speak of them as
form, otherwise the vhole thing treaks down and there is no difference.

So "free versec," however lyrical in subject, cannot really be
considered "poetry" because it is non-form, whereas the most atrocious pieces
of doggerel, which are in strict form, are. This is not t say, however, that
free verse is not art, or that it is not t difficult to write. (I've written too
much of it, as well as formal verse ard straight vrose, to szy that. Of course
you do have these pseudo-intellectual clods who arrange vords hophazardly on
peper with neither rhyme nok reuson, and then talk cbout its "deep hidden
meaning” and so forth. ) But good f-v is quite as difficult to write as the most
elaborate formal stuff. It is, howvever, a duitc separate art farm. (Or non-
form).

The problem is, then, what to do with this "free verse'; whether to
group it with prose or to give it a separate form to itself. liyself, I would
say that free verse is prose, highly polished and beautiful prose in your own
case, but not f‘onxf.lly cxranged words io make poe try. Perhaps the ambiguous
"prose-poetry" should be used to clo.ssﬂ‘y it - being, after all, no less a
contradiction thah "free versae."

"Poet's Kiss'" was nice, but I uot tle fecling that you were not so
much writing poetry as writing gbout poetry. (+(But surely there's no bar to
my writing poetry - or prose-poetry, if you insist % - about poetry ?)+).
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The rhymes scattcred around tended to break up the normal rhythm. It wvould have
been much beticr written across the page as straizht prosec.

Oh yes, rhythm. Good meter (and vhy do you keep puttlng "(sic)" after
that word ? Thet, dear, just happens to be the way it's spelled %) - (+(Oh no,
it's note ut least, not on this side of the ponds The Oxfard Dictionary states:
"Metre : wny form of poetic rhythm, determined by cheracter ard number of feet oo
To us, & meter is a slot-machine into which one feeds coins in order to mmintain
one's supply of gas or slectricity - such machines being an optionzl clternative
to paying one's ges and electricity bills every quarter. The meters are emptied
at more~or=less regular intervals by minions of the gas amd electricity under-
takings. Mow then, where wuz we ? - ch yes)+) - is essential to any kind of
writing, whether prose, poetry, of f-v. fThe difference is that in poetry it
must be a strict, formal, precise meter, whereas in free verse it can Just sort
of wander - the difference between and cimless whistle and » tune. There is a
definite meter even to everyday speech, if you listen for it. . definite, strong
rhythm, even in the most prosseic prose, drumming steadily through all functions
of the Mh#AA mind. See what I mean ? (+(Yes - though I don't agree with all
your points, Paul. But I'd like to say that this has all been most interesting,
and I'm grateful that you took the trouble to vrite at such length on the
subject)+).

Blank verse is uOlld, straight forwu, with so nany feet to the line. Free
verse has no definite rules. So, although neither rhymes; the one is poetry and
the otner prosss Poetry does not have to rhyme - try old High German
alliterative sometime - but it does require a strict foruw, an adherence to
certzin rules. Because poetry’gg_forn, a specific, musical mrner of arranging
sounds. Frec verse, read zloud, cannot be told frowm ordinery good prose read
aloud. Poetry is meant to be spoken, it is spoken song.

The breaking up of frece verse into lines is = silly thing, since when
reading it on paper it tends to distract froa: the content and brezk up the thought
line, and if it's read eloud properly you can't tell znyhow. I know - it's
chiefly a matter of stressing rhythmic cleavages and indicezting how it should
be read, and of stressing certain words and phrases. I write the stuff mysolfl.
But in "Pbet's Kiss" some of the breakapes seem totallv senseloss, w purely
fur visual effect, as:

"Yoe, all. Ho wlwo
sleeps, dies"
I could see:
"Yos, all. He who sleeps,

dies
a inor death"
or better yet:~
"Yes, alle
He who sleaps, or for tiv.t matter, what's wrong vwith:
dies "Yes, «1l. He who sleeps
a ninor death." Dies o minor death."

(+ This is 2 velid criticism, I admit. In the origin:l version of "Poet's
Kiss", my arrangerent of these few lines ras in order to pick up eacrlier and
later rhymes with the three finnl words. "Tao" with "two", "dies"with
"surrise" (which pairing still exists in the finnlised version), and "death"
with "breath." You're right, I should've re-arrangﬁd thaet passage. Very
remiss of me. Untidy)+).

Jell, fascimting as this is, I shall have to stop now. I will argue
the motter furtber if you wish, but I have no more timc 2ot present.
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From: Peter Singleton, Preston, Lencs., dated October 3rd 1965.

Don Studebaker's poetry reainds we of a mammoth section of the last
issue of West Indies fandoa's sole fanzine, VOX, last pubbed in Barbados by
Brent FPhillips almost exactly a year ago. The nemory of this huge slice of
poetry persists even though I haven't seen the fanzine in question since. I
assune it to be the same type of poetry because one main characteristic is
shared between the two: 2 combination of little or no rhyme and a smooth flow
of words, the end result being 2 singularly expressive art form This doesn't
come under nmy definition of poetry because if it did, it certainly wouldn't
agree with me at all. I feel that 'poetic proese'! would be a better definition.
Does this stuff fall within the category of 'blank verse' ? (+(See Paul
Zimmer's remarks on this, Peter. I think you and he are probably in general
agreement here)+).

The stanza begimning "Lips that kissed 2 burning poker" strikes me as
being particularly expressive and the passionate message really slammed home on
this high note; this comment isn't intended to be as satirical as it might sourd,
1'd liks tc point out. The poem following, concerning itselt with Yuletide
cheer does strike a weird contrast, but on reflection this is all the better.

From a persomal aesthetic point of view, the imagery at the erd of
"Tourney" strikes a discordant note and if, as the good author strongly implies,
this final segment is intonded to convey any special mecaning beyond the obvicus
~ but tenuous - connection with the penultimate 'slice', I for one certainly
can't see it.

The duo of Christias poeus strike me as being slightly on the cynical
side () but I couldn't agree more with this interpretation of owr highly
commercizlised seasonal reuembrances of an oncient Christian event of reputed
import. There's a tendency to dissociate Santa Claus from the real meaning of
Christmas, but being an atheist this suits me very nicely indeed, thank jyou.

So I've definitely taken a liking to Don's refliections on the subject ard he
presents them in a very enjoyable manrer.

I also enjoy Callas in Bellini's "Norma' with "La Somambula" coming
in at a close secord. Callas certainly provides the bes* interpretation I've
heard - far more intoxicating than Joan Sutherland's version, for example. I
used to borrow these recorded in La Scala IPs from the public library regularly.

+ o+ o+

I also had a letter from Joe Patrizio, dated July 26th 1965. I had
loaned him some of my Scientology books (at his rcauest), and he dutifully rcad
them 211 except one vhich, when he wrote, he hedn't had time to tackle. There
are many points in the letter which I should have taken up and dealt with (or
not, as the case may be) long ago, BUI: Joe, I'll have to re-read the books
myself first, but there's one thing I'll attempt to answer now. You wrote:
"Externalization. So you did it. So wha® does this prove ? Scientology
isn't the first religion to induce extermalization. And anyway, how do you
know that you did ? How do you know it wasn't a self-induced hallucimtion ?
Sure, you may have externzlized, but you can't prove it - not even to yourself."

This question, "how do you know that you did ?" could be applied to
almost anything. How do I know that I caught an 83 bus ard went to work this
morning 2 How do I know that I had Chow liein for ny evening meal an houwr ago ?
To get down to basics: how do I know that I'm me, that 1 exist ? .nd how &
you know that you exist ? Combining the two, how do I know that you exist ?
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This sollps:.sm Jous.(:messr can be stretched in all directions to a ridiculous
degree, of course.. Something- strange and powerful and totally outside all iy
prior experience’ happened to me during processing; hallucination or not, it
effected vast changes on my outlook on life, and uy way of living. Some of these
changes happened almost at.once, others were gradual, and I sometimes think that
it's possible they are still happening. It was an utterly indescribable
experience; I a2 not trying to evade the issue, but (to borrow someore else's
analogy) - how do you describe the colour red to a mn who has been blind from
birth ?

"Before I stop I would ask one favour from you; what is Scientology
about, pray tell. I'm afraid I couldn't really decide. It might be a
psychiatric treatment, it might be a religion, or both, or something else. It
might be meaningful, but it isn't to me."

For those in need of psychiatric treatment, I am told that it can
produce beneficial results. For those who need a2 religion, it can be that, too.

I prefer to call it o philosophy. Even - if you will excuse the cliché - a way

of life. It is officially defined as '"the sciénce of knowing how to know." '

If that means hothing to you, let me try to elucidate. I remember reading,

several years ago, an eutohiographical series written by the Duke of Bedford for

g "popular" Sunday newspaper. Only one fragrent has remained in my memory - in
fact I don't think I read much more than the first episode. He reported that

his scholastic record had been consistently poor, and added what I considered

to be a most perceptive remark: &I needsed to be taught first how to learn.

(My underlining).

Think for a moment about a child's ability to lgarn, Joe. Consider
the fantastic amount of integration of facts required of a young brain, the
feats of memory, the necessity to put theoretical teachings into practice.

Think of the postulates, the extrapolations, that any child of average or
above average intelligence makes automatically throughout the years of his/her
schooling., The actual process of learning, be it English grammar ar chenistry,
is taken very much for granted.

ind perhaps you will wonder, as I soretimes do, how many so-called
backward children uight become considercbly more efficient, mentally, if some
method could be devised whereby they might first be taught how to learn.

iy ovm favourite definition of Scientology appears in (I think) "The
Pundamentals of Thought: (I quote from meory) - #Scientology doesn't teach you .
anything. It 'nerely reminds you of what you were doing befare you fargot what
you were doing.® .gain, perhaps this wsans nothing to you. It meant a helluva -
lot to me, the first time I read it, and still does. Herd to define, as are
nost subjective things, I guess - but it sgemed to provide a kind of incentive.
4 sense of purpose which pointed 2ll my most basic instincts in a certain
. direction and then gove 'em o push b

"You say you accept only part of Hubbard's theories. Tell me, are the .
bits you accept those which are basically Freud, Christianity, or what Hubbard
has thought up for himself ?" None. The bits I accept are those which, by
personal application, arc proved to work. :

See you at Yarmouth ?

+ 4+ + +

and thet's it for znother quarter. No poetry - prose-poetry, not-
poetry, frce verse, poetrzebie b ~ this time (stop cheering, Bemnett %). I
had thought of including a trilogy I wrote some years ago, called "Human
"rinity," but on re-reading it I find'that I'm dissatisfied with it. H'mam ...
onder if it'd read better as prose ... ? , Over and outse ++ BM



g.{

1
[ o

1

Jit=d

QF RYIUBLEBS...

11

"aAnd that's it for another quarter," she said on the previous page
Huh % I'd forgotten all about my "famrep," and when it cams to page~numbering,
I omitted it. So now I have to [ill another pege in arder to make the zire
come out right.

It's nice to be living in a city agein, after over twenty years in the
"outback. " However, it's tzking me 2 while to find my way zrournd, ard on
several occosions I have umonaged, very successfully,to get myself lest, RBut I
don't get lost like ordinary people do. Oh dear me, no. I bet I'm the only
person who cver got lost in Woolworth's.

It hoppened just befors Christmas. During my dinner-hour, I nipped
down to the nearest shopping cenfre - Broadmead - to pick up a few last-minute
gifts. The place was, of course, picked tc suffocation. ard dangerous with it;
it was a terribly wet day, ard everybody was leing spiteful vith dripping
umbrellas. Dodging these as kest I could, I made a few purchases then, catching
sight of the clock, decided I'¢ bstter beat it back to work.

I fought my way out of the place, then stared around in haffled
bewilderment. Nothing was familiar. I got the weird feeling that I'd emerged
into a different space-time convinuum or something. I began walking uncertainly
to the right, remembering that 1I'd twned left teo enter. It was incredible.
Jhere was liarks ¢ Spencers, which I'd passed on my way to Woolworth's ? ‘there
was the big rocad-junction, with the British Home Storec on one corner ? ‘ihere
the hell was T %7

Then at last, lizht dawned. The Broadmead Woolworth's is the biggest
one in Bristol ... \Ilth two entrances/exits. I'd gone in at one door, walked
right through, and I'd come out of t'other.

How daft can you get 797

Anyway, I was 20 minutes late getting Whack to work - but my reason for
so being was the cause of hilarity for cuite a long time.

I'm working in the stores of a large garage - College Moiors - who
are the Bristol distributars for Standard/Tr:urrrh cars. There are over ten
thousand different spare parts in the place, from complete bonnets (hoods to
Amerompans) to tiny screws and washers. Yet we frequently have to tell
customers that we "haven't go% that part in stock 2t present.”

Sometimes a %icket twrought in by ome of the boys from the worksh~ps is
good for a laugh. Like pesterday, I was giv - a ticket which said, among other
things, "1 spicket Hush." Since other gear-hox parts wore also listed, I
interpreted this fairly quickly as "spigot bush."

Another ticked required "1 Can follower." I book it into the office
and anmounced, "Ken wants a womans, "Ve're out of utOu <, was ‘the prompt
reply from rfred, the stores mansger. "They‘re in shors su-.mby,‘ added Bob,
the assistant manager. "Jhat's he esking for ?" denanded rhyllis, the stock
controller (and wife tc Fred). I showed her the ticket; Fred and Bob peered
ower her shoulder. Fit of an anti~climnx, really - nobody got the joke except
FPhyl ...

They'ra not a bad bunch to work witi. Ivergbody is on first-name
terms, the Jjokes and the language are quite unprintable, and Fred gets thumped
just as frequently as I do. We have our Awkward Customers, same as every big
store, but on the whole they're O.K., too.

liy biggest moen is about the parts lists issuved by the Standard lotor
Co. The English language as used therein is often incomprehensible. For
instance, some thieving hound pinchzs one of your hub caps. Weeping bitterly,
you come to us for a new ong. But do we sell you a hub cap ? We do not - or,
if we do, you reject it. Not what you want. We sell you a nave plate. Ji\
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T haven't attempted to write a Jorldconrep, and I don't internd {o do so.
’hat I'd like to present is a Fanrep, tais teing a round-up of ny personal
inpressions of soite of the people vhom I met in london during those three
wonderful, hectic days and nights.

Ethel was the first, I think. fThere she was, nobly mamning (womanning?)
the registration desk with Jim Groves (whom I'd wet{ previously at the Brumcon),
and Peter iinbey. I suspect that it may have been iy lack of height vwhich
proclaimed my identity to Tthel before I produced my Con-card (or vas it my
Brumiie accent ?). Tthel proved to be all that I'd been told she was - and that,
Sister dear, is very definitely complinentary %

Jho was next ? - oh yus - the gentle giant. Dick Eney, who sart-of
took charge of me uniil I'd faniliarised nyself with the hotel's general lay-out.
He carried ny case and showed e how to operatc the 1lift - oh all right, Dick,
the elevator W His is the only sigmture in iy programme booklet, too. Said
signaturc follors the statcuent that it's all his fault ...

He escorted e to uy room and waited patiently vhile I prowled around,
poking into cupboards end things, firding out vhore the light-switches were, ctc.
During this proccss I switched on the radio, vhercupon a sepulchrzl voice
immediately ammounced that nitratces were not the best fertiliser for this
DUrPOSE e (Well, it was {lippin' funny at the time ... Dick said so !).

afterwards I took Fthel's place at the desk for a warile. this wasn't
entircly altruistic, nind; il scomed to be the most strategic position for the
purposc of mceting people b Ina Shorrock, for instance - with vhom archic has
been in love for years 'n' yecars, or so I've bcen solemnly informed by various
pecople. I don't blame him, either. &he's eidnently fall-in-love-withable, and

after all, it's & coupliment to mc that .rchie has such gocd taste in woren &

Hary Hall arrived shortly afterwards with her sistcr, Doreen Secrctery)
Parker, and I'm not referring to liary's figurs when I soy that she was a barrcl
of fun.

Tater that evening I got a real, heart-varming kick out of the way
Ron Bennctt's face 1it up when he peered at my reme-badge. It's great when
soracbody is so genuinely pleased to sce you. .nd we had a really stinulating
and intercsting conversation, t8te-2-18%c, in the ber on the Saturday night.
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That's a point, you know. My Mercatorizl liate, here, once put words
into the mouth of .r. Gaudeamus Higginbottom that *convorsation has been
driven underground. * Just how far underground is sitarkly revealed at Cons, or
any place where fans congregate. Revealed to iz, at any rate. I am (or I was)
so unused to the cut-and-thrust of good talk that when I do mnege to find some,
I don't really nesed rum or any other liquor to make e feel slightly intoxic-
ated ! Can anybody clse got "drunk" on good conversation, and leave a bar
feeling beautifully cuphoric (me, you ijjuts, not the bar \) after an hour's
gebfest with somebody like Ron Bemwett ?9? Thanks, Ron. I reckon you should've
tried tumping a thub at Speakers' Corner ... you'd have made all the other
so—-called orators break down and cry %

Another one who had this effect on me was Bobbie Gray, she of the dry
wit and the wry grin. I'd been given a sketchy idea of what she looked like,
but even so she was sort-of uncxpecteds I had to do a rental double-take when
she introduced herself. (Though I dunno why, exactly ... ). There being no
vacant chairs in the vicinity at the time, Bobbiec prompily sat on the floor,

which endeared her to me ot once - such a2 sensible thing to do &

The main fault of this (and every) Con was that it was too shart. I
didn't get to meet half the people I wanted to meet, and ever since the Con I've
been thinking frustratedly of things I wonted to say, and didn't, to those I
did meet. I'd have loved a longer matter with Ian and Betty Peters, for instance,
and I don't think I exchanged wore than half'-a-dozen words with Terry Carr.

I said "Hello" to Heinrich, and rade a mental note to follow up that brilliant
conversational gombit later, but I never did. I intended to ask him if he
could suggest a way whereby he could help me to get back my former fluency in
German, so that I could tackle future issues of "'hisky Zine & Pipe Smoke
Messages" vithout whimpering in frustration ' Because the bits-in-Germen lie
tantalisingly at the edges of my comprehension.

In No. 2, for instance, I have 2 suspicion that he or Rolf - or both -
were "getting at" axel. In the friendliest spirit, of course. 4nd I'd like
to join in - on Axel's side. He's been one of my Favourite People ewr sirce he
turned up in the Con lounge on the Sunday morning sporting half a beard.
Glorious, mad axel - he'd done it himsclf

Oh yes - thore was a wealth of meaning in the way Rolf said, vhen I
was introduced to him, "Ohhhh - I've heard of you »" Sehr bedeutungsvoll '

John Roles looked exactly as I1I'd visuzlised him. He was yt amother
with whom I'd have liked nore conversation. .nd I don't think I ret Ser Thom
Schllick at all.

Reverting to the distaff side of the Con, I was well and truly
croggled by Irene Boothroyd's greeting: "Oh, you're Beryl, are you ? I'we got

a bone to pick with you - you've pinched my bloke 4"

Jill ..dams was, again, not quite what I'd expected. I've had very
little correspondence with Jill, yet I somehow got the impression that she'd

be smll, blonde and sorta fluffy-frilly % Instead of vhich, she turned out
to be a dark, "teilored" person.
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I had & brief breakfast conversation with Xeren ..nderson, an evening
one with the vivacious Moira -Rsad, and I discussed bruises with Jean Bogert.
Lois Lavender was one of 2 party taken out to dimner by Ron Ellik on (I think)
the Sunday. .ind I rezlly didn't mind a bit when six-foot Bronda Piper towered
over me - she was such o nice person to talk to.

Tes - that dimmer-party. Lessee. There was Ron Ellik, of course, and
Lois; Ed lleskys, Boyd Raeburn, Ted hite, .rchie ard myself. I think there were
a couple of others, too, but neither sarchie nor I can recall vho they were.
'"Twes o happy occasion, with other fans drifting in all the time, until it
seened that a kind of radur wmust have been at werk, summoning half the Con-
attendees to thaet pariticular restaurant.

The professiomals ? Well, there was tne bronzed, shori-haired, smiling
Judith ljerril. The slight. bespectacled, dark-suiteld James Blish. Tall, quiet,
reserved Poul .nderson - introduced o me by Reg Peyton, who was obviously in a
scventh heaven of bliss to bc conversing with his idol. ..rthu Clorke, vho
joined Bob Little and myself in front of the "Stingray" showcase, arnd listened
interestedly to our remarks about the IV programmic. George O. Smith and Syd
Bounds. Ted ‘hite and Bill Temple and Janes Thite. Jarthur Sellings and his
wife -~ I hope he'll remember our agreement that "The Uncenscred Man'" deserves a
sequel,

So many new faces ... some of them, though, with long-femilar i1emes.
Joe Patrizio. Herry iMcCannity. Ron licGuinness and Davs Baldock. I1iike Sharps
Tony Glyrm. Iichael Rosenblum. Eric and Margeret Jones.

I've concentrated mainly on these fans vhomn I hadn't met before, but
of' course, there were also muny old friends, The Bruagroup, several of the
London fans, and the Peterborough-based party (whom archie calls the "Peter-
burmies"). Fddie Jones (whatever hanpened to those photographs you took at
the Brumcon, Eddie ? .nd congrats on youur asscrted wiuvnghs 2t the artshow;
Rog Peyton and I spent half-an-hour trying to devise 2o woy of raising enough
money to buy that green Venus-landscaps of yours. Then we realised taat if
we did scarape up enough lolly, we'd te forever fighiting cver vhio should have
custody of the thing % e 4id buy it. anywray ¢ If it's still in this coumtry,
I might be able tc go icok at it sometire ...). Ivor Latto and Richard Gordon
from norrrth of the borrrder - come to thiink of it, I met Dorald libicoln, tcoe
and thot mad lot. the Salfordaliens. .t the Brumcon, they insisted that they
wers all Chuck Pertington, so that I could rever figurce out t'other from vhich,
This time they all docided to be Horry Madler, but I identificd him at the St.
Fantony cercmony. The rest I maneged finclly to sort out at the Fanfawkes Party
chez 7alsh.

That St. Fantony cercmony was one cf the items I enjoyed most of all
at the Worldecon. To iny mind, it was oddly Impressive yet light-hcerted. in
thot the participants didn't make the mistaks of talking the jroceedings too
seriously. Tiny endy Freeman, with her glfin face and dancing cyes ...

In: in her superb costume ... linrgaret Jones, confident and serone ... ‘Jee
Fthel disappesring under a huge bouquet ... Tony Walsh rmenfully controlling
his splutters after tossing back his initiation-draught ("I thought the top of
my head had flovn off “" he told ms afterwerds - what was that stulf, anywsy,
slovits or something ?). And the howls of He-he-Was-Hot-i-Trufan, =2s hc was

hzuled off to be behezded: "I protest % Asimov sholl how-r of shis "

It wes o great Com. Roll on Eoster.






- e —— . L ——————— - ol S p—— —— T —



