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PHANTASMAGORIA is resurrected, along with Cheops grave ship, we.
emerge from below the sands of time.

But with several alterations- firstly the editors change again.
Now they are Derek Pickles, and Stan Thomas. Xnown henceforward as
EEPEE and ESSTEE. ,

The other alterations are listed below and we believe the first is
unigue.

1. NO SUBSCRIPTIONS ARE REQUESTED. If you send myney we won't
refuse it, but there is NO SUB; RATE.
2. You can make sure of receiving future issues, which will
appear when we feel like it, by
a. Writing a letter of comment.
b. A contribution.
c. Your magazines.

In the case of c¢. let us know if you intend to exchange, so
that you will get future issues, if you don't drop us a line, you won't
get further issues. If you are exchanging send a copy to sach address
below. We will send you two copies of Phantas, IF YOU ASK.

Bverybody understand » ??. Good.
Policy- We_hgven't one. Mkl 3 Saap.

We'll print serious constructiég“féﬁﬁiﬂéhéf%or%é; or humour,
poetry, belle lettres, or anything the Post Office won't object to.

That seems to be all for now, doubtless we'll think of someth-
ing for the next issus.

At least we're honest about it....
Yrs,
DEEPEE & ESSTEE
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Phantasmagoria is published by:-
Derek Pickles, 197 Cutler Heights Land, BRADFORD 4, Yorks, England.
Stan Thomas, 22 Marshfield Place, BRADFORD 5, Yorks, England.

Credits:- Cover by Turner. Typewriter by Mercedes, Duplicator by
Gestetner, finances by damned hard graft.

Contents:- We haven't numbered the pages, all you have to do is to
read through from front cover to back cover.

PHANTASMAGORIA Vol 1 No 1 (New Series) is dated 21st June 195..

Money, Letters, Material, Writs, may be sent to either address.
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by JOHN ALLEN

It was a typioal-COHVGntion Day, rainiﬁg cats and dogs,-some—
times it rained blood; rain seems to be Manchester's forte.

After much. travelling I arrived at the Convention Hall, tilred

. and weary, yet withal proud that I was there. The guard halted me .
and we. exchanged pasword and countcr-password:- "Who the BNF are °
you" - "I'm a Trufan through and through". I was ushéred into

the vestibule where one of the Convention Committee was released
from his strait Jackbt long cnough to have mc sign a lein on all
pOSSlble futurc carnings as a pro,

Then to Bterrogation:~ "Your papers"....» I produced them -
an authentic postcard from Vin$(he's sold lots more stories)
Clarke, the illuminated address cnrolling me as subscriber No &7
to NIRVANA(which has o VERY limitcd circulation) and finally
THE FINAL PROOF - the foolscap sheet covercd with the red
haeroglyphics that arc peculiar to HE.

The official rose at seceing this last, and skook me firmly by
the hand, his éyes shone with the reallsatlon that I had known
HIM bcforb the days of thp Varityper.

"Here's your pass, 1rufan Sir" he said, "There's only the:
formality of the forchoad tatt001ng, and it can hardly be felt
now the needle has been shorpened”.,

A fow minutes lator I was led to the door of the Convention
Hall, the sentry saluted with his regulation Zap Gun(Mk ILVII,
guarantubd 1500 efficient: JCto without rc loading) and throw open
the door, :

I stepped inside and was met wiﬁh the traditional blasts of
water from the pistols of 2ll in the room, they were grouped round
the door, and soon I was soakcd to the skin,

Then W1th traditional ritcs, I acted as though I had lost my
temper snatched the nearcst pistol and smashed it beneath my foot.
A% this the assembled TF's cheered with true fannish enthusiasm,
calling out "Trufan throigh and through ""Hyphbn do you get like
- thig", and similar crics,

The somlclrclc then parted qnd through thu lanc of Chincse
masked faces I saw the platform, thc throne, and HE..... seated
there in regal splendour upon his cobwebbeﬂ printing press, note-
‘book and pencil in hand, throat mike in place, with the midget
-amplifier cunningly built into the Beanic Crown. Therc he sat
in all his glory, surroundcd by his ncophytes Char, Shob, & Jite;
and other lesser personages to typographical to mention. It was
AWA(?U in othor rellplon Ghod mast not bu roferrcd to by his real
nome ),

I advanced, carefully avoiding the pagés of the latest "L"
which were sprcﬁd out to dry on the floor,

Bowing low, I intoned the ritual, "Blessed arc the words of
Ghod and Hamil ton is his profit". Then turning to the West, I
bowed threc times and intoned sonorously, "Good old Vin$, he fang
on s8till ncath the Golden Gate, and never rcturned from the 155
Then towards Pentonville, "TED'S group marriage was a good idea,
but he picked an island much too near".(In the absense of TED the
TUBB and Vin%, "i" is publishced under “the capable direction of

NoTT o WANSDRICoW Gt N BR 1A BIPR-E53).
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The time was now on hand for the opening of the business sessgion.
the tumultitude took their places in the chairs placed beloro the
throne, and the chairman opened the proceecdings.

"Fans and humang; I have.great pleasure in presenting the first
speaker at this Convention - your friend and my friend, Mr Vargo
Stotten III". The audience cheered, and joyously emptied their
pistols at him, Then VS III mounted the platform, attended by founder
members of the VSSFFG who reverently bore the gedled glass case 1n
which the relics of Salnt Alpat were preserved.

"Ladics and guntlemcn and Ffans" - he bezan, then with the trad-
itional c¢ry of "Oh Ghod - the Universe shattored AGAINSL" ., the
audience rose in a body and ran screaming from the Hall into the

‘Bar, Several bottles later, the monitoring speaker in the bar clicked
on, ;and the drinking stopped_long cnough for VS III's closing remarks
to be heard - "I wish to thank you for your kind attéention and
esotoric qucstions, which will be-answered later" - at this signal
everyone grabbed the ncarest drink and ritually poured it into a
large brass bowl before' dasking back into the Hall,

The next item was a lecture given by a Mr A.Einstein, his subject
being !'The Theory of Relativity' , after ten minutes he became so -
Jdnvolved that no-onc could tull which aunt was which- and intcrest
soon waned.

The'next, and final item on the programme was the highlight of
the whole Convention, everyonc was prcsent, and the silence was
broken only by the faint sounds of a klaxon from the river. This
final item was the thlnp for which all prcsent had worked and slaved
for their Certificate oft Actfan, Grade: "l ,(Grado 2 and bcloWw are only
ellowed the Watkiniscd version of '58). It consisted of reedings by
that second William Jennlngs Bryan, Bob Shaw, from the'Gospel
according to Clerk Vins(authorised BEM translﬂtion).'

After the readings, the willing waitresses entercd and disbursed
refreshments, these werc provided by members of The Mersey Docks and
Arbour BO&IdELlVLIpOOl was by now a garden city), the waitresses:
being supplied by the Lime Strecet Impoverished Gcntlcwomens Assn,

Among the famous present were Lord White,proprieter of the Nova
group of publishing houses, and Sir B.Varley.Bart., the well known
owner of the Tartan Hotels group. The latter succceceded in reduc ing
his time taken for the reduction of ‘the level of liquid in a bottle
by three minutes. He received his prize of a stomach pump with
theé gravity that was approPrlate

Everyone then retired to the thirxd floor linen c¢loset where the

remaining 29 days of the Convention were spent as were the Conven-
tloneers. 7

§§§§§§§9§§§9§§§§§§§9§§§§§§§§§§§§§§&§ §8$5\33 §§F§8§§§§§ §§§§§§§§ §
QUOTABLE SAYINGS - S : : :

" I.thqught'the Supermanddn was superb" — Wm F.Tempie

" T thought the Supcrmancon was superb" - Arthur ¢.Clarke

B tﬁéﬁght fhé Sﬁpermanéon was sqperbﬁ - Robert'A.Heinlein

* I thought the Supermancon was superb"‘u Ray Bradbury

+" T thought the Supermqnoon was Puﬁérb" — H J - G pbbll el

(THIS ADVERTISEMENT IS DONATBD BY DHBE" FRIEHDS OF CCHEN ASSN).

&



JHE MOHAIR LOOP

i by Bob Binligger”

T

To me the average fan seems to count himself of a ouperlor cut, but
his size and weight mean nothing to me, I am impressed only by hlo :
beaming smile, his rather shoddy appearance and the samples of quality
drawn from his brain, contained in an oily top. When meeting him for
the first tine, he hau a rather warped opinion of us non sf types,
because we don t reed his favourite fare which he carts’about in great
bales., A case can be made out.but I don't trusst myself,

He usually gives us a piece about how to be and why to be a fan,
meking no marked impression, his cutting remarks about our selvedgness
is refusing to mcnd our ways leaves us feeling fent.

He reels off the great’ authors, from the thread to the needle, pin=
pointing the most popular. Onc is supposed to follow his lead and
cotton on to his urgument which shuttles backwards end forwards. When
you don‘t and night looms nigh, he turns on his healds, wefting past
you, murmurlng under his breath, believing himgelf slubbed by & mere
huma.n .

He spirng my cries of protest for hls taking offence, weaving,
bobbin, and twisting out of my ‘arguments. Then recarding me with &
SqurClllouS ook, he hurried off, My finishing remarks were a proof
that it is bettér to dyo than be worsted by such gross—grained
material people.

§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§‘1‘§§§§‘ g §.>’§ §§§CW§“‘ y§‘3§§§*’<‘§§§§"§§§§“‘“§}
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by Stan Thomas

o

A slightly leéss dismal than usual Manohester was almost v181b1e
as we stepped(or rather splashed) outside Victoria Station, Sunday
June 6th, This was my first Convention, and I had & plcﬁure in my
mind's eye of what this Supemencon was going to be like, a picture
to be sadly shattered before the day was out. 5 ‘

We arrived at the 1954 Mccca of st fans the Grosvenor Hotel,
shortly after 1 pm. On entering the hall Wb were greeted by Harry
Turner, co-—editor of that superb fanzine Zenith(advert)., he issued
us with our programmes and gave a brief summary of what we hadn't
missed the previous day. We grabbed a drink and had a guick look
round the stalls., Soon the fans started rolling back from lunch, bed,
and/or the neighbouring bars.,

At last a start was made and the first thing we saw was a panel
of fenzine editors, discussing the relative merits of thelr and any
other zines, they managed to discuss three, Zenith, Space-Times, and
Bem, they also slipped in Hacmoglobin. Judging from the restlessness
and chatter from the audlence, this item didn't hold much interest
for the majority preseirt,

Next'a talk by John Russcll fearn on why he is called Vargo .
Statten, He summed his argument up very neatly, "I write for my
living, get well paid for 1%, So what the halll, Why should I worry
what nome T write undexr",

This was followed by a very fine demonstration of thought trans-
ference by John Gunn, his description of a very ordinery batter mixer



the unjaundiced eye oo

was a wowt His act consisted mostly of allowing someone to pick a
card, and then guessing which card it was. With chances of 52 - 1
against him, he did exceedingly well, In a show that lasted 15
minutes he failed only 4 times, In my opinion he failed to get the
‘applause he deserved. :

‘When a panel of well-known authors get together . to answer quest-

iong on sf, it would.be thoughtithat an interesting time was to be

. expected., What we got was quite¢ the reverse, All the questions were
snswered by three of the panel(John Brunner admitted he only answer-—
ed so he.could spcak into the»microPhoneL), though once we did get

- them all telking, but only to each other, whilst they completely

- ignorcd the audicnce. Perhaps the cause of this lack of interest

on the panel's part was due to the faét that the majority of the
questions weresupposed to be funny ha,,ha., and regrettably were not.
The penecl did agrce on one question, 'What was their opinion of Ray
Bradbury's writing?' - to 2 man they agreed that they didn't know
how he got the stuff published, but wished they could sell their

own work a2s well., They also agrecd that they didn't believe he

wrote SF. Several questions later Syd Bounds bobbed up and said' I
LIKE Bradbuzry' and bobbed down again,

After tea, which by a curious coincidence(no foult of the Con
Committec) was taken during the tea breek, Sydney Bounds gave one
of his talks on writing SF, which I didn't hear duc to noisc and
"restlessness. : ' :

The highlight of the day's proceedings might well have 'been 'The
People v H.J.Campbell'. At first this was riotously funny. Ted Tubb
ag counsel for the defense, didn't approach the case with the cunn-
ing and dexterity of Perry lMason, but some of his witty remarks and
~octions brought quite & few hearty laughs from the audiance, while
the unconcealed flattery he hurled upon the presiding judge made
the counsel for the prosccution(Terry Jeceves , Junp to his feet
objecting strongly, only to be waved aside by the judge (even though
his briefs were well made). The judge was concentrating more on
drinking wine from the neck of a bottle and squirting water from a
Zep Gun on all and sundry. The whole thing took on a farcical aspect
when the witnesses. appeared, and did not seem to enter into the
farce. After a little while interest began to flag and it was obvious
that the:trial had gone on too long. It eventually collapsed, no
rdecision was: reached, which was not surprising when I néticed in the
programme that the agcused was co-author of the script.., By this
time the hall was fairly full, and most peoplec seemed to be trying
to avoid the people(??) armed with glorificd water pistols who wére
Spraying the room, and carrying on running fights round the hall.,
These pistols werc being fired by pcople in hidecous masks(perhaps

. an improvement on what they covered) with the apparent braing of
infants(if that isn't an insult to infants). Why must these Zap

Guns be brought to the business neetings?., neetings arranged to

* (ndminally at least) discuss SF. If there isn't cnough time during
the night to exhaust the guns and the users, cannot half an hour

. be set agide during the meeting so that thesc pcoplce can sogk edch
other thoroughly, and teave the adults to cnjoy a2 quict neeting.
Ted Tubb was the subject of so much of this spraying that although
he took it in good part, I felt that towards the end of the trial

he could have cheerfully demonstrated thc quickest method of making
a pistol disappcar. He got so much water in his lungs that Vargo
Ssatten had to be called upon to give artificial inspiration.

By this time it was 8-30, and time for us to leave. It had been
an interesting if rather disappointing day. I think perhaps the best
thing of the Convention was the Official Progromme, The format and

. layout was excellent.
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SLANT brought you Wansborough, BEM brought you Wansbozrough.

PHANTASMAGORIA has discovered a NEW STAR: -
We. are proud to present to you..... MICHAEL JENKINSON eevounnss

Dear Derek,

Thy writing is familiar now
thro! it all I see

"It is to thee my friend I bow
the news cn Zenith you sent me.

T'was long I waited, cre but vain dPd I grow sick and ill and
,Were it not a sin? " weak Oh!
. I waited ‘ere for many o day in grief I was, ;

11l when the news of Zenith ceme, Oh my dearest come on in,

" Why did you keep me waiting so my friend,
oh gentle Derek for this news to break?
It came with thus a gentle soothing light
ny wetkening brow to heal - but Ghu! 2
how it gave me such a2 wondrous heartochel,

' Hell! who dust thou thinkest thus I an?

to torture me with speak of "No Zenith"? ‘

but "Conc Now", says time I will not, You have regenish,
will not WAW'S Hyphen do you? or Mal Ashworths Bem? @

> o« Berg Just, I am to weak "I cannot"L"You hear" persist
Oh Gentlc Zenith "waitl". I come to thee I do not flee,
1t is with fhoc ny gentle mother I cannot resist,
But come gently as a Bem would do to the upper levels
. 0f your soft warm knee. :

Do not be shocked, oh sweet Derek. '

Tis that, thy warm sweet love of Zenith I guarantee,
Yes, ere time like a mousc is awed at a tall i
grey mast, as in the setting gentle sun - a Derrick!

Oh. Zienith! Come H0 Me s oo cnises

' As the reader may have gathered by the rofcrences in the poem, I
(DEEPEE) am connccted with o magazine called ZENITH. If you're not .
& subscriber, you ought to be ashamed of yourself- but you can regain
your selfcesteem by sending a bob(l/-) either to myself(zddress insidé
fronteover),or to Herry Turner, 10, Carltm Avenue, ROMILEY,Cheshire,

WL L T a8 X POSED o

Don't miss our sensational expose in the next issue of PHANTASMAGORIA,
Read the TRUE facts about Willis in America, the INSIDE story of what
happened in Chicago, the real rcason he daré not return to the States,
why the MCarren Act was passed in such a hurry, why the U.S. want to
search British ships on thc¢ high seas.

Don't miss thec first exeiting ¢pisode, written in a locked room by

that famous string-puller :- B@B BL@ @‘}_i
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JROLLEY~ BUS 3AJ\/D©M

This report appeared in the local rag which is partially" dlsgulsed
as a newspaper - 'The Telegraph & Argus', on Rlgt June 1954,

"Forty members of The Trolley-bus Society visited Bradford for the
day, and hired a trolley-bus from the Transport Department. Ensconced
in this vehicle they prodceeded to cover all the routes travelled by
trolley~bus in the city.

FPive of the members travelled by road from Nottlngham about 100 v
miles away, to have this ride. One of these five wanted to ¥ide this
gpecial bus No 588, because he used to ride to school on it. Another
‘was spending a fOItnlght's holiday travelling the country riding On
trolley—busses(hc intends to ride on 15 systems in the fortnight).",

When one studies the implications of this v151t one's mind reels
at the.possibilities it brings forth -‘how does one distinguish
between crie trolley-bus and unothe*‘?‘?‘? (Apart from its number).

Does the texture of the road vary???, do the vibrations alter???,
Does the psychic rapport between pusscnger and bus still hold ohe,
even when driven by an alien???,

Do glight variations in the electric supply give one a DIFFERENT
feeling????. Does the great wave of emotion that swept over one when
good old 588 approached still well up‘?‘?‘P
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