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Do you mind remaving your searching fingsrs from my left earhole ?/// She looked
awfully pretty - I could have bashed hert /// Oh, No - it's deceitful to bring
somcone and then cook them. /// Where the Hell is this monkey that you can't tell
from a horse ? /// Yes, but you can't live in a piano. /// I don't think it's

quite usual to lie down while you'rs discussing Einstein's Theory of Relativity.///
"RATS -~ cunning and prolifice. This country has as many rats as it has human beings."
/// He's got the wrong sort of skin for making love. /// Well I hope she's too old!!

Which is all of the Gibberings for this issue. Thoss who gibbered (often unknowingly)
wera: Tom White, Irene Gore, Beryl Nutter, Sheila and an advertising copywriter
whose name I don't know. Originally the Gibberings for this issue filled a wholc
page, but that has been held over unmtil next time for:

A T H IGNEG

An excusing/explanatory/notificatory/gratitudinery type thing. ILooking through the
stencils already cut for ROT, I see that the next to the last stencil claims to

have been cut in October, 1966. It may vory well have bien. I don't know when the
very last one was cut. But this is now the Lastcr Than Ever on: - the date is now
mid-March '57. Some of this issue mey be a little dated by the time it actually
reacheq/(g.g. ths announcement of the engagement of Ken Potter ond Irene Gore would
rether tend to detc the issue of one of their grandshildren had just been lynched
for stealing a spaceship). This should be apologised for. I epologise. Perhaps it
should also bc made oxcuses for. OKe:-

One day when we were sitting on ths top of a tram I suddenly folt the transience of
all oxistence as it waftcd gently by my breoding spirit. Or maybe thire was a draft
from an open window. Anywey, I said to Sheila: "You know - it's about time we werc
sterving in a garrct." No sooner had the thought come into my mind than, with that
quickness and surety of action which is the hellmark of everything I do, sixtecn
months later, we werc getting marriede In the middls of Jamuary a reasonacble-looking
fitat snuck up on us, we lookzd at cach other and weightd things up in that golden
heze which pocts cell "Love's Young Dream".... 'Well = I'vas got =11 the stencils

cut for thc next ROT and most of them for tho last BEM. Spring and the decent weather
is zbout two months away which should just give us time to g6t all the rotten fuss
over before we can sbart getting out at weekends. T cupnosc we might as well take
it. Ring up in the morning, will you, and find out about getting married."

Arnd so, riding on a gossemer, pink-tinged cloud of blisus, we did. (We got it =11
arranged and everything fixed up and found out it wasn’t Shiila's morning off work
that Saturday.) Our parents were thrilled at the heppy contentedness wiich came over
our natures. ("Thank God", I told them, " that the next time I havc to get dressed
up to this extent it will be thce undcrtaker's worry and not ninc.") We¢ had a few
people therc plus Tom and Betty “hite and Irene Gore. As 2 consequence of all this,
when all the milling mobs had been dispersed (to me 23 people is a milling mob) and
the big festivities had died down (to me cating 2 mezl with 22 other peoplc is big
festivitics) it was discovered that ROT hed been delayed and our address had changed
to that -shown on the back cover. Also we hcard that Dave Wood and Brenda had got
¢ngaged which gavc us no cnd of fiendish geo and made up for a lot.

Oh, and - thank you, everybody, for everything; for your good wishes and everythins.
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UH-HUH: © One- more lov ly little thing from our local evening _paper: "Vlmorous -and
unurhctic, and wearing a kilt to fine cffoct, Mr. Deébie's rich voice.showed ‘mo © - ;-
signs of his a~ﬂ ) : o s

And from the weckly outpouring' from thc same publishers: "The idca that
the Presidency of the United States is a man-killing job is mostly a myth. Only Six.
Presidents have dicd in office, thrce from gunshot." 4 mera. trifle.”

THIS AGE OF RLTERIAIXSTIC SCIrTICISLI - HUNC ?: Some time befors last Christmas,
Sheila and I were talking about thosc semi-scanceS wharc several people sit around
vith their fingers on an upturned glass and ask ‘idiot - questions of. stray spirits,
which, if they feel so inclined, move the glass around lettercd .cards to spell out
an answors Sheila told me that she and another girl at the office had once tried

it and 'ndarly collaps:d from hystcris over the suveming stupidity of sitting thexe
and asking questions of tho cmpty air - until they had dredged wup Queon ‘Blizabath '
( the Tiret).and the Devil ( who, incidentally, told them-fhat he.wasn't bv1l._IJ”““
merely pass the message ontto you for what it 1is worth“s?ersonally, I hope he ‘was
lying; it-begins to seem rather pointless keepins him around if he! s geing ol
protest-that he isn't Evil at every opportunity.). Anyway,-they had. had’ ehough of
the supernatural after that and foreswore upturned lasses, but 1 still consider
that Queen Slizabeth and the Devil, in one session, constitutes .a protty good '
dcore for bagimners. It made me think that maybe Sheila was mysteriously 'in tune'
with these supernstural BF¥&s and that it misht not be a bad idea to have a chat
with them, find out when I wes Zoin. to publish another fanzine, how short notice

I was going to be given for the next instalment of my column in TRIODZ, etec., and °
1 accordingly sug;ested trying one of these seances. "Yes, all right,” Sheila
agreed, and then, a cautious after-thought; " But on on: condition - that you don't
ask it any questions about your Christmas present. If you do, I shall take my
finger off the glass."

( We have never got around to the seance yet, by the way. It is one of those things
that has Tiever Got Dons., Bat I do not despa1r -~ another Chrlstmas is almost herel)

TEDI CAT D LO ULi0s In a friexdly spirit of" pure helpfulness-

"low can I compromise with you if you won't do what I wamt 2"
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"I pelieve in friendliness, but let's keep something up our sleeves gven if
it's only an atom bomb."
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"What you hitting me for 2"
" 'Cos I don't understamd you."

FAIDOIS cTIRY HERE: Having recently become interested in photosraphy ( somewhat to .
my annoyance, since I already have too many hobbies) I have taken occasionally to.




reeding photosraphic books and majazines, and noted pleasurably that they too have
their humourists, otc. One even ran a quote column. The only one I remember from it
now was "He means frontal lightin; on ths back of 'em“, but it shows the right spint.
Dut, as seams to be usuwal, the ssriously-intentioned fol by far outshine the hum-
ourists in ths matter of humour. Take this lins in an instructional book for instance;
'The horizon is a horizontal line’ I hate to think of the incidence of nervous break-
downs that linc must have caused +o phot obraphlc cnthusiasts living, say, somewhere
in the Alps. 4nd the¢ antics they must have got up 406, before being finally taken
away, in trying to get the horizon to show as a horizontal line on their photographs.
TS E CEF M SGRSIiS) thlnus like thls vhlch compensat @ for having acquired anothar 4ims-
taking hobby.

TIOIGS #E WOULQE:I_QEIIEVE IF WE DIDN'T SEE (EROBABLY) Just one more universe-
Shaking news item from our mich-quoted (in ROP) evening paper. (I bezin to wonder |
why I don't just get total Reprint Rishis of this paper and not bother wrltlnU my ¥
own stuff ). This piece goes:
9 A tree grown from a pe sach ‘stone planted in his garden by
Xr. Harry Bell of Auckland Road, Doncaster, a few years
ago, has 44 peaches on it this ysar."
You wouldn’t have believed it,would you ?

§ OHE THITG IEADS _'EQ_}."OIJIIER ALD ANCTIIER AND AIDTHER AMDs..: A phrase I find in my
 11ttle brown quotebook Sets off a train of thouzght, it is under the heading 'Kettor-
ing 1956', so "I'11 start there. Sheila and I were in Irene Gore's room sat talking

to Irene and Ken Pottex, while the latter was trying to work cut the nuuber of
permutations of drinks which could be concocted from one minute bottle of brandy

and one equally minule bottle of Creme de Menthe. ile lost the top of the Creme ds
lienthe bottle in the process, and I helpfully informed him: "The top of your Crame

de lenthe bottle is under the razor towel." Which it was; it beinz a cold-bloodead
statement of, fact did not, however, prevent Potter from glesfully pouncinz on the
phrase and rominating it for a place of honour in fuiure foreizn phrase-books,where,
he predicted, ‘for sheer usefulness and everyday applicability, it would quite eclipse
the good 614 standby request1ng a fzllow passenger on a train to inform the D1ning
Car Attendant that one's aunt has been struck by lizhiring.

But my poor old Creme de
henbhe bottle top under the razor towel was decomed even before 1t made itself comf-
ortable in its new position. I hunbly submit that another phrasse I have here.in this
littlo book outshines the top of the Creme de Isnthe bottle by as much =8 that nay
have outshone dear lightnin:- stricken aunties. It was during some sort of an argument
that Shsila and I were havins about birds.(We do sometimes; or rather we did until
we evolved our world-famous Bird Identification System, which will probably be
mentionad elsewhere. ) .Anyway, this particular arjument culminated in a pronouncems nt
of Sheila's that: "The hanging wings are fixed onto the bird by its back.™ There was,
of course, no more to be said after this but the top of ome Creme de iMenthe bottle,
under a razor towel, has jone to join one lightning-strickasn auntie in the limbo of
lost phrases. :

And browsinr throubh this
same little notebook reminds me that while wa wWere on our tourinw holiday last ysar
{reference to which will be found elsewhere; oh, this is becomings a"most cross-.
indexed magazine, this is!), I kept a record of thse petrol we bouy ht, so that we
could share the expensss at the end of the wsek. And Sheila, piekinj up the book
. geveral months latsr, cams across this antvy on the very hack page:

" Fris Nizht. |- G gals
Sath it e I
Sun. Evg. - 4 pgals


Creme.de

Tues. Aft. = 4 zals
Tues. Bvg. = 2 gals
Thurs.liorne - 4 als
fri. Morn. - 3 (;als
Sat. Morne - 1 zal "

"So-0~0-0-0," she said, "A record of your other women, eh 7"

_ And in another part of
this book are notes of sundry little incidents on that holiday. Like when we were
loafing on the side of Loch Lomond and Ivor was piling stones up in the edge of the
water to maks a little pier. "What are. you doing, Ivor ?' I called. He looked out
over the vast expanse of Loch Lomond which disappcared in the distant haze in two
directionse "I'm fillinj it wp", he said.

At the same place we
were floating a tin can on the water and throwin; stones at it in a deliciously
juvenile manner. After a superbly consistent series of misses, Sheila stood and
looked at the floating can. "I haven't hit it ye$", sha said. Then, brightening,
"But I've wet it." :

. - Ll And, -as we passed throng:
EdinburL> » Ivor was trying to ex plaln away to Marzare® the sicite of Robert Burns
standing atop a tall stone pillar ( 'Monmment®, I believe, is the modcirn gxpreccion).
&t last, in despair, he turnsd to us: "She can't wnderstand vhy 4hsy should sxssh a
momument to Robert Durns. She dosan'’t seenm to understond that he's the cnly man ths
Scots -have to be proud of. i

.And there mas Sheila's
half-asleep dissertation on. the Nati oral S001r,J Por tike Ereveniion of CRugliy
Children and The Royal Sociedy for the Preversion of Cruslty *o Aninals, tho iaxs
of which is, alas; forgottesn, bubt the glst of which was va ghonld thi xhy al famiiy
bother only about the animals ani zot aboubt the children; ”1 3] the Psople coxnsamnwi
themselves only with the children and no$ with the’animals T Wha% about all tkooz
poor, lonecly, frustrated bulls we lcpb sseing in fields ? Orly the Royal: Family
bothsred about them; well the People ouskt to do something abcut *hea tco. Ard the
Royal Family, on the ofhﬁ* hand, -oughi 2o Eive A handpas ookt aftar. thoychisidic: s

& M ind her thiree-quarters

asleep statement: "We've got to the 'albches'
Hes "Heh ¥ Hew™s that , L
Sheila: "I'm sleaping alphabakicallyl® ' t

Don't ddk e~ 1 only dis%en,

COUVERSATION PIECES: s T

cr

"Wiy did voun put thabt litile | bb~u on that roek 2V
L gt guk it shore; 1id wau there to start with, All aid
to it was nct move if."

A e g ey s B s S i e i e B S s A S
"I'm psychopaihic!
Esy P
"Well - I feel sorxy for po plt, tooo":

= G
"Iou don't really zecn that o"

"It'll be an infoxnal evening.'

"Informal evenin:

"Yes - the furniture®s arriving and we're going %o help them
move it."
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"I shall take your phot04raph'"
"You can't - I'm.out of focus."
"We'll ;0 to the pictures tomorrow."
"Have you seen my pile of ironing 2"
"Ilo - who's in that "
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"She looks like something out of the 1920s,."
"Yes '~ a motor-car."
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"I used to be very pedantic."
“"You .mean you used to -walk a lot ?"

(About a Norman G. Wansborough poem) "Good Heavesns - that even rhymes’"
"Naturally - it's. the same wordl"
"That's a common fallacy.

“That is not a common fallacy - that's one of the best falla01es we've
go‘b ol

- B B

All OUTS 1Z% ACCOLADE O 'Sal'DY!
SAIDERSON  or YOU CAY POOL WHICH OF
T PEOPLE wHAr OF THS TUE 7: I am
gorry for one particular reason that
I have not written or published much
gincs thz ncws broks that Joan Carr
was no more and, in fact, never had

been. Tha reason is, of course, that Eg Cl Sg)
I have been wanting, ever since, to

gister profound admiration for the

Way in which 'Sandy' Sanderson took
us all ine. It was superb, it was a
classic hoax, and it rocks=d us all
right away down to thc tips of our
shoes whsn we found out. Walt Willis
said 'I can't believe ite. I f2el as
though -I've just lost a good fricnd'.
I'd like to echo that; cven so long
after the truth ‘outed' I find it
difficult ‘o accustom mysslf to the
fact that therc is no Joan Carr.
Thanks for being Joan Carr, Sandy;
dann youifor not still being Joan
Carrssincerest congratulations for

the whole thing - and please can I
havs back any love-latters I may have
written Joan,before Laney finds oubt ?
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*I venture to say that there are few
fans who have played the Theme from
the Second lMovement of Dvorak's "lew
Yorld" Symphony on one finger, with
one eye, on a piano in a forest in
the wilds of Utah." walt willis in
COPSLA lio.16.
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THIS FUN-LOVING FANDOL (Notes without commant): You probably know of the hoax over
¥he Tondon bid for the 1957 World Convention, how a telegram was received in London
purporting to coms from-Arthur C. Clarke to the effect that it had been necessary
to withdraw the London bid to prevent a split in Fandom. Dick Ellington has a piece
about this in CONTACT, a commendable new news-type fanzine issuing from Jan Jansen.
Ellington tells how he traced the origin of the hoax in New York, partly by cire-
ulating a threat of satting the FBI ombo the matter. Ellington says:

"Comes to %the Dive a culpnrit who has admitted knowing and being In on
{ the whole thing. I threaten -him with the FBI and general doom and

destruction and he finally squeals like a stuck pig. ! The squeals

translatzd roughly into Bob Chazin of Ohio currently a student at

that great Institution, Harvard, which says very little for them.

, " Fun's fun, but Chazin is YNereby warned that he better not

show his face around New: York fof_ﬁénx a moon or comes Retribution

and I do not mean the John Berry ence"

And: : o
"I almost wish thils idiot was an actifan so's I could rip into him and
start a sm@shiﬂg feud in soms poor pnsuspgcting;fanzina,"

"

ODDS AND ENDS AND IOOSE THREADS AND MISCELLANIA AND BITS AND PIECES AND SUCHLIKE:
This 1s the Tast but oné stencll to be out for this .igsue of ROLs 1t 15 now somewhere
in the region of the 20th October, 1956.( I am not sure just exactly where in the
region.) This does not signify anything at all really. Whenit will get duplicated
and finally dispatched is anybody's guess. Come to think of 1%, I don't even know
“'what I'm going to do about a cover for it yet - anyway, if it turns out to be good,
thanks to whoever does it; if it turns out to be lousy, you know I had to do 1%

myself. No material is solicited for ROT“Since it might rot for months or years

. without another issue coming out; I just use whatever happens to ba lying around .

‘Otherwise uncreditad credits in this issue are: Tom & Betty white for conversatlon
‘pisces, ilike Wallace for an illo in Mutterings from the lLiorgue and William Rotsler

for sundry illos up and down { and even a sidsways one or two).._“ ,

If you are wondsring what the Thing in the next room to us at "Johnson's Joint" was,
I'm afraid I'm not the least bit wider than you ‘are. ¢

Also Sheila's article-about our Problem is row outdated. We no longer have a Problem.
It was very neatly solved when her father objected to Sheila splashing the walls with
green duplicating ink after: he had just painted ‘thems It didn't pacify him when she
did it at Midnight when -sveryone else was in bed, instead of in the middle of the day.
Therefore, we no longer Hav: a Probiem. Sheila is not going to duplicate my fanzines;
her father is not going to print them. It seems I have to do the goddamn things myself.

IT H4PPENS ALL THZ TIME: T ring Tom White up for a chat about the Universe every
oncs in a while, Hound sbout the same time, his Discovery, the lizd Artist, Charles
~ildman, who works with him always finds a chuse to support or somesuch., Like:

Mec: Hallo, Tom, Iesesess bt e

Charles: Tom - what's that:stuff that steps perfume evaporating ?

Tom: It's ambergris; it comes from whales' gallstones.

Me: ANG SOeseee :

Charles: Sheer cruelty, shser crusliy. The poor whales have to have gallstones

just so that we can stop perfume evaporating. It ought not to be allowed.

Tom: Well, wa're not iﬂﬂﬁ&féﬁﬁ the whales with gallstones, you know.

Mc:eseso there we are.




This is a Watchbird -
watching YOU.

This is Big

This is a Watchblrd -
- watching Big Brother
watching YOU,

!

In the FTirst place, I don't think for

a moment that Macbath-did ite - '
‘James Tnarﬂer

People were told thay would have to

Brother - watchlng YOU.

This is Johnny "Meama' Nordegg, our
Feature Writer. All his life Johnny has
been Writing Features, Fighting Creatures,
Slighting Tcachers, Biting Puaches, Secreting
R1chus and Frying Rissolcs,

Johnny has this to say: "All my
life I have becen erting Features, Fighting
Creatures, Slighting Teachers, Biting. Peébhes,
Secreting Riches. and Frying Rissoles." That's
what we thought he'd have :to say. And that's
what he knew he'd’ have to say -~ we had a gun

: in his bacE.

JohnnJ has had a llttle trouble
Wlth his health lately’ and has Just gone
into hospital to have a gun removed from e
his back.. e
" iPhe above plcture of thnny,,
which we think, is a pretty good likensss
( of a dissolutz Barbary 4pe, of course )

fight for dear 1life, and they certainlymg taken by Wilhelm von Rotelerstéin of

got it! - Sir Charles Petrie

There are too many old men pretending

to be zods in this forest! - _
' George Bernard Shaw (THE
BILACK GIRL IN SEARCH OF °

GOD)

You don't know how much skin you've
got until you've had Dermatitis!

- Bric lleedham
Pyromaniacs are people who

getting firc to pooplels funoerals.
~ Shsila O'Donnell

Hold your hoead out! - Ibid.
(Good 0ld Ibidi)

so round

Camarilley California, Fortunately, the
people -it was taken from ( The Police
Records-Department ) didn't managé to catch
Wilhelm and that is how we are able. to

; publish this hitherto unpublished’ p1cture;
._That, and a complete ‘disregard for human -

1ife rad health and safety and sanity and

decera.y and respectability and morality

'and Good Taste anyway. ..

——— Tt

—— e P P s

There may be  anpthsr ‘popular
feature on another of-our popular:staff
members next ( popular ) decade. Or, on
the other hand, there may not .- which
will probably be even more popular, .
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- First off, let me ask one simple, basic question:
\A/ ‘ I(:l have you ever camped out for the night on Runswick Bay 7 If
Sl e e M you have never camped out for the night on Runswick Bay,you
have never lived; if you have, you have probably not :lived
" either., Be that as it may, the first fundamental require-
: ment of Man in today's civilised society is to camp out
‘ l 1T(ZZ for the night on Runswick Bay. How else can he appreciate
Life as it really is < Life in the Raw ? Let me tell you,
JR(e)iee L know;"ThEEfone who has camped and come back - as fast
b\4 : as possible., It was dur ing the summer holidays, on a cycl=-
s ing trip round the East Coast, that Philip (my equally
5 demented associate) and I decided that it would be. an
\J/QZ {\[ﬁ1<:>[~1 eminently Good Thing to revert to thé days of our fore-
fathers and sleep in the opens e wers at Staithes when

<:1 ES r] \/\/(Z) r«jz rj we decided this and the sun was hot and the sky was blue.

 We rode on, looking for some suitable place,and
came to iunswick Bay about 7 pem. Now, Runswick Bay is
-gome place - big, and wide and sweeping, with green hills
back from the sands and littls streams chuckling down
through them. Here, we thought. We walked our bikes onto the sands and wheeled them
the length of the bay to a place where one of the little streams tumbled down over:
sharp rocks and across the sands. On either side, for as far back'as we could see,
grassy hill slopes arose. & purfect spot for a camp, it had only one minor drawback
- in front of us wss a ten-foot waterfall and we had two bikes with us which we
didn't feel like lsaving on the beach to be washed up somewhere in the morning.,
There was but one solution - we had to take them with us up the waterfall. By this
time it was 8 p.m. We had, carelessly, forgotten to bring with ws any: ropes or
haulags gear and had nothing to rely on but our own strength - which:amounted to
less than thes chancss of the provkrbial snowball in Hades. However, I climbed up
the slippsry edges of the waterfall and Philip hoisted his cycle and virtually'threw
it up to me. I didn't catch it. ' : e

He got up from underneath the wretched thing and tried again. This +imesI
caught it. He ‘got up from undernsath me and the wretched thing, and we tried :again.
This time we managed it. The second cycle followed and.there we were — over the
first stagec. We pushed thes bikes along a narrow, precipitous ledge which overhung
the stream flowing some thirty or forty feet below, and idly meditated on the fact
that we had no equipment for camping, and the grass was too wet to slesp on anyway.
It was now 9 p.me We pushed the bikes into a tree to obscure them from any thieving
eyes which might be in the wilderness and looked around.



Over on the opposits ridge was a small stone lookout box, prssumably somes
ex-army establishment. Thsre was nothing else for it; in fact there was nothing alse
full-stp. It was beginning to get dark as ws took everybthing out of the saddlebegs
and started down the slope. The grass, as I said, was wat, and the slope was imm-
ensely steep. We slipped and slithered and when Philip came carcering past me and
shot straight over a five foot bank inbto the stream, i%, came as no gresab surprisc.
Not to me, anyhow, though Philip looked ratlier startled, I thought. The worst of it
was that he had been cerrying all our prov151ons and our hopes of sustenance on the
following morning dwindled rapidly into the all-too-rsalistic prospects of sodden
teacakes, soaked bacon, squashsd and oozing tomatoes and dripping beans. We stazted
up the other slope and got about halfway without incident - if you don't count my
slipping amd smacking my head’ dgainst a couple of rocks as incidents. Then we enc-
ountered a hill of red sand which we hed to climb over to get to the building, and
just on top of this I slipped again and rolled halfway back down the slope.Ingpixred
by the greatness of my mission, however, I climbed to my feet again, lost them,and
smacksd my face once more into the cool, refreshing earth. After this I went up cun
my hands moxre than my: feet to reduce the distance I had to smack over.

The lookoutb box was small and, not too sooprisingly, dark, and. had man
l1ttle window holes, through each of which - no matter what direction 1%t faced - the
wimd poursd. A bench ran along the inside, as did spiders;, earwigs, ants and Ghod-
knows -what-else. Ve left a cycle; lamp lit inside and went out again 9 Icok a.sund.
There: was a click and the light went out. It was 10,30 pem, (This had rothing to a3
with the light going ouv; it just was<) We concludgd that some ghoulish horscr oif
Hell had gotten here before us; it wasn't. consolinb. We cra2pt back in -~ one from
each end - armed with jack-knife and spannﬂr, bus Lde Thing was gone.

It was, grow1ng darker and darker: and we began to think about sleep. e
came. up with the only possible con3alusicn’ - there was nowhere to slecp. Bhis pre-
supposed staying awake all night; which in turn presupposed baing tired in the
morning. We knew mothing then! Except that as it was getting darker, it was geluvizg
colder. Cold - my Ghod? - a freezing Arctic wind came shrieking in from tle: sea,
blasting and nmumbing and howling!and battering through thoece little hinles in the wall.
It was cold. I put on all my. jackets and tied a scarf around my ears and said tnat
that ecouldn't happen because it was summer.and look how warm ihs Cay had been. Ws
decided that we had to sleep. I wrapped my cepe around ny head (a5 a proteciion zgainse
marauding insects), crossed my arms on ths stons bench, bentiover.and resicd my hzad
on them, and closed my eyes. Perhaps I dozed. Bhe n3xt thing I knew I was in pisch
blackness with something wrapped tightly around my face and throat and a smell of
the graveyard and my head aching,and pounding like all hell.:I stumbled around erd
connected hard with the wall; I raved up the steps, tzaring at the cape, aad fell
down on a patch of moonlit gravel outside ‘as though I'd. Just eScaped from prematuré
burial (which I probably had). ' : 7GR

Just as imminent asphyxiation had drlven me outside, hOWever, lmmizﬂe..u A
eez1ng of my blood drove me back in. There I found Philip propped up agairst one wall,
contriving somehow in the darkness to read a detective story. We had & confe.rei.w
and decided that the time had come to Light A Fire. We éccordingly Started to ‘collect
odd scraps of wood and almost before we had finished a fire Jeapt into being with an
avidity for existence which amazed us. 1t immediately took its:destiny in its own
hands and in a few moments had roared up into a tremendous blaze like the bigzesy orf
all European cities being gubtted by a vast conflagrations Reflecting Shad gomecun in
the huts off the beach might think that Sataniesm or Devil Worship or just plain
human sacrifice was taking place,.we struggled mightily with the leaping flames and
eventually managed to extinguish them. We went back to freezing. :

i



The night wore on .- particularly on us = very slowly, and we were always
awake, sometimes'inside, sometimes out, sometimes suffocating, sometimes freezing. . . .-
dbout 4 o'cloek we dscided to get out; it was half light by then andiwe“could find . . , i
our way down, g regkoned. e stepped outside and i%- -started to rain. Rain ? The
mnost torrentlal driving, thundering, howling, lashing downpour that Man has ever
witnessed in-his evolution through the ages! It rained. We decided to stay for a
while, and have some breakfast and - at all costs - a temperature.which, if it was
not actyally favourable to Life, was w1th1n about three hundred degrees:-of th= point
where it was pospibla. So we tricd to light another fire. It flickered derlsivelJ
and went out;it had not forgotten. Half an hour and a whole box of matches later,
we coaxed an insipid little flame to stay with us:long enough to have a can of beans :
(which had taken us a full hour and two jack-knives to‘open) rammed on it. Philip P
held a rasher of bacon over the flame too; .for a second or two he held it,anyway.
Then we fished it out of the ashes and threw it away &%t about the same time that p
the fire went out and we resigned ourselves to a breakfast of cold beans and-dirty, s 410
soggy teacakes, spiced. w1th a squashed mushy tomato or two. About -5 the downpour
stopped and-we issued forth.

All the ‘paths'. were of clay and the clay was wet; also it secemed poss-
essed of a predilection for covering us from head to foot every time we slid throuvgh
it. We reached our drenched bikes eventually, though, and started-down with them. T
went down faster than Philip and fell over the waterfall, landing, with ry bike,in :
a large splash of water and sand and mud and clay. As I climbed out, it started to b
rain again, -so we hunkered down to wailt it out under ‘our capes. This pesnied as good
a course as any, until we noted that the tide was coming in. We made a rin for i%,
then,along the half m;ie ef beach through a downpour, wet“sand, and a wave* ‘or uwo ;
that came too fast. As we dashed across the last ten feet the waves camz in faster . -
and higher ard our bikes slipped and felllnto deep poo 1s of water, soaklng bvﬁry*hzng
in the saddle-bags awaln. e f , 34 £ ok

And there we wnre we had camped out for the night on.Runsw1ck Bay and even .
if we were wet and muddy and tired and de jected and miserable ary, sne=Z1ng and half-
dead, it was 2 great epic of ‘human courage and endurance, set &.-.. % the he art—'
searing background of disguised graves on the top of a hill. What mors ecould any man
want 7 A hell of a lot - sigep, foodesess. Next nlgh* we came to Robin ‘Hood's Bay.
and saw that it was very similar to Runswick Bay, and yet somechow, we Wunderd_LA o
the door of the biggest hotel- rthere, : '

ROOMING. IN TH[ GLOOI\/I
(by The Bonnie iNN
- Banks . Clydc)

il suppose that coming across. a "Jehnaon g Joint" among ths-
picturesque Seottish “lochs should” forewarn one. 4 "Iochsids Hotel",
of courss, would be guite all righti a "HoteliBellevue" or zven a
"Hotel Bellavista". would be permissible; a “Locheraigglencairncarn
Hotel" or any ‘combinations thereof would be almost commonplace; a
"Hotel Bonnie Prince Charlie" would be f£ine. But a "Johnson's Joint", nc.

@shwort

mal



It happened like this. There were four of usion a week's
unscheduled vagrancy in the Northlands - Sheila and
myself and a couple of non-fan friends, Ivor and Margarat.
We had gone cultec gently up the north-east coast,through
Edinburgh and across to the Loch-land. And, surmising
that, since it was the height of the holiday season, all
the hotels and such would be crowded out, we decided to
improvise a camp for one night on the loch-side. As the
evening got later, however, it got colder ( someone should
investigate this phenomenon regarding mights and evenlngs)
and Sheila wasn't feeling too well, so wé¢ .abandoned the
idea and set out %o look for an hotel of some sort after T
all. And we found an hotel of som¢ sort after all. We went .many miles and tried many
hotels. and it was getting late; owr luck was distinctly out. Then, to help.us cut
our rovings short, a kindly hotel-keeper phoned seVoral‘of his friends to sez 1if

any of them had any vacant rooms. Johnson must have been one of' his friends; more-
over, - -Johnson must have been his only friend with any vacant rooms. At the time

we were too thankful to get in anywhere to wonder why. -

After we got startsd, Ivor forgot the name of the place w: were looking for. We
drove along unlightad roads on lochsides and lights from bulldings across the other
side reflected in the water. We went on and through a little village and suddsnly
Ivor braked. "That's the place", he said, nodding towards a sign which said
"Johnson's Joimt" {or something so mnearly equivalent and out-of-place that it makes
no difference), "I knew I'd remember it when I saw the name."

Now, I hava seen horror films anmd, 1 imagins, you have seen horror £ilms. I have
cursed the heroes of these films for being the §¥upidest most 1nsensit1ve, thick-
headed morons in the sidereal universe, and, I suppose, Jou have done the same.
Because we both realisec - you and I - that if we ever drove up to such a place as.
they drive up to, at the times they drive up to them, vie would drive straight away
again. Don't we ? These idiot heroes always contrive to arrive at these places at
the most ungodly hours of darkness; the places themselves always manage to be as
supernaturally situated as: any+hing could be while it is still fastened to-the
earth. You take one look at the place and you know that grotesque attrocities ars
perpetrated there at e€very feasible opportunity and quite a lot of unfeasible ones
t00; but not this stupid mutt of a hsro - he doesn't realise that. You can see clues
Soatitr N HE e the place which t21l you that if there isn't a slavering Thing
going to crawl up from the cellars in the middle of the night and try to tzar his
throat out, there most certainly is a dribbling Monstrosity going to climb down
from the attics for the same purpossi but to our poor Feeblemipnd it is all ‘'imag-
ination's. You know that if he stays the night there, his bed is going to fold into
the wall with him in it and either start to crush him to death or project him into
another room where some other agency can do him the same honour; but not him. Oh,

no! You would never stay in such a place for a night, you vow, at the very least
without arming yourself with a howitzer, a gross of crucifixes, three hundred sprigs
of garlic and letters to ths Pope ‘and the Chief of Police, telling them where you

were. But you probably wouldn't stay in any event,puld you ? No, you and I are not
like the dumb heroes in these horror filH§, are we ? :

Pines whined as we drove up the drive and lights blazed as we stopped. It was a big
place and an old place, and a figure stood on the porch, outlined against the light.
"Good Evening", he said in the dead of night, as we carried our cases up the steps
and followed him into a large hall. He was quite small, with large, quiet,brown

eyes and he was probably Johnson and just a bit unlikely. "You will want to put your
things in your rooms", he announced and led us up a wide staircase that branched off
in two direetions halfway up. He started-to the right and then stopped. "No", he
gsaid, and started off to the left instead, indicating that lMargaret and Sheils were



)

to follow him. He came back for Ivor and I in a few moments and took us off to the
right. We hed seen mo ons else. He showed us to our room and left us. It was an
immense room, which three large beds and a goodly collection of assorted furniture
guite failed to fill., Besides thz door from th: corridor (which didn't have a lock
on it) it had a door leading into the next room which was, apparéntly, locked. It
also had a large, very squashed spider on the ceiling directly above the bed I had
chosen.- A huge wardrobe - which might almost have been a room in itself; in fact,
now that I come to think about itese.. - stood against one wall. 48 we walked across
the floor it issued the most spine-chilling groan and one of its doors started to
gwing slowly opene. However, in the split micro-second before ws slammed it shut and
got our backs against it, nothing ceme eut. Then Johnson came back.

We signed the hotel register which he had brought with him and he asked us about
our journey and we talked of roads sand lochs and suchlike ordinary things. And as
he talked, from the next room ( the pne into which the locked door led) there came
the most awesome, un-human sound It was not quite. e shriek and not guite a howl,

-slightly different from a tortured scream and not really a moan. Ivor looked at me

and I looked at Ivor and we both looked at Johnson. He looked up at us, smlled
glowly, and continued to talk of roads and lochs and things.

When he left we decided that we really ought to find out what grim Beast of Dark-

ness Hargaret and Sheila had encountered. We crossed the wide landing at the head

of the stairs quietly and warily. We knocked at their door, convinced them we were
human and went in. They were both in the process of vowing strenuously that they
would never stay the night there. They showed us bloodstains on the walls. We tried
to quieten then as best we could and assured them that dried bloodstains were less
than nothing when compared to.the ravening Horror in the room next to ours. They
didn't scem particularly comforted. As a last resort we took them to the head of the
gtairs and showed them the massive black hound which was slumbering halfway down.
They shuddered and agrezd to stay. As we took them back to their room a elock in
the hall below chimed in 2 mocking, uncarthly tune. We looked at our watches - it
‘was five minutes past Midnight. As we got back to the door of our own room 1t

chimed again with a different supsrnatural melody - it was ten minutes past Midnight.

. We pushed ehairs against all the doors in our room ( incit.Zing the wardrobe door)

and scrambled into bed. Ivor expressed deep regret that we had left our carving
knife down in the car and I lay there thinking to myself: The word is mot the thing,
the shriek is not the thing: being scared is Not The Thing either. But I wdshI knew
what the hell the Thing is. I .find semantics a great. nelp at times like that.

We heard a telsphone ring downstairs (it wes way into the early hours of the morning

by now) and the dock played its magnificent repertoir of Hit Tunes from the Other

Sides Then we heard a_scrébbling at the locked door between our room and the next,
and the knob turned slowly. We pretended to be dead, which isn't very difficult
when you feel you're so near to it -anyway.and after a while the scrabbling ceased.

The next thing I remember is lying there in the soft bed :and considering theé fasc-
inating and revolutionary concept of waking up in the morning and finding myself
still alive. I felt at my throat and then examined iIvor; he was still'alive too.
This was proving to be a most amazing holiday. When we had both marvelled at this
for some time, we went over to see what had become of Margaret and Sheila and ‘:
found them both still completely asserbled without even any ‘fang marks on their
throats. We considered this over .breakfast. Afterwards we went outside to see df
the hotel itself was still in the same location. It wase. We also met the great
blaek hound face-to-face and even that proved to be friendly because it knocked me
down with one paw. There was only one thing to do - we stayed a second night.

No, I'm afraid. that oldvGrimoife, Ehe ain't what she used to be.

e me em A v mm o e em W
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Assorted assortments frdﬁ.assortdd letters from aSSOrted peopla -'all véfy absbfted.5
There is IRENE - GORE the well-known Sweet Young Erglish Rose, for ‘insteznce who _

brzaks the bad news that Ken Potter seems qultc likuly 0 be posted overseas. She‘s:
also says:

Y

"Anotaer bit 6T news you may be 1nterestcd o oh
'We have gone and got OPfiieially engaged.I tve
got a ring arcund my flnger. We sort of trotvted
off to Liverpool last Iriday tb see Mel Torme
and have a Chinese meal and we toolk ‘money, wila
‘us with evil intent. The woman in the shop :
called himMSir'™, which unnerved us complutoly>
In the concert hall he. kept-baking the box cut
' : : of his. pocket unfaéteningfit and waving it
around, whlch unnervad me completcly againe - .. S
: Then we h?d the Job of ﬁ»lllhg the pareuus My
mother was.easy. We flounced in that night and I waved my hand carelessly in front .
of her nose and said "Do you.like my ring (Ha, ha) ?" and ‘she said "(Ha, ha) Yes,
what is it ?'. (I must explain, some people: tcnd to be this way) Xen said wildly .
"It's an engagemznt ring" and; added as an aftex or CROUBNE o Le At ,al) 8 ghtod 4 ha)R
Ma:"Ececceoe - is it 7" Me:"Yes" Ma:"Is it ' Ken and I both: "Yes!t" Then she -
csme over all misty like and greeted Ken like a long lost son, aml kinda patted us
and made us have some ‘wine. What I mean is,. she offered us sone w1nes Ve had sons,
of course. G .

Wa told Ien s family the, day after. He plannad
it so that we would just have suff1c1enc time %o dash -in, tell them and dash out to:
catch his train back to camp. Unfortunat:ly, we went to Morccambe with Harry Hanlon
and we were lste back., He missed the 5.15 train and we had to stay fortea. He
dragged me in to *ths house and boomed: "Mam, & you think I'm too young to get .

engaged - well you'rs too late (Ha, ha)"™ She waverad a little and stared and man--
aged "Congratulaaaations" or somathing. Xen sald "Oh well, we didn't know whether.
we'd get kicked out or somcthlng' and his Pa said '"Don't be sa.daft"::So that was”
that. 8

(Antl—cllmactlc ag 1% may gound after i A congratuldtlons Irene. And plegeaaase
vrite me a long descriptive letter like that when .you get married. =) faCu, you fﬂ
night ask Ken, for me, What he -can-do about e ] went that l’tter.))

And from co-LanC¢strian, DAVE WoOD: -
#Did you know that Laws of" Cnance statﬁ that the.
probability of a lady w1th a Grecian nose is 0,01 2

It has been proved { doubtless to the satlsfactlon

bf the fair sex) that overy woman is' e woman in a million. "OK, Boy, prove" you say,

With the help of = Nr. M.J.lozoney ((Who'he 7)) I will atiempt to do just theh.

Let-us assume that you are a man with some smrong

j conv1ot10ns over the woman you. want to - well, let us say, marry. Let: u3d suppose you

insist upon a Gireciamnose, platinum-blonde hair, eyes off 6dd colours and a flrub-



class kmowledge of the early forms of African drum music (why, in Hell's name?).
Now, we must know the probabilities for such demands. We shall supvost them to be
as follows: -

Probability of lady with Greciannose: 0.01
o ! "  platinum-blonde hair: 0.01
d et " odd eyes : 0,001
Ul Ui " first-class knowledge of
th3 early forms of african drum music: 0.,00001

In order to cslculate th: probability that all these desirabls attributes will be
found in one person, we us:c the Hultiplication Law. (This tends to gut technical).
By the use of this Law, we find that the probability of you meeting the above girl
and of her coming up to your requircments is:
P = 0. 000,000,000,001,

which, my dsar pupil, is precisely one in an English billion.
The above is a rather advanced form of proving to yourself that your girl is the
mostest, the differentest and the end. Of course, I don't advise you for one momsnt
to go up to her and sizs her up in this ways
Scane: Front room, dark, with couch in centre upon which She reclines, wearing a

traneparent gown of purs nylon. He stands over her.

He: Your eyss, my loved ons, yOur e@ye€S.aeess

She: Yes *?

Hs: Your eyes, my loved one, have a probability of O.OL.
She: What ?

He: I said, your eyes, my loved ons, have & promise for this one.
She: For you alone.
Hz:s Hazir, C.OL

She:s Mmmm ?

He: Br - hair liks spun gold. e
She: Kiss me. B IV p
Hsz: Lips, 0.0001. M

she: Caress me,

Has 37"-24"-36".

She: Hold me.

He:(Sweating) 0.001.

She: I am yours.

He:Wow - 0.0000001%

She: I give you everything.

He:( Multiplying desperately) Sixtzen decimal places which makes it 0.000,000,G00,
000,001,

She: Ah, Ecstasy!

Ha: Mighod, more than ons in a milliont

She: Oh, purest, hzavenly Bliss!

He: Shs'll do.

i -L/OA/ m

JOHN HITCHCOCKX sayeth:

"Have just returned from the New York Convention. I had a fine
time, but just by dint of being in the right places at the right times. In other
words, finding myself in closed-door parties just before they decided to be closed-
d0OYe.s.it takes a noble amount of prescience, near as much as Campbell's.However,
the official programuz ( or program, t@ be barbaric and Amarican) was the most com-
plete flop sc far. It put the Con Committse Sl,SOO in debt - according to Kyle when
he was addressing the fifty or so left on lMonday (Cfficial Business Day) - and #500
in debt, latest I heard, sfter you count out the auction and the hatpassing and a
couple of other things, I thought before that I'd seen long faceS.ess

I agree with th2 British: no official programs. Or programmsSe



They get in the way of the room parties.((Well - it hasn't always been preezackily
intentional at British convamtions.)) U e 2

" Cnly other thing of Importance I can think of there was the Tucker Banquet.
Official name: The First Annual world Science Fiction Convention Insurgents' Banquet.
This occurred when eleven dissatisfied fans, o wit, Lee and Iarry Shaw, damon k.,

me, Andy and Jean Young, Bob Tucker, Boyd Raeburn,Larry Stark, Gerald Steward and
Ron Xidder, marched aimlessly through the evening streets of New York to find a
restaurant at which to eat while the S? 10 raw- chicken banquet was. going on officially
at the hotel. Well, We Found 4 Restauranti..had a real banquet preceded by awards

to each of the fans‘'there (mine, I remember, was The Faen Most Likely To Be Caught

At The Bottom in the Impending;Crash of Fqndom) Thén the bill totted up to g35.

And Bob Tucker -paid i% all. . ;. '

Strange ,.1sn $ it how you suddenly bngin to respect some people ?

"

And qule.gggRY TURNER-

"I don't dig quotes; mayhe I° m 1mmune after’ putting up with the
wittiscisms of the Junior Turners, Yesterday ‘I was Busy bashing down a partition
wall to make our kitchen a little bigger. 1. had to suspend operations to let our
gix~year-old outs As he! disaﬁbcared round thu corner, hlS part1ng remark was:

".hat &re you deing, dad ?. Da1nt1ng ?“_rﬂ
16 relleved my feellngs by knocking a- faw more cobs S plaster down."

: <
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And from CHUCK DERRY: . i
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(JE HAVE A PROBVEM.

Mal and I. It is my father. He wants to be helpful. It came about likes this:

The scene is the kitchen at home. On thz sewing machine is a large
quantity of paper. Father ( interested) looks at it. :
' Pa: Wiose is this ?
lie: {Angrily 'cos Pa is awful nosy) line.
Pa: How much was it ?

rw : ’ Me: Nine and threepsuce a ream. g
SS QZ l <;1 . Pa: (Who is a prinser of a sort) I could have got you some.
: Me: (Trlumphantly cos all Pa gets is writing Daper) It's
@ d ONNe l I DUPLICAT TG paper.
: Pa: (Taking a sheet in his hands and examining 1t) It

isn't., It's just bond paper.

Me: (Angrily 'cos I'm proud of finding duplicating paperx
at nine and threepence a ream, even if it is thin) It IS NOT. It's duplicating paper.
Sort of porous. U g Then s e W
Pa: I could get you better than that.
Me: Not to duplicate withe
Pa: %What do you do with i% *

Me: Duplicate.

Pa: What on ?

He: A duplicator.

(The brilliance of conversation between my father and I never fails to amazs ms.)

Pa: What with °?

Me: Stencils.,

Pa: Wno's doing it ?

lle: ila,

Pa: Where °?

lle: Here.

Pa: What onf? - ' : ; P

lle: (Pa is very narrow-minded and 1t js lial's flatbed that I zm going to duplicate on)

A duplicator. :

Pa: Where is it ¢

Me: Upstairs.

(Wher talking to father I always fcel as though I am playing %snnis.)

Pas: T can & iv for you.

Mles No you can't - they're wax.

Pa: I coen get you betser things than.that - plates that you can type on 'and write on,,

and I can print them for you.

Mg: (Panic stricken! Mal isn't narrow-minded and neither is his quote-page - or,for
that matter, the rest of his fanzines.) iell - er - I've got everything ready

upstairs. Ha ha. I've just got to duplicate it.

Pa: well I'1l bring you some plates.

lles (Hopefully - trying to put him off) ell - ha, ha - there's 150 copics to do.

Pa: { Nonchalantly) Oh, I could run those off in a couple of minutes.

Me: (Weakening and frantically doing mental calculations. Thinks - it is a five-
page oneshot that I =zm duplicating. 150 copiss times 5 pages equals 750 pages
times six strokes of the squeegee equals 4,500 strokcs. Ghodi) Oh yes - ha,hs

{ hysterically) - well, I don't know. Just 2 minute.
(I run upstairs and bring down the stenc1ls, at the same time picking out the most



narrow-minded-looking one I can at that spsad. )

Ile: Here you are.

Pa: They look amateurish.

Me: (Indignantly 'cos I cut ths.stencils, and still desperataly trying to put him

off) Oh, they're all right. They all (ha,ha) do it like that. They - er - like

them like that. Ha, ha. ' ' i

Pa: Oh, I can do it better than that. : :

e (Clutching the table) I - erf - ha, ha = like domb ite(Thinks - I3!) If you
could just get the papsr for us. Uh 2 .z o

Pas I'1l do it for you.

Me:*Br - well - I'11 have to ask Mal, If you'll Jjust - bring us ‘the paper....

Pa: I'1l bring you some plates on lMonday.

Mes (Sin{lng, exhausted, into a chair and* gasplnb weakly) Oh, er, all r;ght then.
Er - thank you - ha, ha. . ;

AndShesraiassl ook 1S

So that is our problemes..
Whether to be polite and puritan, or to preserve the Freedom of

the Press ard fall out with fatner DS e T : S
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OVER CTHER CEMETERY WALLS ey 0},

It is gquite a loag time ago now, that Sheila and I paid our ~7 “x
rirst visit to Lancaster Fandom. ( Somehow, strangely, everything that
happens nowadays is a long time ago.) It was last year anyway; and that is assuming
that this sees print in 1956. I mede nmotses about the occasion with the obvious
intention ‘of writing about it. But, as with many things, the dstails are gone how
and I doubt that I could fill out the skeletal notes with enough body to make them
presentable. So - for what it is - have a skeleton: |

"We getv into Lancaster and off train. llecet kXe¢n Potter and Iresne, Dave Wood
and Brenda and Harry Hanlon. They push us back on train ( same one). 411 go into
Morecambe and wander along promenads discussing absolute and Relative Values and
William Saroyan and Vargo Stattcn. Irene and the *cow stood in ths sea'; Sheila and
dhe 'mountain with a table-cloth on®;. they understand each other - stLange affinity
between women.

Narrow path along cliffs with sea bs low - long way below. Qver the cem- .
etery wall. Sea still below. Over the other cemetery wall. Down cliffs &nd ‘'over rocks
(Sheila and I in best clothes and Sheila in high heels).: Onto a fla% rock in ths ssa.
Claim it on behalf of Unitecd Governments of Earth. Hold first Nauticon there and esat
sandwiches. Dave: "Before we leave, there's a little ceremony I want to' perform"

Ken: "Mighod, Dave, you're not going to get married ?" Scramble up cliffs. And down
again -even further. Find a bottle with photographs in ite And a dead el with a hole
ins Ken chases two little kids with it« Two littles kids chase Ken (and all the rest -
of us) with it. Dead scagulls falore. Barraged with corpses (all pro jected by two
little kids). Sheila changes into my pyjamas. Dead eel thrown at us from cliff My
pyjamas get splashed.

Go to snack bar to recover from rout. Xen spills’ Coca—Cola over us all.

Go to sez amother fan, Roy Booth, in Heysham. His father comes to door, sees fans
straggled all over path, lets out dismayed "Ch - HELL!". Roy not in; not our day.



Go back to Lancaster. Tea at Dave's, jazz at Harry's. Read "The Revelation of St.
John The Divine" amidst wild scenes of debauchery; quite a revelation. Catch train
foxr home spattered with dead eel, Coca-Cola and Revelation."

p— - W mE WE N e e - - - W ms ms o we

SAGA-WRITING IN ONE EASY IESSON ( OR EVEN LESS )
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Not long ago I picked up one volume ( the second, of course) of a two vol-
Wis book oalled "Nalevala = The Land of Herces", 4t first I wes dissappointed about
1% being only the seoond voluma that I hed got hold of, thinking, as I di4, that to
fully follow it I should ‘probably have to wait a lifetime {or more) until I happ-
dned across the first volume. I was, happily, wrong, I was very wrong indeed.
"Kalevala", you see, is a Finnish saga. Psrhaps I should elucidate. If a book of
Finnish sagas"is in five hundred znd thirty six volumes and you picked up only the
three hundred and twenty fourth, it would not matter. Finnish sagas, apparently,
ere like that. (I did not know this before; I learmed it from "Kalevala" o} Pinnish
sagas, evidently, are quite a unique literary form in that one does not need to
begin at the beginning and read consecutively through to the end, passing the midd-
le somewhere en route. Not at all one doesn't. One can, just as easily, begin at
the middle, resd out to the two-thirdes mark, back in to the one and one third
sixths mark and out to both ends at the same time - and one will still understand )
it perfectly. Now you mey be thinking that this kind of thing must be very diffi-
cult vo write. I don't blame you, but I would like to reassure you. You may think
that under such trying conditions it will be almwst impossible to tell a consec-
utive story. By no means. Ths answer is really diabolically simpls. In essence,
it is this: Every few lines one reoeats T e name of each character, together with
his pedigree, a list of his ancestors, relatives and friends right away back to
the days of the Caves (in order, and with a full life-history of each, of course),
his mannerisms, characteristics, peculiarities, a note of his wife (or woman or
mothez or sistar) and her family and friends back over the same period, a descr-
iption of his horss, s%%id, nose, knife, fork and spoon. Onz then allows this
cheracter to speak. After he has spoken, one takes his exact words and puts them
into the mouth of a secomd character, so that there shall be no doubt at all about
what he has gaid. And then a thi:dcharacters And a fourth, And so on. It must be
stressed that i% is regarded as vory sharp practice in saga-writing to discard any
Spoken word bafore the whole company of characters has had a chance to mouth ite
This wsy - wherever the reader starts - lie never feels that he has missed anything.
By this simple method, he can start anywngre at all and follow the them of things
perfectly. It is a foolproof method., I can, however, envisage someone objecting
that surely this vill get in the way of gebting on with the story just -a little,
meybe ? I4 must be admitted that there is a grain of truth in the objection, but
1% must 2lso be pointed out that it doesn't really matter in the leagt about getting
on with the story. With the above method the reader becomes so perfectly acqu;intedu
with all the characters that he comes to look upon them as Dear Friendg -and to hane
upon their every word. ( Actually, of course, he doesn't really nezed to: hang upon o
their every word as each one will be re~"ated for him a couple of dozen times befors
it is allowsd to disappcar off.theo scenc, but it's nic: to have him in that state,
I guess.) A1l that is neaded, then, before you can start in and ‘make your living
writing Finmnish sagas, is a little illustration. I will use the four main charac-
ters from "Kalevala" for it. These are: Lemminksinen (also called Kaukomiéli?,
Vainamoingn, Ilmarinen and Pohjola's agcd mistress (whosver she is?) Lomminkainen,
of couwrse, is never just simply Lemminkainen. Oh, no; that's the whole point. To
-make the recader feel close Kinship with him, he is always:
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"E2, the lively Lemminksinen,

He, the handsone Ksukomieli." ;
Don't you feel nearer to him slready ? Similarly with Vainamoinen:

"The old and steadfast Vainamoinen,

He, ths aged Vzinamoinen."
That is your good friend (i sn't he ?) Vainamoinen -~ always "old. and steadfast™ or
Faged™ .( A 115hough it must be pointed out here that in two very revolutionary lines,
which must have been added at a later date, he is merely "old".) Ilmarinen is
2lways "the smith Ilmerinen" ard "Pchjola's aged mistress" is.always "Pohjola's
aged mistress". (Except on a few cccasions when she is the "aged mistress of Pohw«
jola". In fairness to the lecherous minded, I wuld like to say at this early point
that I haven't a clue whether Pohjola is a man or a castle. Or even a dog, for that
matter.) Jur saga, then, sitarts off somethlng like this:

"Said the lively Lemminkainen,
Said the handsoms Kaukomielé:
'Pass me the salt?

Then quoth aged Vainamoinen;

0ld and stzadfast Vainamoinen,

'Oh, the lively Lemminkainen,

He, the hendsoms Kaukomieli,
“Tants the cali!

So Pohjola's agsd mistress,
Aged mistrgss of Ponjole,
Turning to smith Ilmariren,
Spoke in ringing tones and loud:
'0ld and steadfast Vainahoinen,
He, the aged Vainamoincn,
Saith -the lively Lemminkainen,
He, the handsome¢ Faukomieli,
Wants the salt? "

‘The smith Ilmarinen then picks up tha salt and passus it to Pohjola's aged mistress,
éxplaining to har at the sawms time thet he is doing this in accerdance with her
request, which, he understands, cors to her from the old and stecdfast Vainamoinen,
-he, the aged Vainamoinen, o: behal” of ncne othzr than the lively Lemminkainen,the
handsome Kaukomieli. Pohjola's aged mictress thanks hiwm, assures him that it is
quite true that the rzquest for ths €31{ camz to her from the old and steadfast
Vainamoinen ( and the aged Vainamoincn ¢s well) on behalf of the lively Lsmminkainen
(and, of course, the handsoms Xaukomieli) himself. She then turns to the aged
{ and old and steadfast) Vainauoiren, hands him the salt, and tells him that, just
as he asked her to do, she has secured the salt from the smith Ilmarinen, for
passage to- -himself, the old and steadfast (and aged) Vainamoinen, in order that
he may pass it back up the table vo the lively Lemminkainen and the handsome Kau-
komieli. The old and stsadfast Vainamoinen listens thoughtfully to all this, and
arter a sombre and significant silence, he thanks her for the salt, which she,the
aged mistress of Pohjola, has kindly obtained for him from the smith Ilmarinen
He reaffirms that the original request for the salt came from the lively Lemmin-
kainen, and the handsome Kaukomieli, %o whom, even now, he intends to pass it.

&
Ard on that dramatic note, you end the first chapter of your saga. Perhaps you
would like to continue it on your own now ? But for God's sake give Lemminkainen
the salt before supper time, will youw 2

Tt e et e et s T . e ok 3t e B e T

e T T o B s e B T B

L a— =



POETRY YET!

“And a reprint too! Reprint:d by kind psrmission from. Harry‘rurner s S4PSzine Gﬁ&N
-is- this swa*t and lov“ly 1ittle Eric Needham verse
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In pensive mood I sit and write of things which
bring me puwre delipght. The smell of a motorist's
burninz clutch, or failing brakes on a steep
incline; the fracture of a blind men's edrutch, a
slip, a fall;, a broken spine; the snap which tells

. a bone is breaxinz, the roar of flames as homes
burn down; the deathroll when the earth is quaking,
bursting bubbles as pesople drown; the torture of
apperdicitis, or lunacy and brain diseases; gan-
grened finjers from frost-bite is another prospect
which me plesases; these gentle little joys, I find,
are free to those of purest mind.

———~ Patience Feeble

And an original:
INSPIRATION

by Pete Royle

Poetry have I never dons,
I1'11 $ry to write some just for fun.
Verse 2in't really in my line,
So don't blame me if this don't rhyme.
Ghod! It does!
I thought 1 wuz,
cut out to be a poet,
3 (4nd now I kinow 4t3). .
"well, I1'11 be 'damped, ain't that queer,
It sesems I'm onto sump'n here.
I didn't know I could write vzrse -
Ev:n thoulh the style is terse.
I wonder how lon~ it will last;
An I' tapping really vast
:  Snesouress P&
-~.That last bit didn't sound so good.
I worder if I could
Cram in some more before
All the damnedpoeticreservoir
withinmesuddenlydriesup.
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tha winner of the Blue Moon sesal of Random
Occasionality, Unpredictable Infrequency
and Intermittent Once-In-A-Whileness,claims
t0 be the most haphazard half-fanzine in
half-existence at the present time. It gazes
with awe upon anything published as regul-
arly as every five years or every time a
zombie wakens. Last issue ROT vowed nevzar
to exceed a printing of a hundred copies and
last issue ROT didn't exceed a printing of
a hundred copies. This time there will prob-
ably be a hundred and fifty copies. ROT No.
1 was published in September 1965 and circ-
ulated through OMPA and sundry semi-fring:-
fake-fans and semi-fringe-fake-pros ( or
vice versa, thrice around the mulberry busi
and back in time for tea). RCT No.2 will
probably circulste through both OlPA and
FPAPA because I ni 1 the activity creditv and
also to those arong the w=rirge~fola-
fans and seri-fringe-fake-preos who xead,
marked, burned and inwardly datecubed the
last ROT, and said so, and anyonz else who
seems 'likely' (whatever that is]. Whers
the next ROT will gzo (or cven when) is just
anybody's guess. It may circulate through
OWMFA and/or FAPL or neither. The only way
to be sure of getting it is to ccmment on
this issue. To make it even easier, lstters
of comment may be comnosed solely of words,
any or all of which may be taken from the
dictionary. No subscriptions zre sousght,
Bince who could agsesa iis worth in mexre
money ? And vho wonrld actually pay for i6
anyway ? And I should forget who'd sent
the money by the time the next issuve cane
out. ROT is sincerely dedicated to the
dropagation of "What's-It-Gol To-Do-With-
Gcience-Fiction." But then - aren't we all?




