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In and around this issue you are quite
likely to findﬂ

.l; I;rllliant sover by ATOM (Yeu've‘ passed
t .
A wasted page of odds and. (even) ends
{ You're reading it).
Shrouds and Shreds, which has crazy
aspirations towards being a sort of
editorial, like (It's faecing you).
- Over Ths ame-bf»ry Wall, where. anythlng
goes (& little furth.ssr on).
" A beautiful bauble by Bi“chby . to wit
"Phe Wintoff Incident" (Further on still)
‘"gitchcraft at Pendls" by that hopelcss
1il olz me ( Keep going)
Prctty pictures by Rotsler, mutilatad by
me (Way beyond)
The Promulgatmns of Irene (Punkah)Potter
y (Evsn past that)
- Harry Warner "Going Like Sixty" and then
some { Way way out) ’

Sneaky ms back again, csn.fessinc, 0 bsok—-

loving (Ad Ultima Whatnot just about)
Your name and address.

1] J99

ROT ( 5tperwise known as '@ld Bire's Al-
manack') is published by Mal Ashworth,

- 14, Westgate, Bccleshill, Bradford.2.,

England, wh) ‘knows n> better. Its schedule
is, frankly, unbelievable, and further
details -1 the whole ghastly mess will be
found in SHROUDS AND SHREDS, which if the
kird of luck you have been having up +o.

‘now holds out, should be al-ng any minute.
- Nevertheless, despite all this and every-
- thing else too {like commonsense and all)

a little bird %4old me that ROT N-.5 will
probably try to worm its way out in May

~ (which is otherwise- reputed > be a merry
' enrugh month).

Tou are receiving RGI‘ far one of two
reasonss

ca).You are going to write a letter of
| ctmment, or -

b) You are going tw write a letter of
c'Dmﬂ'k:nt.

I've got a little list - of the pedple
receiving this issue; together ws can
ansurs that it isn't a littler 1ist next

Ctimg.e

- movi

NN N\

G

<
DN

~

—_—
NN

AN

S
}

""W\.\

tbb@wngs
from the

thbet

Come to think Jf it we 45 have an 0ld Testament prophet
with a pram// Will you Just step back ~ne pace withoub
: :// No - -get away from me; yu're the wrong sex//
{ - You can"b expect a pror little Yobber t> stand up to

that fiercs sld Pr»//
blobs all over the placs// Hey; Harry - if King lear is

B imwruant how goms we. haven't heard about him before?

I hatsz t~ see horrible little red

/ Don't you ever get hit on the
head and killed when y-u're
carrying all that money 7// How
dare you call my father twe
quﬂstinn marks, a prund sign,
two @'s, an 7blique, three excl-
amation marks, tw> question
marks, ard a pound sign!// liy
“bones don't f£it any more// Do
you mean to tell me that you
call your bloody tortrise Henry
Miller ?// He probably died in
self-defence// She looks rather
like a manic-duprcssive floor
mop//( Sources toc numerous (and

{ forgytten) 1o menti-n. /////////
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With this issue ROT celcbrat:s its 44th birthday, and this seems a fine
time to 8it back proudly and take stock of the magazine's achic¢vements, to laok
around with a half-smile of self-satisfaction, and to ask, sincerely, "What the
hell's going on ?"

In Scptember 1955 ROT started out as an informal general fanzine,publish-
ing matorial which seemed to have some general interest value, arnd happened to be
handy. In a vague, nebulous sort of way, naver zivinz a thought to anything,this
pattern has been followed throushout all the subsequent issuss of the magazine (two).
With a publishing schedule liks September 1955, iMarch 1957, May 1958, it hardly
geemed fair to solicit material from other people ard then keep them waiting all
that time to see it in print, with the result that most of the material in ROT has,
in the past, been written by me. & monstrous disadvantage like this, any fanzine
can do without.

Originzlly, ROT vowad to sticlk to a maximunm of twenty pages and 100 copies
per issus. ROT No. 2 had twenty-two pagis, and 150 copiss were produced of both
Noe2 and Noe.3. So much for a Fine 0ld Tradition. Again, the original intention
was for ROT to be a gensral, non-apa, magazine aimsd, with a lack of precision born
of long years of practice, at anyone likely to be interested, amd yet all three
igsuzs have been distributed through OuPA and Nosg., 2 and 3 through FAPA as well,

You can just sse how much I havs to do with the running of the magazire.

bAnyway, having followed the progress of this simple, likeablsz, old, 100-
copy village farzine right up to the days of it slick, e¢normous, government-shaking,
150-copy greatness, and of its editor from a tweedy, tattered but honest,midnight-
oil-burning doyen of the pubiishing profession to a corpulens, caviar-eating,
Dorchaster-dwelling, Jaguar-driving, inaccessible, millionaire-mogul ( who me ?),
the time has now corme to ask, "So what 7"

Well, this what. I intend to try and put ROI on a more frequent publish-
ing schedule. ( Sound of a pause for loud applause.) I also intend to distribute
it generally (i.e. not through FAPA and OiiPA) to all thoss loyal readers out there
who have been following the masazine's progress through all these difficult years,
and who would rather cut off their right hands than miss an issue {sound of running
fest receding rapidly into the distance), as well as to othur people who can provide
certificates from competent psyhiatrists to say that it couldn't possibly do them
any harm, '



Furthermore, thinking dseply about the matter, I have reached ths concl-
usion that *he magazin: has now reached that age of responsibility and maturity at
which it should acquire vhat is happily known as a 'policy'. 4Accordingly I have
decidsd to advertiss for one in High Class lisgazines ard Soho newsagents' windowis;
and if any of you kmow of a good, s¢ocond-hend fanzine policy going cheap, perhaps
you will let me know. Ths truth of the matter is tha® the whole subject of Edit~-
orial policy ssems to me so vaguc and ncbulous that I go all fuzzy-headed whenever
1 try to think about it long enough to put anything down on paper. Up to now I
have come up with thrse main classes of magazine (and the divisions scem equally
applicable to amateur or professional nazazines) - thosc published to inform the
road or, those published to interes*, entertain, or amuse the readsr, and those
published solely for the editor's amusemsnt,

The majority of fanzines will, it seems, bslong -in the second category,
with occasional dashes of onc and threc - end ROT is in there somewhere too. So far
so logical. But here, in my opinion, is where we leave logic for intuition - how
to interest, ent.rtain or amuse the reader. This is the question that has always
seemsd to me ons of those mighty Imponderables of the universe, to be tucked away
hurrizdly on a dusty shelf in the back of the minde So far as I know, I have no
conscious rules ( some would say 'no conscious thoughts') of selection; quite simply,
if I feel that an article will be of interest, and it 1s wsll-written, I print it.
It is through the use of this mighty, complex system that, this issue, ROT brings
you zn article on witchcraft rather than an account of the Gentlemen v. Players
crickst match., This statement however, is not intended to discourags all those
fans who ars sven now working on accounts of the Gentlemen ve. Players cricket match.
If the trestmsnt and the writing justified it, I don't doubt it would be possible
for sven ong of thes: to gct botween the magazine's pagese I tell you, it's chaos
in tharg. :

So, as a result of all this heart-searching, we are left with this by way
of editorial policy (if we may cruelly contort and mangle the term) - well-written
material - s:rious, discursive or informative, as well as humorous - that I feel
will bz of intcrest to ths majority of the rsadsrs. Threce cheers for the Dictator.
" 1f, in your opinion, I takes the wrong turning, you have the remedy in your own
hands (no, not the lump pf mud, madam; nor thos: tomatoes, sir) - shout long and
lovd. By a Spucial Arrangement I have concluded with a fine now principle known as
Democracy, the majority opinion goes.

: The only oth:r major policy which comes to mind at the moment is "Less of
‘me and more of other people": with a morc rugular schodulc this should be feasible,
and two very fine fans, name of Harry werncr and Sid Birchby, have already started
the ball rolling by breaking their necks for me in an impossibly short time. The
general make-up of the magazire will remain pretty much as at prssent; OVER THE
CELETERY WALL will no doub% b2 with us regularly, MUTTERINGS FROM THE MORGUE will

be back nixt issue, presanting the distilled effervescence of yur million sparkling
letters - plus articles, maybe even a Con report, free balloons and green s tamps.

@11 dn all, it adds up,to .2 lot of ROE.
But then, you can always emigrate and forget to leave your address.
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[CEMETERY ¢

.LIVII\TG IT UP IN LIVERPOOLj One Séturday early in January we went over to Liver-
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. pool for the annual party of the Liverpool Science
Fiction Society, for no better reason than that they

happened to0 be holding it that day. We spent ths Saturday morning busily ferreting

around in musty bookshops and the Saturday afternoon bntily missing Ron Bemnett
whom we were supposed to meets ( This was accidental. I mean the fact that we
misssd him was accidental, not the fact that we were supposed to meet him. By

accident we got to ths rendezvous five mim%es after he iefs i% by aceidents They

do say that accidents will happen, and I think they'rec rignt.) To fill in the time
we took in the local 4rt Gallery. (Note for Foreign Students: This is 2 Fine 01d
English idiom - or maybs a Fins New Amvrican idiom - which really means "The local
Art Ge.llory took us in".) . Anyway it is & fire Art Gallery:

Along abou‘- 5.30 we found a remarkably well-preserved
flssh and blood rcplica of John Roles in a back strect, and only a few minutes
lator added lifﬂ-sm‘., moving rc¢productions of Eric Benteliffe, Terry Jeeves and
Llan Rispin to our collection, along with several others not 5o easily identifiable.
We all went along to the nearby Harover Hotel and sat around in a small party which
very rapidly became a large party with the addition of Ina and No rman Shorrock, a
whole huggin' of people from Chaltenham, hsaded by Bric Jones, and divers societies,
clubs and associations - not to mention people - we had never met before. When the
party look:id nsarly large cnough to march to Aldermaston, or wherever it is that is
in fashion at the momun®, we march:zd to a local Chinosc restaurant, and there
ensued one of those uniguely happy hours when one is completely immersed in a

“congenial activity-(eating and-talking) with a group of congsnial people ( fans) and

therc is nothing on¢’w wld rather b: doing. John Rolcs and Shoila and I made
hsarty inroads on piled platrs of Chinesec tastincss and happily discussed things
Indian, TAFF, things Chin”sc., fans we didn't krow among the assembled company,and
other things too numinou.; to.mention.

From the Chinese restaurant the party headed towards
its ultlmata dsstimtion, which was the house of Ina and Norman Shorrock - the
well-known long-suffsering Shorrocks of Higher Bebinglton, Fans like Ina and Norman
who blithely turn their whole house over %o a group of thirty or forty fans for a
weekend and never bat an eyelid at the ensuing devastation have my most profound
respect. In such unrestrictecd circumstances there flourish the finest of fan parties
and this one was mo exception.

During the early part of the evening everyone - who had
up to then been standing around talking - sat down, ©re on chairs, somc on the floor
and some on other people, and films were shown, which were grieeted with cries of
delight‘ and shouts of "Harrison". After “he films there were many happy hours of



talking, drinking and dancing. I Jjoined in the first two activities happily and
the last one most unhappily, and only when quite unablc to avoid it. Joyc: Collins
who was mostly responsible for my even attempting such a thing (only a small part
of the blame re3ting with the Demon Alcohol) then procceded to tell me what a lousy
dancer 1 was, which was the voint I had bcen making all along. Full reports of the
whole procssdings will no doubt bc appoaring from the typewribters of persons more
competent than I to say what went on (Sheila, for instance, is writing an only
slightly expurgated version which is destined, I believe, for FEMIZINE) so I will
content myself with saying that I had such a good time that I never got to join the
Brag School - despite my intention to do so - which started up in the kitchen in
the early hours of Sunday morning.

Sunday was spent in the peaceful afterglow of Saturday, topped off by
another fine chincse meal and a visit to the LaSFaS clubroom, after which we rel-
uctantly came home.

These Liver pool anmal partics should comc around more often.

FABLES OF FANS: The above item about the Liverpool party scems to provide as good
an ¢xcuse as I am sver likely to get to tell a little syory about

John Rolce that I hav: been wanting to put into print for a year
or two now. It shows, I think, a wonderfully Harrison-like 'Englishness' and has
brought chucklss of pl:ased mirth e¢very time I have told it in conversation.

A few years ago - 1955 or 6, I guess - some of the Liverpool and
Illenchestar fans, along with such sxpuricnced hangsrs-on as Torry Jeeves and myself,
congrsgated for a fannish day at Belle Vue zoos In the course of our tour of the
zoo I endéd up in the reptils houss with John Roles { the vhols thing was guite
fortuitous). In one of the cagess there, safely bchind a glass screen, lay coiled
an enormous and deadly-looking Indian nython. "Did you see any of those whan you
were out in India ?" I asked John.

"No", he said, "I nevsr did.”" After a moment he added, "&s a
matter of fact I used to go out into the jungl: alone at night just to stand and
listen to all the noises." He smiled at me and then glanced back at th: cage, "I
rcalise now I was rather foolish."
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Lnd what better after one fan fable than another. I rather like
this whimsical little story I picked up about what was onces Lancaster fandom.
Coming out of ZXen and Irene Potter's house with them, Harry Hanlon kicked over
ths milk bottles, which rolled down the steps and all over the path. The milk
bottles wers nicked up, the mission, whatsver it was, completcd, and they all
ended up at Harry's housec. As Xen and Ircne were eventually leaving there, Ken
happened to kick over the milk bottles on Harry's doorstep.

"Snap" said Harxry.

HOW TO CHEAT DEATH AND LIKE THAT: Last night we weut to see the film "The Man
TR 1o Who Could Cheat Death". You probably don't

want me to tell you that it is set in murky,
nisty, fog-bound, 1890 Paris, and believe me I really don't want to, but I'm afraid
I muste I don't think it has ever occurred to anyonz that there is any other
possible location for cheating death, budlding monsters, inciting gorillas to mur-
der people, 2tc., then murky, misty, fog-bound, 1890 Paris. For all I know there
may bz some sort of international agrecment in existencs which provides that dsath
may only be cheated, monsters may only be built, and gorillas may only be ineitsd
to murder people in murky, misty, fog-bound, 1890 Paris. . I suppose when all sald
and done it is as good as anywhsre 2lse to do such things.

Anyway, now that you know tho setting, I f:eel




certain that you also know, by instinct {and, possibly, by nzuscous rapetition), the
whole story, co that I do not feel constrainaed to hide delicious tit-bits ( including
the ending) from you, as is th: custom. I do not think that anything thst I write
could possibly spoil the film for you; I do not think that anything anybody might
writs ~ or do or say - could possibly spoil this film.

The story, bri:fly, concarns & young féllow of 104 who has some gland or other
replaced ovsry ten ysars and is thus cnabl.d to go around looking like any other
normal young mad scientist of 35. If the gland isn't revplaced on time however he
has to drink the usual grecnish coloursd Andrews Liver Salts to keop him going on

a temporary basis until he can gt th. sparc part put in: and as thess times are as
good as any for him to turn into a moder ately ghastly homicidal monster, he grasps
the opportunitics - as you might imegin. - with both claws.

To continue; His dear old doctor friend from Vienna, Ludwig (who showed soms real
acting ability and must have wandered onto the wrong film set) turns up { three wecks
lat: %o allow timc for a fow vertiginous transformations) but is unabl: to perform
the operation as & stroke has 1. ft him with unstcady hands. Young Fathcer Time
thercfor: hits upon th: happy solution of kidnapping a ravishing redhcad {who does
little other than flit through the film wearing a seriss of low-cut gowns to show
off he¢r high-cut breasts) to persuadc hor boy-fricnd, Sanctimonious Sam { this 1gn't
his real name), who is also a doctor, to perform the operation. Sanctimonious Sam
finally mansges to torget the vicar, and vhether he would like it or not { not to
mention his Hiprocratic Oath) and double-crosses our hero by only pretending to
replace the glznd ( subtle stuff this). Young Father Time then dashos §TF To the
rat-infested cellar where he has 1oft the Ravishing Redhead {well, wouwldn't you hava
done the same if you thought you had been suddenly rejuvenated ?) wherc the film
ends in the traditional holocaust of mouldy mctamorphosis, decaying disintegration,
screzaming mad women ( that's an cxaggeration; there is really only one scresming mad
woman), and th: burning down of the whol: building and its contents,  Oh, and by ths
way, the Ravishing Redhead comss out of it all right.

I don't want you to think fron any rint I might have dropped that this is a uniquely
bad: il it Segnt i atidel X uniquely bad - there have besn lots fof films every bit as
bad, and some sven worsse Bus if that is cheating Desth I rether fancy that I for
one may play it straight. e

1 GOT'TA GESTETNER 3 You will know by now that Ken and Irene Potter sometime ago
removzd from Lancaster - a distance of a mere 65 miles from
Bradford, to London - a distance of approzximately 200 miles
from Bradford, solely and simply to deprive me of the use of their duplicators They
calculated, with ficndish accuracy born of du.p innate cunning, that whereas carting
8ix or seven reams ‘of duplicating paper plus stencils dnd etceteras 656 miles is a
mers trifle never to be mticed, cartine the same quantity of goods 200 miles ig a
mighty undertaking to daunt the spirit of any fan. So, callously, they went to
London and, no doubt cackling in malevolent gler, took their duplicator with them,

I was seizsd by a violent fit of desperation; a mad outburst
ifliafsion overcams me; quivering wildly in a feverish rage, I thought:"So what ths
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But then along camg ROT, the femme-fan's "Fanny's Friendly

Fortnightly", and I thought: "Now what the CHL, P
' After a week or two of this 1 thought:"What the helli"

So I bought a duplicator. It was simplicity itself. Sheils
rang Gestetner and said "We want a chsap duplicator". We went down to look at one
at lunchtime, said "ves" quickly so we could get away for our Chincse lunch, and
the obliging gentleman assured me that it vould be deliversd the following Saturday
morning and that the fine fullow vho would deliver it would also sece me "all right
for supplics", '



Cawms Seturday morning and'a small van containing the duplicator, two Hard Se¢ll mar-
chants and, appargntly, erough suppliss to keep the "Daily Mirror" goingz for the

next ten ycars. They carried the duplicator in and plonked it on the table.(That's
“not striectly zccurate; it wert 'klunk' if you want the truthe It is one of the old,
solid duplicators.) They strugglsd for fivs minutes trying to get the mctal cover
off it, grinning shocpishly at me cvwery time they came up for air and mentioning
apologutically. that they weren't very familiar with this particulsr model. It didn't
seem vo intend to let them got familiar with it cither. ' -
Ev.ontually thecy got the cover off. They stood back looking triumphant and breathless.
I hed noticed when they cams in that onc of them wss toting a large cardboard cont-
aincr plainly labillcd “Initial Supply Pack" and being of a naturally suspicious turn
of mind I was mentally crouching thorc with my hackles up, spitting venom.

Came the ingratiating smile and the persuasive "Now I've brought you an Initial
Supply Pack to se= you on for ths time being" accompanied by the tidy unpacking of
sames "Stencils, ink, steneil files, corrccting fluild, brush for clecaning your type-
writer keys, rulcr, writing sheet, lottering pens, fluid for clzaning up ths mess

you make, piec2 of rag for wiping Aunt Bortha's nose" ctc., 2tce But he didn't get
through it quite as swoothly as that. To everything - except the ink, which I

needed - that he drew forth from his maglc box I growled either "Got it" or "Don't -
want it". The ingratiating smilc became a bit glassy-eyed, and he ran quickly
through the Hard S:11 gamut right down to thc Simpleton Approach: "Oh, this isn't
just an ordinary brush for your typewriter keys; this is a special brush for clcaning
the wax out Qf_%hom from th: stuncils." -

It seemed I could haeve the whole £11 somcthings worth for only £10 in this fine Ini-
tial Supply Pack. I took th: inlk.

After a last tentative skirmish about duplicating paper - I told him I was buying it
between @/Gd and Z%—a ream choeper than he could provide it - h: got down to showing
me how the machin. workcd; which scim.d a protty christian sort of a thing for him
to do in thi circumstanc.s. :

But he couldn't get the counter to worke He fiddled with it amd he consulted his
companion on it. H: toolr time out to tecll me he wasn't very familiar with this
particuler model. Eventually h= suggested that if I had used one similar perhaps

I would know bettcr then him how to get it to work, and they left. '
Sh:ila and I kept & rough schedul: of their mov:iments throughout the rest of the
morning. "They should just about b. on the carpst in th: lisnager's Officc now",
"They'll just about be getsing to th. Employmcnt Bxchang: now", cte. Weo allayed our
guilt pangs by roflicting that thiy would probably find their niches with Ronco.

dnd that is that', . : )

T gotta Gsstetner. .

TROM 4 PUBLISHER'S CATALOGUE: "GNANI YOGz
. The Yoga of Wisdom. The highest Yogi teachings
.rogarding the Absolut: and its manif:stations are .
given, and many other subjects of equal importance
ars cxplaincd."
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And then, of course, our local evening paper just
couldn't bear Yo be left out of ROT complstely, after a happy association of four
or five years, and so here it is, in finc form, with a piquant littl: story about
ths complaints of local r:isidints of a farmur whos. cows churnzd up their country
lan: g

"The Roctor told (our rcporter): Th: cows have churned
up the lovelicst beauty spot in the ares, and we can do
nothing about it. Iy wifc and I have to clear away the



mud from our front door. It is quite outrageous."

Mr. Dalby, who ownc three fams and drives 70 cows up

the lanc scveral times a day, said: "People say I should

drive the tions in the hedges injure them cows across the

fields, but obstruc- and af fecct the milk yield."
Obviously the poor fellow was quite overcomc by it all.

FANS IN THE MOST UNLIXELY PLACES: Only a couple of wesks ago I discovered that
g L & one of the reps who comes to see me twice a

i weely, reads science-fiction. He gave me 2 1lift
on that particular dey and as 1 gol in%o the car 1 happened to see him slipping an
open copy of ASTOUNDING into the back seati. I quizzcd him about it ard h:z told me
that he had read £ASTCUNDING frow its very first snglish issug, that he buys all the
other science-fiction magazines he can lay his hands on, and that after reading
them he passes them round a circls of about half a dézen of his friends. (I found
out later that he buys MiD too.) After this ws got along liks a hous:z on fire and
now when he calls we ncver so much as mertion business for our heated discussions
of the latcst Campbecll cditorial or a short story in THE MAGLZINE OF F.NLLiSY #£ND
SCIENCE-FICTION.

Cf course, it is just possible that I am baing
madec the objuct of some new, streamlined Sales Technique and that all this is just
a front to break down my Sales Resistance, but if so my heart bleeds for him. I
still think hie fimm are a bunch of 100 no-goodnicks who couldn't be trusted to
pat their shoes on the right feet. And he will be landed with all that crazy Buck
Rogers stuff. ' '
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v Ard whiile on the subject of reps, I am reminded
that one of the other reps who nalls was telling me about his Scottish holiday.
"T was at the Bracrer gethering"he said,"it was a very impressive affair. 4nd the
Rayal Family werc thers too. In Tact, their car passed just in front of me within
touching distance."

With no littlec effort I managed to resist the
temptation to asx him if the Reyal Fewmily did touch him, but it was only when telling
Sheila the stocry that evening that I vas supplicd with the parfect answer: "Fooey",
said Shcila, "That's nothing. T-1l him tcmorrow that when the Queen came to Leeds
I was sitting on 2 wall in Roundhay Park and she passed so e¢lose I sould have
kicked her hat off."

HOPES AND FEARS AQQFEQN;éngERS: I believe there is a touching line in an old
i S§hristmas carol somsthing to the effect that

'"The hopcs and fears of all the ycars are met in
Thue tonight'. Well, this last Christmas I suddenly thought "why do the thing by
half ? If I'm mesting all thcsc Hopes and Fears anyway, why not mect my Pan Letters
at tvhc sams tims ?"' So aceordingly, I spent a long time dragzing out large, dust-
covered, long-hidden cardboard box.s from spidcr-infested corners and carrying them
all down into the living room. Thore, Sheila and I cmptied their contents all over
the¢ floor, sat in the middl. of tham, and for six solid hours we sorted and filed
the accumulat.d fan lottors of the last six years.

Wc at. pork and drank coffee while we waded
through piles and pil:s of lebtters - some to pcople I am sure I have never heard
of and som¢ from people T am surc have never hcard of me, and others that we couldn't
read, which wcro freom Fen Tott.r of coursc. Eventually the task was finished and
about 2 a.m. we staggerod off to bed fecling that 2,000 years of Christmas was
finally justificd.




DEPARTUENT OF RARITIZS AND CURIOS&: Like a good film from Hollywoad, Thils is, of
“H course, "ON THE BEACH", and if y-u haven't yet
seen it, throw this rag t> the d-g and g»,man,

gd: right mows Y u kiow Jf it, naturally; that it concerns the last fo: thwld s f
life ~n earth after Viorld War 3, in kLustralia, and the dzath sentince (five months
when the film spens) under which 3veryosne is living, duc.to the drift of radiosctive
dust clouds. My carps abiut the film ‘aro next to nothing; T ~nly wish 50% >f the
films madl were 50% as good as this. A1l the actors arc adequete t> their parts
{ evaen thoug h cne might have wished for faces other than 4Ava Gerdner's and Gregory
Peck's in the lead rolss), and Anthony Perkins, as a ysung Australian naval lieu-
terant, gives the pegrformance -»f the film and, gquite liksly, »f the year. If hs
d>es mt ‘get an Oscar for it, there ain't n> justice in this world.

_ L Bhere 15 litblelelse to be said; it-is au
excellent film - l-ogicsl, insvitable, believable; the end >f the world - yu are
there. .

: What more could y-u ask fHr ?
CONGRATULATIONS , PRIUD PARENTS: . Xen and Pam Bulmer, 3n the birth >f &n enchanting
: (I haven't seen her, but with parents like that,
hhw else ?) baby daughter, Deborah Lhuise, 7lbs
&nd vsry ycung. You picked a crazy sprt %> arrive, baby; but nice.

SUBS’DIbuD oCTJNC“~FIu110u- From Russia, of crurse. 4s y-u probably know, Saviet
o246 G S T e SF does mot as yet bid fair t> oust Sturgesn, van Vogt
et et al from their eminences, but science-ficti-n is
science~fiction; ‘and if in additi~n, .like me, y>u are uneble to resist a biok
. bargain, y>u nmay be interested t> knmow >f the Russia T-day Bo-k Club {36, Spencer
"Strect, London.E.C.1l). Por 3/- per bo~k, they have available, in addition to the
* ireviteble thrilling stories of life sn communal farms/in communal mining villages/
~r 4in coimunal public conveniences, STORIES by Yefremov (the best kmown -f Russian
SF works, by posfibly the ~nly kn>wn Russian SF auth-~r), as well as LAND OF FOAll
(which s>und$§ like fantasy) by the same auth-r; their latest list alsy festures.
ANIROCIEDA - by Yefrsmov. If your tastes extend further, as well they might at
prices like thcs,, you can have a frur volume set >f Sholokhov's classic AND QUIET
FLOWS THE LOW { upwards of 2,700 pages in all) for 9/-, in additinn t> wirks by
T~1stdy, Dostoeveky, cic., whlch are virtuelly a gift - and nct a Nessian one either
by all eppezarances; not onc ¢nidgin of propaganda have I scecn involved up to now.
It may yot be 'Gay koscou, in Sixty Two'".

WE HAD 4 NICE_EQME: At Ron Bennett's on Sunday last. We spent a happy afternoon
TROT T 7T and evening in Ron's delightful fan den, sipping coffee and

talking fan. So fast and furious did our jaws work that we
had our coals on %o leave before Ron remembered to deal out Brag hands. He dealt
out two .cuyick hands, in wh;ch Sheila and I had three priles; we were sorry to come
away.

THIKGS UNlSNT IONABLE: Like the Easter convention for one, which I forgot to mention
: { you all know just when and where it is anyway, don't you ?
If you don't Ella Parker, 151, Canterbury Road, West Kilburn,
London.New.6 will tell you. And you'll all be there, won't you 7).
And like &tom's cover and Irene Potter's paralytic promulg-
atiore, which cave too late to be mentioncd earlier, but deserve it.
So thure we are,
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At 10.25 aem. on March 19th, 1963,David
Wintoff vanished into thin air while crossing
Piccadilly Circus. No onc¢ took any notice,it
seems, e¢xcspt a strect photographer named
Randall who had besn marking him as a likely
clignt. Subs:=quently,Rardall stated:

"I was watching this man becaus:s he look-
2d a3 if h: had a hob or two, and nz was a
charactirs Th:i:y'll oftun buy a snap. Suddenly
h3 vanishede..flick! like that. He had a red
beard and e hat with a propgllor on it."

Defunecez: "M'lud, I shzll show that this
was the usual attirz of David Wintoff. The
hat decnot:s his membership of an obscure lit-
¢rary group, the Sciance Fiction Fans of
Londcn."

As stated, Wintoff was a member, and a
prominent one, of the SFFL, or 'Skifflers' as
they called themselves. In addition to the
usual literary activities they organised
annual cxchange visits with similar societies
abroad. Wintoff had been their delegate to
New ‘York in 1962, and, undeér the club rules,
he now administercd the collection of funds
for his successor in 1963,

Prosgcution: "You ar: Hunry Bergen, Pres-
ident of thc SFFL ? Please tell the court what
you know about:th: funds held in trust by the
defendant." I

Bergen: "The funds wer:c kept in a Post
Office Savings account made out in the name
of the funde. Anyone could pay into it, but
only Wintoff was authorised to draw out.After
he disappearcd, the GPO advised that the
account had bogn closcd. I made enquiries and
found that all the funds had been withdrawn
tht day before he vanishede 1 recogniscd the
signatur2 on thc¢ slip as his."

dbout three weeks later, on the evening
of #April 10th, Wintoff re-appeared in tha
very midst of the Skifflers, much to their
confusion, while they were holding an indig-
nation m:cting at the clubroom 'ebout ths
missing funds. After picking up various ov.r-
turnsd chairs, they surrounded him, angrily
démanding an explanation and an account of the
funds. He roplied that he had spent all the
funds "in the best interests of the society™
and when prussed for details hs added "on the



planet llars."

Prosscution: “"Pleasc describe his dress on this occasion.™

Bergen: "le had a long robe with a hood on it, like an Arab's burnous,and
his face was very red as if hec'd besn camping out. He was wearing sandals and he
had a pack slung over his back. Oh, and a badge with a picturs of Popiye on it."

This costume, said Wintoff, was the usual outdoor dress on Mears, a planet
very much like the Arsbian desert, only colder. The badge was the Martian equival-
ent of the Skifflers' beanie hat, given to him by a Martian science-fiction club,
to whom Popeye was a typical Earthman, or BEM. He also claimaed that he had been
taken to Mars urder the auspices of the Trans-Ecliptic Fan Fund, or TEFF, as guest
of honour to the 91lst. Martian VWorldcon, which had just concluded...a claim greeted
with scorn by his fellow Skifflers, who saw it as a transparent ploy to cover up
embezzlement of the funds. HNext day they began legal action against him.

Judge: "Call the defendant, David Wintoff."

Everyonc turned to sce the man who claimed to have bzen to Mars: a tall,
red-bearded men of about 25, with traces of the alleged Martian wind-burn still on
him, but alas, no burnous or Popeye badge.

Wintoff: "The lartians approached me with their invitation a few days
before I - er - Lleft. Therc was no time to consult my fellow-members, so I had to
make my own décision., Tt seemed ‘oo good a thing to miss."

Judge: "And was it also your decision to take the funds entrusted to you?

Ay e

Einbofgi "well, I thought there were bound to be some expenses, even as a
guest, ard I could pay it back later."

{5§§S£ "That is a phrasé more bandied about in this court than any other
I know.eo'l mcant to pay it backl' But pray go on."

Wintoff: "When the Martians realised that I was being put to expense by

-

giving them SOUVENITS.e.."
Prosecution: "What souvenirs 2"
VWintoff: "I gave them the notes anl coins. They were noveltiess to them."

(4% this poimt there was a cry of rages from the President of the Skifflers.
The Judge called for ozder.)

Fintoff: "As I was saying, they insisted on making good my losses from the
TEFF Funds They said that's what it's for. Wwhen I came back, I offered the money
to my colleagues."

It was true; so he did. But since there was mo exchange rate for Martian
currency, viici, for all they knew, as the Prusident passionately declared, might
have becn printed in a back street in Wepping, the offer had been rejected.

o

Judge: "Kindly satisfy my curiosity, Mr. Wintoff. If there are liertians,



and they.can visit us, why have they not done seo openly, instead of spiriting away
one man, and that, I take it, in a private venture of a Martian literary club ? It
all seems rather hole-in-the-corner to me." :

Wintoff: "well, I asked that. Apparently it was this club that developed
the means of transport in the first place, some. years ago, and they don't see why
anyone should spoil their fun by taking it over officially. The reason why they
asked only me was to return hospitality. One of them was at one of our conventions
a year or two back and had a thoroughly good time."

Prosccution: "Do you scriously ask us-to believe that ? Have you ever seen
a Mertian at a convention " :

Wintoffs "You get all sorts."

. After calling for the alleged Martian money to examine it, the Judge
adjourned the hoaring for ths day. Next morning hc gave his findings before a
court packed with reportcrs who had been tipped off by Bergen, anxious that when
Justice was donc to the abscondirg Troasurer, i% should also be seen %o be done by
as many as possible,

Judges "In this case an inherently plausible accusation, namely the mis-
use of funds by a club treasurer is opposed by an inherently implausible excuse,
i.es that the money was given away as souvenirs to Martians. Yet, on examining
-the evidence, we sse tha® the accusation, rather than thc defence, is weak.

“Ths koy fact is that the SFFL do not deny that Wintoff re-appeared
out of thin air. We may bc cur: that if they had becn zblc to deny it, shey would
have done, in ordoer %o claim that Wintoff had tried to deceive them in this as in
the rest of his story. Sinee {hey accspt his re-appearance; ther must logically
acccpt his initial dis-appcarancce, which is also affirmed by the street vhotog-
raphers The case therefore reduces to this: that Wirtoff went somewhere by means
not known on this earth, taking the funds with him. He returned in the same way,
bringing in lieu of the funds, what hz cla’med to be Martian currency. This the
SFFL rejected afteér a cursory examination; the elemertary step of having it
examined by a currency expert, which I hevs now taken (stir in court) would have
told them that the paper, ink and modc of printing of the noves were truly alien
to Earth, and that the metal of 4he culns, although evidently common in the country
of origin, is far tco valuavle for suci uss here. I will not name it, for fear of
ths effect on the markets, but it has many times the value of %he misging funds and
the SFFL has missed a gooc bargain," .

“ " 'Hero therc was an inarticulate cry from lr. Bergen; ho was called 4o order.,

Judge ( continuing): "Technically, perhaps, the defendant was &% fault in
laying hands on the trust funds without permission. But they were, after all,
meant to be used so that...ah, fans of different countries couvld visit each other,
and, without examining the club rules, it cannot be said that the money was misused,
Why should not an earthly fan visit his Martian fellows if he is the one they have
voted for ? Especially if they pay the bills ? : '

nloreover, the potential benafit accruing to Her Vajec*y's Covess, %0 the
human race, that is, from contact with ancthor Plene’s, is Incswimable, and Mr.
Wintoff was undoubtedly right to seize the chance. I find for the defendant.
Cese dismissed, with costs against the SFPL. ’ '

: ¥
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"I wish to discuss ccrtain mattors with Mr, Wintoff in my rooms."

As to what was discussed in the
guesses., Meetings with rockect experts 7

Mars Treaty ? We do not know.’

Judge's rooms, there have been many
How to contact Mars again ? An Barth-

Perhaps we shall find out at David wWintoff's next

appearance in court...for illegally imprting foreign curroncy and precious metalss
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~congratulationg
and welcome
TAFF winner

DON FORD

Nave a nice visit

//1 shan't eat vhe rose this morring, .

thank you// Ske even -dissipated thé vicar|

//He was ro ordinary Charlic; he was one
of God's Chosen Charliss// We must got
stuck in broken lifts more often// Shut

s awor ovow///////1/1/1//1/]. 111111 %

Among %hose who have kindly { and unwitt-
ingly) contributed quotes to this issue
arse: Herry Hanlorn, Anonymous, Irene Potte]
Pscudonym, Sheila dshworth, 4Llias, Mal
Ashwor*h, ¥om de Plume (thc Stcam Count
Nom dec Plume, of coursc), and saveral
people I ¢on'i know and who, pray Ghu,
don't know mo.

Supportt}
MATIONAL SOCIETY
fqrthc
ITI0M 0
L]FE

—
JOIN IN THE MANY HAPPY COMMUNAL ACTIVITIES
OF THE - SOCTETY:

;

A50L

¥ Reservoir Poisoning Rambles

3¢ Petitions to the Govermment to extend
‘testing of the Hydrogen Bomb.

% Suicide Sub-Committees

Debates on subjects such as "Is
¢+ Death Worth Dying ?"

¥ Drunken Driving Competitions

I 0 U

CAN HELP IN OUR WORTHY WORK



"absut the eighteanth of March last past, hee b2ing a Peddler, went with
his Packe >f war=s'at his back thoriw Cohlne-field; whesre vnluckily hs met with
Aliz>n Device, now Pris-n:r at th: Barrc, wh» was very sarnest with him for pinnes,

but he would giue her nmn. : whereupsn she scamed to be very angry; and when hec was
past her, hee fell down lome in great axtremitic; and afterwards by msanes got int
an £le-hcuse in Colne, neerce vntd the plac. where hec was first bewitched: and as
hee lay there in great paine, not zble t¢ stirre either hand »r focte: he saw a
grzat Black-Dogge stand by him, with very fearsfull firie eyes, great teesth, and 2
terribl. c-untenancs, locking him in the face; whersat he was very sore afra1d."

J-hn Lew, the psddler, was still crippled and ¢xtensively paralys:zd when
he gava evidence-in curt at Lancastsr against Aliz-n Deviez, -ne ~f the Pendle
witches; the year was 1612, Aliz n Device admitted the truth ~f the accusati'n,
hersclf made a full confessi n, 2nd »n her knees, inscrurt, pnrayed his f-rgiveness
- "the which hc did fr.ely and voluntarily give." She was asked if she cohuld unds
the harm don:z t» the man and resthr< him to health; she replied that she could not,
n r could eny other of the witches then living, but had hzr grandm-ther, 0ld
Domdike, boen alive at “the “time  she could have restored the -1d peddler t> health.
But 01d Dsmdike had -died -in ga»l while awaiting trial f r murder by witchcraft,

Pendle is a rural region, field and farm norw, where it was frrest and

spen m>>r then; the whhle chuntryside dhminated by the m-nstrous slumbering bulk

~f Pendle hill (This is not mere pretic licence; ysu need only pass within sight -~f
the hill, even on a busy main road, t» have yur <yes drawn t> it for many miles),
Dotted along the' lower slopes o»f the hill, and in th: valleys bel-w it, there arg
-now, as there wers throe hundred and fifty ycars agd, small hamlsts and villagcs,.
The m>orland is still there, though walled mw, and the bleakness, and >ne could mt
swear that even the witches arc wholly gone, fr I have myself passsd a wild-looking
woman, perhaps nct unlike Alizon Device, walking barefoot late on a misty evening
beside one of those moorland roads, with n> house for miles:; & woman with whom I

did nmot stop t+ pass the time »f day.



0ld Demdike (whoss rcal name was Elizabeth Sowtherns) was the first, and
doubtless the fiercest, of the Pendle witches; it was twenty years before her arrest
that she had given her soul to a spirit called Tibb in Pendle forsst. In the years
.between she had introduced many others inte the way - her daughter, Elizabeth Device,
‘and her grandson and granddaughter, James and Alizon Device, ag well as a neighbour,
Amne Chattox, who in turn put several of her own family on the black path ( the most
riotable being her.deughter, Anne Redfoarne). There does not seem to be any disting-
uishable group-activity in their doings. They contracted their souls - individually-
to ‘'various devilish spirits {or the Devil in the guise of various spirits) and
thergafter wore possessed of certdin powers, but mainly, it scems, the power to kill
and harm, which they did on the slightest provocation (™e...Elizabeth Device, and
others, had killed onc Henry Mitton of thc Rough-Lse, by witchcraft. The reason
wherefore. he was so killed, was thaet this Examinates said Grand-mother Old Demdike,
had askod the said Mittoh a penny; and he denying her thereof, thereupon sne procured
his death as aforesaid.") ' .

Milk wes curdled and cows were killed, and terrified n¢ighbours propitiated
the witches and even paid.'protection money's. The next time it might not be a cow,
it might be the neighbour's child, or ‘even the neighbour in person. Their services
weré hired too; Annc Chattox was persuaded to bewitch to death young Robert Nutter,
so that the estate which should have been his would pass to other relatives.
Although she was later dissuaded from this by her son-in-law, Thomas Redfearne ( who
lived on Nutter's property) it scems that Robert Nutter was foolhardy enough to
attempt to seduce Anne Rcdfcarne, wife of Thomas,and daughter of Anne Chattox. Some
time later, Old Demdike, passing the Redfearnes' house, saw #nne Chattox and Anne
Redfearnc - "the one on the onc side of the Ditch, and the other on the other; and
two Pictures of Clay or Marle lying by them." Her familiar spirit, Tihb, appeared
to her in the shape of a black cat and to0ld her to go. help these women, bub she
refused, @t which thi spirit bocame angry and pushed her into a ditch, ceusing her
to spill her peil of milke Robert Nutter fell sick and denouncud Amme Chattox and
fmne Redfearne as being rosponsible for his illness. He died in Cheshire 'befors
Candlemass, as he was comming homeward' from a trip to Wales.

Anne Chettox scems to have had a long linc of deaths 1laid at her dAoOTese..
Anne Nutter, whe did nothing worse than laugh at her; the child of one John loore,
because Moore had accused her of 'bewitching his drinke'; Hugh Moore, who said she
had cursed his cattle; and even John Device, son-in-law of Old Demdike herself. At
this time there was a rift betwcen the two families when Anne Chattox and her
.daughter were accused of stealing somc food and clothing from the Devices; but
"Iohn Dovice, being afraid, that the said Anne Chattox should do him or his goods
any hurt by witchcraft" agreed to pay her a yearly tithe of meal.  EBleven years
later, in the first year. that the meal went unpaid, he died, believing his death to
be the doing of Anne Chattox. The two families seem to have been at loggerheads
from this time, bewitching and harrying each other's friends. 4nd this may help to
account for the readincss with which they denounced each other and testificd against
each other, when they were finally arrested and lodged in Lancaster castle.

‘The first to be taken into custody were Old Demdike, Alizon Device, Anne
Chattox and Mnne Redfearne; this was in March, 1612. The remaining witches called

a meeting for Good FPriday, at Malking Tower { *malkin' being a country term for a.
hare), Old Demdike's house, where they .feasted on stolen matton ard discussed their
business. This was thresfold: ‘1) Thé naming of the familiar spirit which Alizon
Device had acquired ( though this was not donc due to Alizon Device not being present),



2) the killing, by witchcraft, of thc gaolcr of Lancester castlc, and the blowing up
of the castle, before the next Assizes, to liberate the prisoncrs, 3) th: afding of
"Isnnst Proston of Gisborne” to kill onc Mastar Thomas Lister of Westby. This Jennet
Preston, who had "a Spirit with her like vnto a white Foale, with a blacke spot in
the forchead", had bcin accuscd by Thomes Lister of bewitching to death a child, ard
hed been tried and zequitted on ths charge, at a previous York .Assizes. Now she
wanted to bz revenged on Thomss Lister and as "her power was not strong enough to doe
it her sclfe, boing now lcsse then before-time 1t had becne" she had come to the
witches of Pendle for sid. This they promiscd her, and before ths summer was out
Lister died, crying out that his decth wes hir doinge (She was subsequently tricd
again at York, accuscd of Listcr's murder, convicted .end executed.)

At the end ef the Good Friday meeting at the ilalking Tower, James Device
testified, "That all the said Witches went out of the said house in their owne shapes
and likonesses, amd thoy all, by that they were forth of the doores, were gotten on
hor se ~-backe like vnto Foales, somo of ons colour, sems of another, and Prestons wife
was the lest; and whun she got on horsc-backe, they all presently vanished out of
this Examinets sight: and before their said parting away, they all appointed to meete
at the said Prestons wif2s housoe that day twelue-month; at which time the said
Prestons wife promiscd to make them a great feast; and if they had occasion to meet
in the meane time, then should warning bes giuen that thay should all meete vpon
Romles~-loore." But they never mot again upon Romles-iloore, or any other place on
this earth; long before their rendezvous at Jennet Preston's house was due she
herself was hanged at York, Anne Chattox and Anne Redfearne, Elizabeth Device,James
Device and Alizon Deviec; along with several others, werc hanged at Lancaster, and
01d Domdike had dicd in gaol.

In the inevitable scare started by the trial of the Pendle witches, other
peoplc were accused of witcheraft, and stood trial round about the same time. Some
were convicted and hanged, onc woman ( whosc cxcursions into the Black Arts had not
proved fatal to anyone) was sentenced to be exhibited in the pillory in four loeal
markst towns and then to serve one yecar in gaol, and some war: acquitted., In all
fairness it should bc pointed out that the presiding judges seem to have made an
honest effort to enquire into all the details of the cases, and to expose any fraud
or deceit on the part of the witnesscs; the juries, too, while convinced by evidence
that would hardly pass mustcr in a court of law today, were not railroaded by
hysteria and rcligious foervour into convicting blindly. Therc is a considcrable
diffcrcnce in atmosphere between the Lancaster witch trials, and the later ones in
Salem, Liassachusetts. As to the reality of the witchecraft, the actual spells and
curses, the pacts with spirits and the changing of forms, therc is no more final
answer to he found in these ce@ses than in any other. One person believes and another
disbelieves - but it would be less than honest not to admit that the witches them-
selves give cv<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>