e p—




CONT&NTS

Intermission +ahueaia.. et Hantic 1iElfe . 4.0 . 000 \E.o
Futurs History of Fandom .....Mal Ashworth......v.v0eeseee 4

What's the Differsnce 288 .. WERIRred BSster o, .0....cc00¢..13
Future History of Fandom .....Te€rry J2eveés ..ceeccsccesees 8
Blesh this House , e, .. JONNBBEELY i oo disasoeeeess 16
Fanmag Reviews ... s .... . .BEric Bantichiffe ...oufv.ves 18
Abagcchust /. ..... e U . .. SO FIASHWCTOR . .. Joiheesee 19
Collecting S-F" . SRR . . .2 o a TORE ISP, ., Sl Sk . . 23
Interlude .o... K00 .. .. BAR THTIY TTOENE S 4 cve s Sabote sl = « + 925
HYMBN ceeevassarronsnonsasaaabsMiko Wallace lie.esdonocasoss 27
Unexpurgated Fan ......... .»» Norman %ansborough ...e.....30
Ban Unlion .l ...... 8000000 oo o M1 ol NGy = S Ak .. . . 31
The ROCKDUN wesuovoduapels ... s Erde NeleGham ., 4 A 0. ... 34
Lakken Unaware ', .... .8k ... RBI1 M " Harry oSSR, ., 36
Fart Dance . @ . « . el s ... Jlisacar) 8 e R . . . o 37

COVED evivvvonncsonssarsoees s TONY CGlYNN ,ovevtennrnenses =1
Illustrations ............... Glynn,¥cIntyre,Berry, & Jeeves

-0-0-0-0-0-~

TRIODs 1s printed and published at 58 Sharrard Grove, Intake
Sheffleld.l2, by Messrs Bentcliffe & Jeeves. Subscriptions &
material to Eric Benteliffe, at 47 £11dis St., Greatmoor,
Stockport, Chzs. Art work to Terry, at no. 58, etc,

SUBSCRIPTION rate 1s 9d a copy, or 3/- for 4 issues,.( POST-
FREE). In the U.S,A., the price 1s 104 a copy, from Dale R,
Smith, 3001 ¥yls Avenue, Minneapolis, Minn. U.S.A..

TRIODE 1s an irregular e¢ffort, upon which we lavish all our
care and affection., The rough schedule 1is quarterly, but
don't quote us on that

APOLOGI®S DaIPT. The loyal comrsaes of the United Triode of
NonSoviet Fanzines offer their condolences to party members,
both inner and outer, and to the proles who have bzen blinded
by our colour:scheme. The difference lies in the price dear
fandom, not in our politics. 8/6 a ream, as against 13/7. We
‘ain't going to argue with that.

THIS IS A FISNDISHLY FANWISH FANZINE
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INTERMISSION

By Eric Rentoureg

Having this week received the latest Hypiien, the Mad deader, and a
letter from Norman Wansborougn, I feel supremely fannish. I fear that this
BEditorial-column mzay confourd those who believe that at heart 1 am a serco,
serious and constructive, fan. Not that I dont have serco tendencies at
times, I do but there is usually a good reason for them. I just have to be
serious about some things, women tor instance, you just have to be construc-
tive with women, otherwise how could you crect anything!.

Which profound thought leads me to bemoan the lack of Femme fans in
the Stockport arca, to bemoan in fact; the lack of any fans in Stockport!
For aftor considerable investigations, time spent hanging arcund the loceal
bookstalls, time spent hanging around the local library, time spent in the
local Jail for namnging around! I can : fimitsl7 "' state that there are no
fans in this burg.

I can also state that with the cxception of a blonde named Jeane, the
Stockport librarians are very unattractive.

I did oncec almost discover a fan, I think. About six months ago I was
travelling home from the firm one evening on a ratiner overcrowded bus', it
was so crowded that even the men were standing. I was wedged between a bod
with a parrot cage (empty) in one hand, and an extremely fat female whose
breath smclled of yoghourt. I know it was yoghouri because her tongue was
obviously at least ten years younger than the rest of her. But I digress.
Yes.

Suddenly, from somewherc near the front of the bus' I heard "Yes; but
I dont think Dianetics are to be taken too seriously'". Laying back my ears
I attempted to worm my way towards the speaker but was thwarted by the chap
with the parrot cage. And during a squabble for an empty seat with a couple
of dear 012 Ladics { which I won ) for an empty seat, the 'fan' got off the
bust. I1've looked for him since but never seen him.

I have seen the¢ bloke with the parrot cagc though, several times since
and the cage is 2lways cmpty!

There are fans in the hills around Stockport. Harry and larion Turner,
who live at Romiley are only about five miles as the crow flies from here,
due to the perversity of the Chushire roads however, you have to travel at
least half again this distance to get there.

I have reasons for not visiting Romiley too f
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often, too Hq?ry and Marion have only | NORWAL MATERTAL WILL|
recently moved into the area, and an unsus— g

- gl . e ] A BE RESUMED AS SOON

pecting fan visitor is apt to find himgelf AS POSSIBLE
painting walls or breaking paving stones ﬁ" .
for the crazy mixed up garden paths. £




It was at Romiley I had my first introduction to the fandom of the
future, Phil, Bill, and Bob, three rombustious youngsters whose standard of
swordplay would'nt discredit a Planct type hero. And I have bruises to prove
this s

There arc fen in Llanchester also;, Manchestcr being a village some eight
miles dovm the road. It's also known as the Wet City; and one of the reasons
I dont see much of the Menchcster crowd these days 1s that I have always been
a poor swimmer.

Stockport never secems to get written about either; s-f wise that is.
No aliens have yet landed their spaceship in this arca, no giant ants have
been found in the local sewers, no galactic mirded humanoids have offered the
keys of their planet and unlimited scientific knowledge to the Mayor and
Aldermen of Stockport.

Please, wont someone urite a story with 3Stockport as a background.

Stockport did once momentarily forge a connection with space. About two
years ago the cast of Take It From Here did a skit on the flight to the Moon
theme. After several good gag lines they reached the satellite and landed.
Dick Bently, was first out of the rockct and as he set foot on the Moon he
said to Jimmy Edwards, "Jim, is'nt it lone¢ly and desolate";....the reply from
Jim, was; "Yes, just like Stockport on a Sunday afternooni®.

Hhmmmm, if I remember correctly the Mayor and Aldermen were rather peeved
at this comparison, so perhaps the galactic minded humanoids had better not
pick on Stockport as a contact point!

Gt Ny

Hope you enjoy this issuc of Triodey; I think that there's a fair amount
of goodly stuff within these fourty odd pages. Liy own preference itnis issue
is for John Berry's very funny piece about Ghoodminton. But I got guite a
few chuckles and assorted belly laughs from lizl, Mike, and Lric Needham.

Sparked mainly by this piece of prosc on Rockbunsg, I am wondering whether
to inaugurate a Tall Story Club in Triode. The idea being that if any of you
have a favourite yarn, length and subject immaterial, you can send it aleng
and at the same time let me knos whether it really happenrced or not. I would
then publish it without any comment as to it's veracity, the following issue
T would stzte if true or prevarication.

Anyone care to start the ball rolling with an account of; 'When I was in

Poonac...' 297
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The next issue will contain reports on the Cyrtricon, providing the Triod«
editors and columnists are able to remain sober. And as that event is very
close as I write, I'1l wish you a very pleasant time in Kettering.

OH Yes...and if you are bringing a female along to the con, tell her to
watch ocut for Jeeves Black Panties!

il
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by I- awokeo gently, that first morning aboard the Am-
VAL erican vegsel, as ths sarly light of twelve o'clock crept
, through the cracks in both the cabin walls (a very effic-
ASHWORTH 1ent sir-condltioning system was iIn orecration and thers

was no less than one fan in each cabin), to the soothing

realisation that I had at last exhausted All the possible
connotations in Bert Campbell's statement about the climate of a South
Pacific Isle being 1deal for auplication (and very pleasant connot-
ations some of them were tool). It was my usual wont to take anesarly
morning stroll but this morning 1 exerted my will and d4id.

I was rather surprised, as I walked over the decks, to find
'Courtenay's Boat' still afloat. I hadn't really expected it to grow
in size and 1t had hardly bsen more than a mere fleocat when we had
come aboard the previous evening, but I was slightly surprised newver-
theless as thare was so llttle of the actual craft and such a lot of
sheer good luck., The vessel had a wooden foundation, having bsen con
structea on the Atlantic ssa-board from the wreckage of the ¥Weyauwege
hotel which had been removed Bloch by Bloch, The name 'Courtenay's
Boat! was palnted on the ILeeward bow and a chart of the heavens which
served in navigeting, had been constructed on the starboard side.
The englnss were situated on the port side of the ship and produced
a contlinual whinz which

—— e

gave almost everyone e e
aboard, at various =5 . 2> - — ; u/i\\Lé;
times, a cnlosseal AL PR ' : B 08
hsadache and very (”\i e s AW A A K
often, sea-sickness (N ./ - A\5 A
or as it was tsch- S ff /i N ’ ,»iaai ‘
nically called, a \\ P/
thangover!'. The [/ 5 Ix

TS

Serious Constructive 5‘“?’/ ﬁ\/\,/'(
Fans had established\w§/7“
their guarters in the
stern, while the True ‘
Fans were centrsd more

around the funnels, 9 2/“‘% fasaidl
As I sat on the (3 ;.
rails and gazed at the JT::QQ ) //
- ‘1_/'

Great Gray World around
us my vision slowly
cleared, and I bscane
aware of the blusness of 7© /\
the sky and the warmth T
of the sun on my dirty \
knees; of thes murmuring Q
ocean and the throbbing, (
/\.\

pulsing 11fe which >
inhavited it. I sighed; .~ ?)

being allve was almost S Y -x//”i;)
as good as reading a S = :»,,/.w; )
Ray Bradbury story. ;75?5{'5 Saiie v, ,w%’ﬁjjiﬁw::::igL
As I sat there alons ,',.;‘.41— ,,hw cen ' N /olvfng’NN



with my thoughts and a copy of 'Futuristic sScience Stories', aric
Bentcliffe wandered along the deck and we got into conversation.He
said that some of the Znglish fans were already tiring of the trip
and that despite aifficulties of arranging amusements in such a
crowded Space,Diversions were being provided at irregular intervals
by the Llverpool fans, and the forsdeck had bsén cleared and wes
being uged for minlature golf, He mentioned quite casually that Pat
Doolan had been macde the officlal ship's siren and I went clean off
the ralls. I strolled along towards the bridge in the hope of fing
ing a game of pontoon, or at least of finding one of the decks 1in
use for a card game. Sounds of commotion were coming from the hride
and when I got there I found Ving Clarke apparently interceding
betwsen Bob Tucker and Jdesse Floyd. Ving told me they were arguing
sbout which'canal we had to pass through to reach the Pacific, one
maintaining  that 1t was the Suez Canal, ana the other that, 1t was
the Panama. I jolned Ving in trying to point out to them through
the use of semantlcs, that it didn't matter in the least what they
called the canal, that the name just wasn't important at all. We
were both greatly moved when they eventually saw our point in =a
wondarful flash of enlightenment, and thanked us for showing them
the error in their reasoning. They then set course b\ {
for the Susz Canal, We wers greatly moved agaln “Q\N s B
to the extent of a hundred and eighty degrees, \\2(?3/ Fe
when-Bertram Chaendler,navigating, finally Ty Bl 411:;_
corrected the courss, which he had worked \ALgbd\f ; 00
out by the Cuba routc, ond we set sail full o \w$3 ~ '
steam ghead (thes steam bsing supplied in = a)\

buckets by the Bulmer Aqueous Vapour Go.) ; fk\
for Central America, ' é% —-\\

Ny

The initial few days on board
were the hardest while everyone was bscoming
accustomea to thzair new way of 1lifs and
the first 'Hyphen' to be issued during the
voyage was complstely filled with back-
cover quotes. The British fansg tended to
look upon the Americans, now
that they had coms to accept
thair real sxistence, as
something more than human,
more than fannish =ven, dus
to the fact that they wsre
apparently able to understand
Willis's speech almost with-
out difficulty. A nasty situ-
ation threatened for a while
due to the tactlessness of some
of the Americans in asserting
that Willls had an English accent.
Other mlnor upsets occurred,as
when one faction insistzd that
woolen blanksts ware too warm
for the steadlily increasing
tempsratures and that cotton or
orinted covers were an absolute
necessity, but most of these
troubles passsd without any large

A >

POTEE
Ll



scale disturbances, although an occasional broken zap-gun littered

s

members of the erstwhile i7
London Circle organised

secret and slightly esoteric (:,H
plan called Operation Tarmacadam,} A
the object of which was to promote /)
strife among the various fan N
factions in an attempt to enliven

up the decks. % - 3 /i/
A few days out | \ }
from the rendezvous, some S N {/éé%i/
@\ e
a \\{

the monotony of the tiip, but /
Those Who Had Come From T
The North merely e e £

and continued to sublimatell
their sublimations in the %
usual Truly Fannish #ay. o~ //“.\
The plan did however micezd ~—— A [ =~
in causing some friction vetwsen itsf\¢ :
inaugurators but thils was finally oy
settled by Good 0ld Vorman Wansborough Sy
himself, who came out of his secluded retirement(Into N
which he had been pensionsd off by a grateful (so 1t‘/
wes claimed) fandom, at the rate ol three < 5
=\

prozines and a 224 stamp each per week) QHHM
and gave an uplifting spesch on the ' ‘ . \\\
unity of Pankind, which I shall remem- /‘4 ’/)/
ber as long as I fan. #s he skldded in \it:::::::::é;::;:;_“:?

a stately manrer on to the aals, the ' : ¢

band strueck up with a rousing tune, ', 1
tCretin's Awake; salute the happy Sperch fYow g 3 vnan
moron! and Norman stood, a tall and

noble filpgure against the smoky chirmney stack. After his speech ,
Chuck Harris reverently proposed that Norman be votsd a BNF and the
motion was carried almost unanimously although there were several
abstalners (for whom a special supply of orange julice had been
acquired) and one or two dissenters, whose votes were alscounted
due to it beilng definltely established that they were In no cond-
ition to express an opinion st the time as they were suffering from
dysentry.

smiled in united and : = =
tolerant amusement e

Only a few days later cams the first sign of technlenl
trouble when, early one morning, ths beiler firer emerged from the
engine room covered in grime and dirt and reported that the only
reactlion he could get from th: sngines was that of belching filthy
smoke in his face. Ths ship's sp2ed dropped alarmingly and grave
fears about Fandom reaching its destiny and its destinatlon were
expressed. It became obvious that recourse to o sail would be a .
necessity and Ted Tubb again attemptad to hold an auction. As all
the neofen were down below obtaining John Russell Fearn's set of
autographs and had been so since the heginning of the voyage, this
did not meet with any success and becameé more in the nature of a
meeting devoted to telling the Captain what to do. Many, many
impractical suggestions were put forwarda befors someone suggested.
that we row, to which Ted Carnell pointed out that 1t would do no
good to fall out over the matter. Having been at one time rather
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keen on canoeslng, I suggested that we paddle but Ted Tubb quashed
this with a caustic comment about water being too deep to paddle,
though we mlght manage to swim. It was becoming increasingly obv-
ious that Pandom was just drifting, anda bitter recrlmlnations for
this state of affalrs vwere hurled at the True F¥ans by some Serlous
and Constructive Elements. The meeting gradually dispersed after
having ultimately decided, almost unanimously, that !'Something had
gone wrong', and a black despair took hold, quarterdeck and bridege
allke, untll Lou Mordecal, collecting empties, found that a large
number of empty hottles had been pushed down the chimneys.

As we approached the Indies several Caribheanies came cut to
meet us In their canoes on the Gulf Stream and attemptea to sell
us some current promags, but they met with little success as many
of the fans on the venture had by then Seen The Light and become
Truefans, so that they just responded woondenly with 'What's it got
to do with Fandom ?'!

The eplsode of how !'Courtenay's Boat' took the wrong opning
and found 1tself six hundred miles up the ’mazon before it was
realised that somethling had again 'gone vrong'!, has no place 1in
Fannish History as it would only be distorted at some future date
by a jealous humanlty. Suffice it to say that when monkeys e¢ross-
Ing the river, swung from a branch on one bank to a branch on the
other vlia Bert Camphbell's beard, we reallsed that we were no lon-
ger 1n open sea, and retraced our course.

Eventually we salled into the calm Pacific and there was
nothing but blue sky, birds and James White above us, whllst 1In
the placld water below we watched sea-horses in ths corals,s=nd 2ll
snrts of things happening on the sea-bed. Danger lurked there
among the beauty though; monsters dwelt in those deeps compared to
which jellyfish were a mere trifle; it was Impossible to trust
even the closest fronds

£s the ship turned the corner at the top of South America ,
wve suffered our first contact with the outside worla sinee leaving
and the eplsode necarly ended in disaster for Fandom., Another
vessel appsarsd on the horlzon and very shortly sailed alongsige
'Courtenay's Boat! and hove to. Too late did we reallse that
bookansers were upon us and before we had time to ralss a slngle
zap-gun, grappling hucksters had been thrown across anc had eng-
aged several fans, Ted Tubb got into a towering rage over thils ,
declaring that 1t would ruin his Group Marriage system and the
bookaneers left hurriecdly and soon dlsappeersd over the horizon,
Those hucksters who had been left aboard the fannlsh ship wers
thrown into the seéa and left to the mercy of the other sharks.

Ws all felt now that we wsers nearing our objsctive and dss-
pite the small (even if excellently positioned) proportions of the
femme fans (a factor which later had a wildespread effect on the
development of the fannish colony), Willis's pun that we had all
had 3 maritime, found general acclaim. For some whille, however,
dissension had bsen brewing regardaing the food which was being
served continuously and rmonotonously iIn the shape of ham sand -
wiches, Ons faction maintained that no finsr diet could be asked
for, whilst their opnonsnts averred that the staple diet shouldts



votato erisps. The situation boiled to an ugly head but Burgess was
uneble to affect it in any way, and it looked as though The Second
Staple War must inevitably break out. Then, at the eleventh hour ,
one morning, came salvation.
LAND WAS SIGHTED !
Ah thz tumultous cheering which broke out from the four fans
who wers on the deck at that time! After all the heart breaking

months 1t looked as though our quest was at last
fulfilled. CGuickly then the others were awakened].f? 7
and preparatlions for landing were made in el l\JE/_\]:)

such an atmosphers of friendliness and : ‘
co-overation that 'Space-Times' and Triode —//"»\ ~
vers both on sals at the sams side of : N\ \—
the ship. I lesaned hard upon the ) <\ \*4;7/
rail trying to guess what J :

ths future might hold, —

(and seeretly, I adnmit 1t, 1)

hoping that it might be R
Pat Doolan or Shirley
Marriott, and that it
wouldn't e only the T
future which would do

the holding), as the
smadge on the horizon
became a blot, bscame a
blur, became a dirty

mark, became a flatbed
roller:pad. I fanclied
that I could see the

sun glinting on the

whlte sand of the beach, ' Q Nt/
and I nudged Tom "hite
who stood next to me
“Shingla", I said.
"Don't be a fuggheag,”
he answered, "You know
I'm married, have you
been drinking..,.?"

'(C Be COnlnuxed_ VQYU SQQH.
And here 1s the next part. 7}pkp1' [+
tAN

e,
by Wkrvq Jegves

WHAT HAS GONE BEFOR: 1= For a fuller understonding of this part it
is necessary to have read the preceding five pages, including this
one., T.J. Now read on.

Throughout the langth (and breadth) of the voyage, I had been
slecping off the effects of the Supermancon, but Mal Ashworth's cery
of 'Shingle'! now awakencd me. I hastened up the cabin steps ( Vols,
1l to 99 of Authentlc) paused on the top one to read a new serial by
Ken Potter, and then hastened once more (but faster) past the new



'mast (The old one had been mizzen for ages),to the oo | wew
quarter deck which was so called, as it was e s s
entirely constructed out of 25¢ magazinﬁs. i
snatched the glass from the captain of the day,
1t was empty, so I snatched one from his mate,
she resisted which made a stalemate. A stalemate N/
is no use to me, or Ted Tubb, so I .lgnored her and ™\
looksd towerds the land, Trua 2nough, we were
approaching land, It was easily 1dentifiable by the
amount of s0ill which covered 1t. Fans b2gan to
cluster on the quarterdeck. Burgess and ansborou?izy

descended from thelyr home in the crow's nest
Ted Tubb, lssued out leave passes to his tight
1little group, and even Ron Bemmett left hils

unfinishsd article, 'The Bradbury Story, . ;7/\
part 97!, to come end geze. Seconds o ;

later, we struck land, no one was hurt,
and Captaln Ken Slater 0.C. Land Forces,~\ TN
took cormand. He 1mmediately called for \&Qkﬁ:k
two voluntsers. "I want two fearless, public
spirited fans, two men who can contact the

natlves 1In a friendly manner, and ensure a

peaceful reception for 21l of us", The response '
was only .1% short of 1007 as the gallant -

captaln could not stesp forwa rd w1thout going % ;
overboard. He finally sclected Stuart Mackénzie,

and Bert Campbell., They were sent ashore with
strict instructions not to proveoke the loca
inhabltants........Being practlsed runners,
galned the shlp with a 100 yerds lead of
howllng mob. We sailsd away amidst a shower
of spears, war clubs, and copiece of 7
'‘Eye' which had been offered for PR oy
barter.

they

/ _Burgess ang-————
Onward we sailled, sver onward. Wansborough descend
We awoks one morning just in time to
see the Panama Canal falling behind us, we had 1nadvartantly
drifted through during the night. ‘Even so, a careless key orderly
mast have left all th: locks undene. Days passed, more and more of
the fen emulated Mr. Campbcll and joined the ranks of ths anti-
Sheverites, Ennul set in, followed clossly by Beril-berl, and its
mutant variation Razz. Luckily, Doc Smith put aside the final saga
of the !'Great Grand-Children of the Lenst and devoted his talents
to the healing of the¢ sick. By an intravenous injectlion of bich-
lorophenoltoohelwivit and a policy of scpgregation, he soon had the
diseases under control., The only setback came vhen one of ths
sufferers refused to be segregated until he had consulted a large
dictionary, apparently under the impresslon that segregation might
hamper his group marriage activities.

On the morning of the 973rd day, we again slghted land. (We
would have sighted land much zarlier, but bBertram Chanaler's slide
rule had a scratched cursor, thus introducing a eyclic function ,
and we_had been going in a circle until 1t was discova ed when
someone polnted out that the sun sst on different slildes of ths
ship on alternate days). Slowly, we approached towards this little
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lump »f lené. Niarsr anc nszarer, then sven near2r than that, at last
%a weres near ennuh tn have a really onnc 1ook =t our nswest «iscov-

3Ty, | -
Tt was obviously Baster Tsland.....

Profitinz: from our previous error, we cild not strike land,nor
2id we senG out the twn rrevicus mlssionaries. Nnat that 1t would have
mattered, ss w2 soon lscenvarec that the inhablitants, having svotted
our arrroach on their radasr, had evacuated the lsland, Ied by Cup'n
Slater, we beoan .t explors. The welrdly carved firures became ths
butts foar many witty puns, quips, end marry jests, but as usual ,
Willis =ade ths best crack by inserting s stick nf dynamite in one of
the firmures., The islana seemec¢ t»n have sverything we could possibly
neec with the exception of fand, womsn, and water, In spite of these
minor inconveniences, varlous fen ber an to establish themsslves on
shore. Norman Wansbaroush, offered a trip in the first moon rockst to
ev erynne who delivered him onsstons statue a week. A statistically
minded fan eonduected 2 roll, anc after carefully merking sach quest-
ionnaire, published the startling results that out of all the femfen
on the i1sland, 100% »f them were females, He also cdlscovered that
svery fan on the place had sither hearc of TRICDY, .or haé not, and
that every ploneer fell Into ons »f three clearly defined classes,
via:, 1. nged Q@ years, 2. Under @ years, 3 Over © years. One or- two
fen, lacking the truly statistical minc were Iinclined to gyuestion the
usefulness of these results, tut were punishec for thsir lack of
faith, by havinc thelr zap cuns trampled in the oirt.

Meanwhile, otler fen were huckling down to the sssentinl work
of cettinz out the first fanzins, Willls, with cogeed persistence ,
wes buslily ensared In suncranering the back of a stone 1dol, with e
Intention of convertins it inte a flathed uurlicator. Chandler was
~olishing the scratch off his slise rule, and Benteliffe was busily
composing a sonnet cum calypso on the blue skles of Manchester..
Frances ®Wvans, as cnok general, was solitting some corn into two rest
riles., Covers in ons, stories in the other. The pamblers in the
Fantesy 4rt Soclety.were orcanisineg a draw, ané the authors had hired
gardeners to dlxs ur ploLs for them,

Plcture this peacefule scene. Fandom, love, anc healthy i1 °*
living (Isnore those drunken sots flzhtinz In the corner with whisky
fillec zap-runs). MWirvana (unpais eevert) at lsst, It seemed as
thourh ths true worth of fzncom wag finally vettins its chance. Into
thls peaceful scene a fan comes staggering, FPor a while, no one
réealised that he was sober, bhut had been running. "is breath was
eming in short (black) pants, (room 140, ten o! clock), but as he
bezan to regain his composure, thestory began to emerze a bit gt =@
time. "Up on the hill...puff", swig of whisky. ". huge metal tower
oo .puff" swig of whisky., "Notice on the side...puff" another whisky,
"Tuvverly notice...puff.....puff, puff" Very reluctantly, Sanderson



passecd the whisky. "Printea on a Roneo 500...puff,...puff, etc,cte"
Sency gave in z22ain, "Sez that the tower wosh put there by aAlec ",
More puffs smerged, until the cistrait fan sounded llke the P1¥ing
Scotsmaen, but to no avail., He tried a further gambilt, "Silly clots
coan nowow to spell »¥IEC, missed out the L...No L ....Noel, Noel ,
torn is the,." Thls rusical interlude was cut short by Slater passing
the g£in. Sandy also offerec to pass the rest of the whisky, in the
bottle, and fast, 1f the rest of the story didn't come qulckly.
"Well, the notlsh sez that this tower 1s a new clear fishing bomb ,
gipned ATC, Not sportinz to use bombs on fish ish 1t ? No L éither
Noel, Noel, born is the king of Iz-er-aye-e¢ll..." But notody heard
the final ditty, they were all pilinz aboard ship. Sail wes holsted
and ignoring Newton's law of motlon, 2ach fan began to puff thelr
hardest into the sail, thoughtful fan (Burgess ?) lassooed the
musical meassenger, yanked him aboard, and set him to puffing on the
sall along with the rest., One or two fen not only iznored Newton's
Lew, but also ignorea the more recent Law of Motion passed by
Beecham, We literally streaked away from that island.
Behind us, ths sky flareu with the mnutterable
brilliance of a thousand suns, at least, thath
what went into the log. i4ctuzlly, no one agw
it, as we were all ton busy hidins behind the

hastily erectea radlation barrisrs, They were . PP
constructed out of svery story evsr written { £
by Cargo Shotgun. Not even a neutron could T ‘
get through that lot, Flnally, our syreéen — -
walled the 411 Clear', and twenty-three men  [/% 7 ur

trizsd to crowd into her cabln, thinklnes 1t fﬁh. AR

was a personal call for them. Finally, a B :: l

rota was establlshed, order resumed, and the sl
radiation harrier re-stowed in the bllge. We {g/
salled onward 1nto the unknovm, '%44;

Less than three months after the exploslon, food became scarce,
scarcer, ana finally non-existent. Famlshed bodles lay around the
dscks. Fans cheweca thelr nails (lucky fem fen), others chewed the
rag, and one vro-ed ate hls own words. Starvea bodies writhed in
azony. The captain could 1snore the symptoms no longer., With a
bold hand, he made a stoical British entry in the log. "We are
getting very hungry"., Vealiant attempts were made to provice some
sort of synthetic substitugte, Mathemsticians served up pil, meat was
carved from the bulwarks, the dead llgshts were pried (courtesy of
Pet er Hamilton) The crow'!s nest was raided for eggs, ana even a few
young scuppers vere skinned and popned in the pot. These measures
were only temporary howevaer, ana then they only lasted for a short
time. Finally, there was nothinas left to eat, every suggestion led
to frustration, and even the thwarts were thwarted. The final straw
that nesrly broke Pete Campbell's hack, was the discovery that Bert
Chandler's cursor had developed another scratbh, Once agaln, we had
been sallinz rouncd 1in circles. Pete had discovered this by noticing
that we hacd been followinz a groove 1n the water, obviously worn
there by our rereated rassaze over the same place. Chandler's plea
that a stray neutron had richocheted off his cursor, scratching it
in ths process, was not =2ccepted. The lynching over, our hunser
relapszé for a while, but very soon, we driftsa back into apathy,
coma, sloth, and genzral hunpgrinsss. Llife held nothing for us,
Death looked us in the face (collective) and turned away revolted,
- ok . e a
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Jan Juanszn tilotec the 'WFlying
Duteh—an' ri1 ht =zast us, tut
rafuseu T©o hanu us so mach as
a fer lcuu csrrets. Regsven

oulu nat claim us, Leatr *oulc
nnat claim us, i2ll +as ton hot
for us, trs s2a too ret, It .as
3 11\”1’ nrnsnict, The cavtain
muee cnother bold sntry In thoe
log, M"yRevI IW - LOUSY", Than
a thourvtt struck him, anc h=
l=ft ths catrin, Fe returncu
munchin, a succulsnt =orsel,and
~aue tnothesr bold ¢atry in the
1o, "YLOVI L4 H LOUSLY

Jdust hen things .ere tep-
Innin. to lon¥ black, 1e
itoesnblum hae n 1des, (ifikz 1s
a man *ho has rsad benks) Mllks
rementeriu redcln sons che
somathing about thers belng flsh
in the sza, . sSHA LoV, Wike
48 a'arced the Fannish Cross
(X41) hick :as ploneu on by the
staff of Spice Times, t o nints
of wuplicator ink, unc a free
subk to Trioce, the final zift
recucing hin to tears of thanka, 1ltroush the fzet that it .es
the Spaczman’s zdition printec on onilon stin vauer may have hean
a contrioutory factor, ihatazvsr the couse, 1% re~alnsa the man

ho snved us, and thus tarousbh rim, e vere sr:red to continue
thls sapsn. Tunz In next issue for another sripting instalment of
y~ur favourlte careal, Romewber, If you are a subscriber, you
73t your cony carlier, Be ¢« =in and ¢2t 1t over v»ith, sudb no .,

”l\\\

TO &, CONTINUSL

..... . - L] L I I L L I I TN IR I IR I I N 3 ® 0 % 2 9 % 0 0 9t Y Y Y ;
SUPTORT TH. CYTRICON ... LKOPTSRING 1985 g
The ecitors of Triocde vish to inform 111 \\<§g Ay
and sundry (fans incluued) that anyone -h / Foy

»isheés to buy them a arink, should not miqq
attending tre 1955 Convention, to be held in

\\\ \\\/\
the George Hotel, Kotteringp. w
Fostilities ana frolies will comence on /
Fricay, April the 8th, and armistice w111 be
signed on Moncay Morning, April the 1lth.

*11 the impnrtant ¥d¥yYYd battle parties LrNN
v1l]l engapge the enemy on the Saturday and
e Sundavn You will also
For full acetalls, write now, to Joe find Ms !
pyres, 7 Doris Rd., Kettering, Northants. #hat more do

you want %



Reprints are not going to be a regular
feature in TRIODE but I have two valid
reasons for reprinting from Nova publ-
jeation SCIENCET FANTASY, the following
article by Alfred Bester. First, 1it's
a darn good article, and T does reach i
a few places SF does not. Second, it 0
simply cries out for comment, and as '
SF does not have a letter section, it

can not be discussed therein. EB.
IHAT'S THE DIFFERENCE
\/\/H"‘\ 5 ! i _/lirER:NQt

By

Alfred Bester

For the past few months I've been reading English science fiction with
interest and enjoymecnt. I've been reading the comments and criticisms of
Fnelish fans with even more interest and enjoyment, particularly the inevit-
able comparisons between English and American stories and authors. ( I had
almost, like St. Tony Weller, said "inwariable!).

Invariable might be the better word after all, for fans; despite their
good will, cannot help being enthusiastic partisans, and all readers who
are not also authors must be forgiven for making the natural mistake of
classifying authors in order of merit. Wc, who are brothers in our exacting
craft, are more understanding. We know. that the one difficulty is to become
a writer, and, having passed that final test, all of us and all of our
stories ere equal in the eyes of our profession. All else is merely a
question of personal preference and taste.

Comnerisons of storics and authors are worthless and unfair. You may
prefer A to B and insist that 4 is the better writer. Of course you mean
that A is more to your taste, and - there will surely be someone else who
arefers B, I myself have certain favourites among science fiction authors,
men who can do no wrong in my eyes. I also have 'Bete noires', writers who
can hever please me 10 matter what they do. But as a fellow craftsman 1
respect both and would never dare evaluate them. It 1s simply, I repeat, a
question of tastec.

New a man's taste reflects himself, and he reflects his 'milieut,and if
we explore this briefly 1t may throw some light on the interesting difference
between English and American science fiction; but always provided we agree
that we are not asking which is the better. Neither is better; we are simply
trying to discover why the tup styles have different qualities.

The American and English cultures differ tremendously. We¢ in the Statos
apre a nervous, high-strung people, anxious, insecure, generous but confused,
painfully sager to get places bui not exactly sure where we are going. We're
very much like n small boy iv hin flret %orm at school who has a tendency to
run and shout excessively for fear of being left out of he knows not what.



Duir science ficticn reflects this. It is nervous,; high-strung,generous
out confused. It is a painful striving for The Answers. We in the States
want The Answer io Everything. It must be definitive, short and quick.
Bternity must be explained in a sentence, our galaxy in a phrase, our place
in it in a formula . . . and then off to other important Answers.

English culture, as refleceted by it's science fiction, inight be likened
{0 the big boy in his last term at school. It is assured, relaxved, aware of
it's own value, conscious of & long, honourable history, and doubtful but
not a2fraid about it's fuiure. It is too sophisticated, or a2t any rate too
well bred to run and shout.

This marifests itself in the guiet tempo of the English stories, the
leisurly developement; the emphasis on character rather than action. To me,
the nhysical action in English sto-ics naver quite rings true. 1 nave the
fesling that it has been fabricated by a people vho have forgotten the terr~
ifying violence which we accept as wvery day commonplaces in the States.

And the conflicts’ of vheracter in Bnglish stcries rarely approach the
violencs of character confiict in our american stories; agein for the same
reason. The unmorciful warfare bestween human beings which we accept as the
aturz] order of things in the States has long been bred out of English
civilizaticn.

3ovh styles have
i

ippeals and drawbacks. American science fiction 1s
cvciting. To resd is 1%

ke being cocped up in a room with an hysterical
strangsr. No matter how ignorant of the situation you may be, no matter
how calm and poisad, you begin to absorb the stranger's tensions ( by osmosis
' sou zi11) and tremble in harmony. No literature in the world can approach
e wansion a2nd excitement of our American product because no people in the
2 ave as “.nsa and excitable as ourselves.

(=)
o

.{;

2+ the drawback oi American science fiction { outside of the fact that
e way ot cnee for hysteria ) is it's devotion to The Answers. Too many
torics atten; t to lefine God and Man, end war, perpetuate peace, and make

definitive avort the future of the cosmos. In their impatience to find
Jhord, quick answers, American authors have a tendency to reduce life to
woaad numbers.  MAll men .are MM, they say. "All peoblems are P. ‘Therefore
f ilus 2 ecuais A {The Answer) and now lets gel onto the next problem'.

New this sort of thing is wonderful if you hapren to have a taste for
tonsion and pat answars, Many people, both in England and America, do;
=wany doni. To the latter, the inglish style in sclence fiction will appeal
wore shrongly. IV is calm, elow, celaxed. It does not search for The
Imsviors. it atmemnis to explore bumaa bahavier; and brings to it's explor-
adiap a matlre sense of va.ues and a contident courage. It makes a realistic
arpraisal of bhe Tutvre w T.otorded by the infantile dreams and delusions
tar afflict America.

Dut at the seme time, this relaxed tempo and mature interest in character
which zre the glory of English sciencc¢ fiction, are it's drawback. Too
often Enclish authors are conitent to mine stereotype story situations which
ware avendonad years ago by their American collesgues. It is true they often
dig up new 2nd fresh aspects cf human behavior from them, butf they impose a
dreadiul burden on the reader.

Je 211 know the venerable science fiction cliche of the mad professor in
the lobvcietorary; his lovely daughter, his handsome young assistont, and the

-



monster born of his experiment. We all remember how those stories inver-

iably (inwariably) began: "Explain your experiment to me agein;Professor .
.. .M Dear God! I can remember writing 2 turkey of that sort myself long
ago.,

Nobody does it todey. Imagine then, the burden you would be placing
on 2 readsr if you placed an interesting and novel idea a2bout human behav-
jor in such a fromework. I doubt whether any reader would get deep enough
into the story to reach the idea. "Explain your experiment to me ~gain,
professor,” he would read. "Oh hell! Not That one again,” he would execlaim
and flip the rages to the next story. Yet, alas, this is what Bnglish
science fiction has been doing too often.

I have struggled through scores of English stories, chest deep in cliche
continually tempted to give up in disgust. Almost always I have bcen glad
that I did'nt give way to the temptation because I've found tucked away in
the stereotyped nlot, a fresh and interesting idea. Just to balance the
equation I might add that I've ripped through scores of American storiecs,
enchanted by the alr of excitement, only to be bitterly disapointed in the
end to discover that they were a2ll excitement and no idea.

An English editor ( who shall be nameless ) tells me that this English
weakness is a reflection of the taste of the English science fiction fan.
T believe this. Just as I believe that the idea-less excitement of Amcr-
ican stosies and/or the pat answer is a reflection of the teste of the
American fan. And in a larger sense, both are reflections of our cultures.

It would seem that the obvious solution would be & compromise. Let us
combine the virtues of both styles into one great international style which
will be a credit to science fiction authors and a joy to science fiction
fans., But this is impossible. OQur cultures are too widely seperated, and
are growing steadily apart. Both are in transition and the end-products of
these changes may be totally incompatible.

Moreover, I'm against any such amalgamation. What's the difference if
we're different? I said that one style was no‘ better than the other.
T should like to see tham continue on their seperate wnys, doveloping and
maturing apart. I would be unfaithful to science fiction, the expression
of these turbulent times, the promise of a fabulous future, if I were to
advocate anything that smacked of sameness, imitation, loss of individuality.

AS an American, quite naturally I prefer our American science fiction
( with all it's faults and omissions ) to any other. We are differcnt; and
so long as we remain different we shall both be the better for it. Let us
be friendly rivals, if you will; let us cnvy and admire each other; but let
us meke no comparisons, no evaluations of good and better.

So long as we are different, we are both the best.
— Alfred Bester

There are quite a lot of statements in
this article that I dont agree with.
For instance, if writing is a craft{as
Alfred asserts) then there must be deg-
rees of craftsmanship! . - ) .
I declare, this article QV.'N FCR
DISCUSSION. eb.



By..... JOMN  BERRY.

T have always been impressed by the z2tmospherc at 170 Upper Newtownards
R3, Belfast. I dont mean the twice weekly fanac session. I am refering to
the Willis family itself. Walt, for instance, a big-name fan, permanentky
attired in ink stained trousers, telling everyone about his visit to America.
Madeleine, the fans Perfeot Wife, cager io fight for her husbands prestige,
and a veritable cyclone when it comes to the Ghoodminton Court. Carol, a
pretty girl aged seven, already familiar with such scientific words as tblast
~off', 'extra-terrestial', 'positron-pistel'; and 'Chuck Harris'!

I decided to bring my housechold up to the same fannish standard. The
first thing I did (to create a general impression of fannish good faith) was
to invite the stalwarts of Irish Fandom to my house. The evening went splen-
didly. My wife Diane, was delighted. She said that Walt, Madeleine, BoSh,
James, Peggy and George were all very nice people, and if they were fans,
there must be something in it.

So far so good.

My next step was to get Dianc to read Hyphen. To try and whip up a bit
of enthusiasm, I told hcr Walt had printed an article cof mine in it. She
replied:— "Just goes to show that you cant always go by appcarances. I
thought Walt looked very intelligent,®

She was serious, too.

¥ell, eventually 1 persuaded her to read Hyphen after she persuaded me
to buy here a pair of Nylons. I like to tnink that I got the best of the
bargain, reasoning that I would have to but her the nylons,anyway.

Progress was slow but steady.

My next attempt at indoctrination was rather subtle. I decided to try
and introduce fannish jargon into our conversation. I arrived home from
work one evening, smiling cheerfully, and as I crossed the threshold, I
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asked:— "Any egoboo 2" "No," she said, "You'll have fish and chips and
like it."

I resorted to psychology. I gave the matter a great deal of thought,and
decided to interest my small son in space ships, rockets and flying saucers.
I explained how they worked, what they were for, and what they looked like.
My theory was that whilst I was at work, he would talk to his mother aboui
them, and so make her uscd to hearing tho expressions, and gradually come %o
accept them.

The following night I sat down to my cvening mcal, and as Dianc poured
the Tea, she seemed rather pleased. "Colin has be n talking about inter-
planetary flight all day, have'nt you,?" she said turning to him. I chuckled
to myself. Success at last. I turned to the wee boy, to pat his arm.
Something hit me between the cycs. I saw brilliantly coloured lights and
beautiful flashes. Slowly, removing buttered crumpets from my lap, I managed
to reach a sitting position on the floor. Colin was screaming. '"Daddy has
. broken my flying saucer with his head,"” he screuched.

My wife held up the remians of one of our becst china saucers. She shook
her head slowly. I felt rather despondent. I mean; I had triod so hard.
{ Excusc me a secc, the bandage has just slipped over my eycs, and I cant see
to type. Ah, thets better.)

So I went up to 170 again, to sce wvhere: 1 had gone wronge. Yes; therc
was that delightful atmospherc again - fandom personified. I looked at
Modeleine, as with typical feminine disdain, she tried to hack Bob's fingers
off with her Ghoodminton bat — then suddenly I remembercd. Of course,
Ghoodminton, that was the secret. That was where I had made my mistake.

I ran downstairs, mounted my bike, raced home, screeched to a halt and
rushed intc the house. With perspiration flying off me, I yelled,"Ghoodminton¥

Wy in-laws were in the housec. I had'nt seen them at first. My father-
in-law is a big man. He is also a sportsman. "Ghoodminton?" he gaid incred-
ulously. "Yes" I panied.

My brother-in-law was also present. He is big and broad and young and
strong. "Choodminton?" he asked with eyebrows raised. "Yes,™ I falterecd.

"There is it running,' asked the father-in-lew, "Epsom or Aintree?'. "It
is'nt 2 horse," I said, somewhat exasperated. "It's a game. Yillis invented
it.lf

"A game"they cricd in unison. M"How do you play 1#?". I explained the
basic rule that really, all there was to it; was that you had to knock dovm
a shuttlecpock with your bat into your cpponents half of the court.

They looked around my dining room pensively. Suddenly, they moved as one.
The china cabinet, mirror, pictures, and othor miscecllancous and breakable
articles were dumped under the table, vvhich was placed in the middle of the
room. 1In no time at all, thc carpets and mats wore rolled up, and placed
against the walls. Somehour, I senscd impending doom, especially ‘hen they
asked for the Ghoodminton bats and the shuttlecock, pointing out that they
had nreparcd the court.

I explained that those items were the monopoly of Obligue House.
“%e must improvisc," they said.
I was powerless to check them. As his bat, my father-in-law chose
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volume V11 of {the Encyclopedia Britananicoa, which loolied very snall in his
huge fist,

My brother-in-l:r, chosing to ignore his fathers itelleciual bent,
sglected the fire-screen. Their eyes flashed round the room; looking for
something to use as » shuttlecock. T dont gquite know why they picked on the
marble ashiray - they dont sincke.

Need I go one ?

We got £27 from the insuraace company, claiming ratihcr untruthfully
that the floor had cavid in. And ve Jented a acw dining room suitc,anyvay.

But one thing bcthers mo.
I s%ill cant seem to get ny wifc inwerusted in fandom.

A A ol A A S e U J R T [ I (I S I G T P e * 2 R e ’ P L N . S 3 A
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I'N__IN__RECt? OF....

Le Zombie. Published by Bob Tucker everytimc a Zombie avakes, and duplicated
by Dean Grenncll. It's a pity that Bob has'at the time to put out LeZ more
often these days, it's a very excellunt publication. And; about the most
legible duplicated fanzine I've ever seen. Hijzhspots of this issue are Bob
Bloch's con report. And 2 piece by Talt /illis on Ud fan nubbing which musi
surcly make the USA fan-cd glad he don® live this side of the pond. If there
are any copics left, you can get them froms; Box 702, Bloomington. Illinois.

Lyric., Which emanates from Jim Bradley (545 N.E. San Rafual St,Portland,
Orcgon.) is a Lithoed zine, the make up of which is very attractive. The
artuwork too is very impressive but I was'nt particularly improessed with the
material herein. If you like poetry, you'll probably disagrce with me but
apart from the excellent drawving by Jim and Bob Kellogg; I cant enthuse
over this zine. I prefered it when it ~ras duplicated;and less pretentious.

Abstract. Is also no: done by the Litho' process ard the resultant zine
definitley cannot be faulted on reproduction, Bocause of the cost of this
process, FPete Vorzimer has made Abstract a vest-pocket sized mag (5 R any
It's a little difficult to read on the bus but none the less attractive for
the reduction. The materiel is of o f2irly high standard; best item,

once again by friend Bloch. Worgt item an over-casual column by Terry Carr,
who does better with the stylus than the pen. - 164 Toyon Hall,;Golcta,Calif.

Frontier, Is the official bulletin of The Society for the Advancement of

Space Travel. It's cdited and produced for the society by Dale R. Smith ot

3001, Kyle Ave, Minncapolis 22, Uinn. This First issuc is conccrned mainly
with presenting the society Charter. If you are interested only in the
lighter side of fenring then Fronticr will not be of iptcerest to you, but

if you are seriously intercsted in Space Flignt then write to Dalce for a
membership application blank. This socicty (it's a merger of the STARDUSTERS
and the Society for the Conquunt of Spacc) could, with the B.T.S., help

to advance the czusce of of spaceflignt; and th: druam of mz2ny fans. The UK
representative is Hike Wallace, 207 Hessle Rd; Hull, Yoriks.

It shall be the duty of' the sccretary to exccute the followingees..
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"No Claude dear — you must go straight to sleep tonight - I wont tell

you about Tucker's first death; and I certainly shan't say a word

Moskowitz and Wollheim just before you go to sleep.

to you tonight.

I have a column to write for TRIODE.

about

I wont even read Pogo

ully to sleep and dream about having an article in Quandryt

Tap. Tap. Tap. ABA——--

P A1]1 right hrat.

You just go peacef-

Stop making 2 row like a
Methodist minigter coming unexpectedly upon a London Circle party. I'il
you some fairy stories then if it's the only way to keep you quiet; but
will be fairy stories of my own and they wont have any point, probably

tell
they
no

hero's or heroines, maybe not even a villain, definitely no plots and no
Now let me S€€ucccsos

morals. Certainly not any morals.

" Well once upon a time there was a fan called Hal Ashworth.

rather like me, acted rather like me and even wrote rather like me.
Among the things that he wrote was

Silly, Twisted Boy.

fe and Terry Jeeves.

He looked

The

a column called
ABACCHUS for a fanzine called TRIODE published by fans called Eric Bentclif-

YWell, when this Mal Ashworth was'nt fanning - which

was'nt very often - or doing other things - which was even less often - he
took an interest in a subject termed General Semantics and actually owned a
book called SCIENCE AND SANITY which he thought to be one of the diffilcult-
est and most complicatedest books ever written in the English language.

He also thought it one of the most valuable, so he tried to understend
it and of course he liked to mention it surreptitiously in his articles and
columns every once in a while just so that everybody would know that he was
terudite' and 'learned! and 'had actually read SCIENCE AND SANITY' ( which

he actually had'nt ).
Was Loovely.

This was All Very %11 and Everything In The Garden
And then one time he happened to mention the book in one

instalment of this column he wrote for TRIODE - and thatl was the beggining

of the end.

Christian and Moral Fandom and condemmed to the depths of ignominy

noted sex-fiends like James White and Chuck Harris.

Ever after that he was ostracised from the heights of Truly

with

Ne longer was he eble
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to pass himself off as a learned and erudite, innocent young fan concerned
only with egoboo, producing O PAzines and reading THE ENCUANTED DUPLICATOR
No longer could he write romantic, pedestalising poetry to beauntiful femme
fans without being laughed to scorn. Beecausc -~ you sce - the person who
stencilled his column ( and for some biased and whimsical reason like the
fact that it was donc on Terry Jeeves typcuriter; he suspected Terry Jeeves)
typed the book title 2s —woem " SEX AWD SANITY™.

MThat story certainly nas nc rmorals. But then it does'nt stand alone."

"And perhaps too rrt'd like to here about the two fans who went to see
Ghod ? Yes I thought you would. 7¢ll on2 of them was this lial Ashworth
again and the other was ial's 0ld Uancle Tom "hitc who was a venerable old
fan with a flowing white beard, red hair, pink eyes and a semi-rotary dupl-
icator. IMal thought a great deal about his uncle Tom ( lial had - as you may
have guesscd - a morbid mind ) and uscd to chivalrously defend him ageinat
innuendos by Lancaster Fans as to him bsing old and decrepit. But to get
back to the story of how they went to see Ghod. YWell they went on a train
to Heysham and on a boat from Heysham to Belfasts they had been looking
forward to the trip for several weeks and Unclc Tom had been telling all
sorts of wonderful storics about ships and the sea and people who were so
sick they vomitted up their entrails,; and pecople who, after their first sea
journey, would never travel by sea again and about ships having trials in
the Irish Sea which had had gun-turrets weighing many tons and which were
rivetted to the decks, swept clean over the side by the seas. Because of
course Uncle Tom was in the navy. Somewhere zlong during the early part of
Uncle Tom's story-telling Aunty Betty decided that the place of the wife of
2 fan was not in going to see Ghod with her husband after all but in staying
at home and collecting the post of the doormat every morning."

"1l anyway after a very useventful journey during which they nearly
froze to death on Keighley station and mortally insultied two Irishmen on tne
train whon they suggested that a2 porter at onc station should learn to speak
English, they got to Heysham and boarded the Duke of Argyll. A steward
opened the door of their cabin for them and promised to call them in the
morning. Long before thon they were calling him and cveryone else aboard
the ship. The trouble was a minor one really but to these fans who were so
excited at the thought of mecting Ghod next morning and wanted to get some
slecp so that they could spark and scintillate with fannish wit in the early
morning Belfast sun; it scemed important. It was just that vhoever had
built their cabin in the first place had fixed one of the walls of the thing
onto some piston or other in the engine, so that as soon as the engine start-
ed up, the walls jived back and forward and clattered and vibrated all over
the placc. And they kept it up 2ll the time the engine was running. And
whenever the engine changed gear or vhatever engincs do on ships the walls
jittered and bopped with a diff.rent frequency.
Which was probably great fun for scmebody but
just did'nt =2ppeal to the fannish scuse of
hurmour. But eventually they got to Belfast and

- while the twec fans stood on deck and looked
at the snow-covered hills eround Belfast in
the early morning light - the ship, obviocusly
realising the fact that it ought to act in
accordance vith it's geographical location -
went into the harbour backwards. And as they
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prepared to disembark -~ or as we say on dry land, 'get off' - these fans
noticed two figures standing on the qu-~yside looking, as Uncle Tom put it,
like "two detectives waiting to arrest Crippen”. They quickly deduced that
the one supporting the bleary-eyed one with a halo was Bob Shaw; this meant
that the bleary-eyed-one-with~a-halo was probably "alt Willis. It was. They
got off the boat, said "Hello again" ( it was only about eight months since
they had last met), asked if they were in the right country for Belfast and
climbed into the Heavenly Chariot which was most successfully disguised as
a lorris car.”

"Then Walt climbed tehind the whe.l; tickled the cary; and it scuttered
off up the road. The two country bumpkin fans in the bacseat held tight,
tried to make witty remarks through clenched teeth and closed their cyes
every time a bus loomed up twoe inches in front of walt's shoulder. Time was
when thev had wondered if it was really true that there was no such thing as
a driving test in Northern Ircland but inside of three minutes after lcaving
the quayside they were convinced that it was one of the most Bternal Verities
of all time. But it was; after all a Heavenly Chariot andy; as it turned out;
everything was All Right on that account and they need'nt have worried. So it
was that in thc carly morning light they came te the housc numbered 170 and
pauscd outsidc for 2 moment of silent contemplation and a quick look round
for hidden booby traps, before passing through the portal and mecting Madol-
¢ine Willis and Sadic Shaw, both of whom had also been dragged from their
beds at a ghastly and uncarthly hour. They set around and chattcerod, read
a poctsarcd from Jan Jansen; met YWalt's daughter Carol; who was the vory
cpitome of cverything a wonderful Irisn coll .en should bec;, and had breakfast."

"After that the day set out to prove to them just what good quality time
they had in Ireland and how fast it could flow through the clocks. It flew.
They were wisked; skidded and carcomed around the countryside near Belfast,
in the car with Walt and Bob; saw the very impressive scat of the Irish
Government which looked like the palacc of the Games l:achine in 'The World
of Null A', old world towers and things perched up on hilltops; castles and
"gquaint old corrugated iron thatchcd cottages'", as 'alt said. They saw the
fannish de¢n and the Enchanted Duplicator and the iarilyn lMonroe calcndar.
They listencd to such brilliancies as "it's no good learning to touch type
if you cant touch think" (Walt}, And they playcd Ghoodminton.”

"The carnage of this folly was indcscribable. These two innocent, shcl-
tored fans from the shecp country came to Belfast and actually played -
Ghoodminton! These two scrious, constructive co-cditors I TGE
actually stood at oppositc sides of a table and batted
cach other over the head with picces of stiff cardboard,
tried to dismember onponenis and poke a four eycs out.
And of course not being prepared for such an unfannishly
active ocecupation the result was awful to behold. After
tnis they werc given refreshments, led across the road
onto ( and strangcly, not under ) a bus, takcn down to
the quay and put onto a boat - which was, fortunately
bound for Heysham. They stumbled into their cabin and
fell asleep. The next mornirg - thore must havc been
an carthquake in Heysham becausc they actually woke up.
And then it started to come back to them. Ignoring the
engrams they had aquired in the Ghoodminton gamcs they
recalised, as they hobbled towards the train, that they




had had a wonderful tim , that anybody who had been and met the ¥illiscs,

the Shaws, John Bourry, George Charters, Jamss "hitc, and Peggy Martin could
not possibly havc donc anything ~lsc; that anyonc who had been at the
largest mecting Irish Fandom had wver held must have had a great time what-
¢ver lics their broxcen tibias and cracked fibulas tricd to tell thom.

If thc mundanc world had'nt szid a very forceful "No" thcy would have taken
Walt back the POGOS and WADs which they had borrowed; the very next wockend,"

"And now I supposc you want to hcar about how two fans worc nearly
frightcned to death in Locds by a vision of Beort Campbell 2 Well cursc you
Claudc; I'1ll bet you've becen aslcoep from the sccond sentence (300"

Tap. Tap. Tap. ABACC——————,

The End.

Thc Vhitc ong;showed his centhusiasm by spouting blood all over the floor.
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E'M IN RECEIPT OF....

Orion. Is an unprctentious but very cntortaining zinc publishcd by Paul
Encver from @ Churchill Avenuc, Hillinsdon, Middlcsox. The material is
always of a high standard, and thc¢ best of it is quite often by Paul himsclf.
There is a Grecian Column contributed by George ‘“'hiting, and a very nicc
thing from John Berry in this currcnt issuc. The lettur suetion is cxcellcent.

Satcllitc. Published by Don Allen (3 Arkle St, Gateshcad 8, Co. Durham.),is
a far morc pretcntious zinc than the above but not ncarly so ¢ntertaining.
The duplicating and layout is very mpocd, the artwork really exceptisinal but
the material is not up to the high standard of reproduction and art hercin.
If Don can shake a few of his writcrs up, he could have a rcally terrific
mag. 1 think the lctter section nceds 2 little enlivening too.

Confzb. Emanztcs from Bob Pcatrowsky, and is onc of the tio top letter-zincs
currently boing publishced. (Thc otacr is Vernon MeCains REVIEY,) Within thc
pages of this mag you'll find intcresting discussion on just about cvery
topic both in and out of the fannish rangc. In the curcent issuc there arc
letters from Bob Tuckor ( on the cvils of Cincmascopc), Red Boggs ( on tho
importance of buing Evans), Vern licCain ( on cverything ), and sundry other
folk. Get it! From Box 634, Norfolk, Ncbraska.

Alpha., Bolgium's and dcfinitely continent™! Puropcs only fanzinc is a very
nice zinc, Well produccd and al.ays full of intcresting matcrial. Number
nine, the most rocent arrival has material by Dean Grenncll, Nigel Lindsay,
gseveral people called Jan Janscn, and, of coursc the othor cditor; Dave
Vendelmans. Therc's a nicoly pruscntcd column by me too. UK subs should go
to Ron Bennett. LMatcrial to Jan Janson, 229 Berchemlcei,Borgcorhout,Belgium.

Operation Fantast., Has rcappcarced on the fannish scene, the zine of thaot

namce I mean. OF is an intercsting mag, you ncver quite knos: what to cxpcect
ithin it's nages but the contert is alweys well written and usually quite
provocativc. There is rather a surfcit of rcovicws in the issue I have here
(No.17), and I'd suggest to Kcn that he feeaturcs his rovicws in the duplic-
ated FANTAST bulletins, and kccps OF for other matcriel. IT'S A SHAI'E too

not to usc a little art with Litho 2t your command. /22,Broad St,Syston,Leilcs.,
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Part 3; MHAGAZINES
By
Dale R. Smith

Professional magazines are the cclourful backbone of the literature
of Science Fiction. This swift parade produces a range and quality of
material that is truly enormous. It sweeps by, and will soon be lost
to us unless we are prepared tc save; catalogue, and shelve numerous
issues. 1954 alone produced nearly two hurdred english language issues,
But what can be more colourful and intriguing than such a collection ?
Certainly little, if anything, that falls within the financial scope of
most of us.

April, 1926 marked the real begiunming of the science fiction magaz-
ine with the first issue of Amazing Stories. And since that most imp-
ortant issue, over twe thousand issues of over sixty different titles
have been published dealing primarily with science fiction. Fringe mag-
azines ( DOC SAVAGE, GHOST STORIZS, GOLDEN FLERECE, HORROR STORILS,
SCIENTIFIC DETECTIVE, WEIRD TALES; etc.; etc.) will increase those tot-
als considerably. And there are also plenty of issues prior to April,
1926 containing meterial of value to a Science Fiction Collection.
SCIRNCR & INVENTION, a monthly preceeding Amazing Stories, is but one
notable examnle. =

No explicit rules can be set forth to guide the collector of magaz-—
ines., Taste, available funds and space, and other factors, will dictate
the size and scope of each collection. Some collectors insist on
complete magazines in near mint condition whils others will tolerate an
igssue missing a back cover. Host will collect continuous runs while
others will be interested only in issues containing stories by specific
authors or illustrations by a specific artist. Numerous combinations
and variations are possible. The well planned collection will have a
definite pattern. In one the ovmer will point to a shelf and proudly
proclaim that the twenty-threoe magazines so neatly arranged contain the
sum total of published fiction by a favourite author. Another may do the
same concerning an artist, but the most popular type of collection 1is
that of complete sets of one magazine: .

Of great importance to each collector are the checklists and indicies
that have been compiled. None is perfect or complete but all contain
information of value. The following are a faow of the most important.

INDEX TC THE SCIENCE-FICTION MAGAZINES, 1926 to 1950
compiled and arranged by Donald B, Day
Perri Press, 1952, 184 pages.

"Phe index contains the information you need to find whatever interests
you most in the field of science fiction magazines. The entire field is
covered: all the science fiction and most of the fantasy magazines,from
the first 1926 AUAZING STORIES thru 1950; over 1275 issues under 58
titles, all cross indexed by author wnd title.”
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The years following 1950 are covered by the following:.

1951 MAGAZINE INDEX THE 1953 CRECKDEX
.~and . - by Charles Lee Riddle
1952 HLAGAZINE INDEX - a Peon Press.

both by :Edward Wood .
The Journal of Science Fiction

Vol. 1, No3 & Nod. N

Unfortunatly there is no completc index to the. British magazines.
Some energetic fan can do a great service in this respect.

CHECKT.IST OF FANTASTIC MAGAZINTS CHECKLIST OF BRITISH S~F & PANTASY
by Bradford .. Day, 1952, 23 pages (Fagazines; original & reprint)
This is one of the best and most by Eric Bentcliffe, 1952, 12 pages

complete of the general checklists. This-is the only comprehensive list
of British titles available.

A HANDBOO¥ OF SCRINCE FICTION AND FANTASY
by Donald H. Puck, 1954, 151 pages  This contains a very excellent '
magazine checklist.

Collectors interested in the fringe titles will find the following
of values :

AN INDEX ON THE W&IRD & FPANTASTICA IN IAGAZINES [ZACABRE INDEX,No.l
by Bradford 1. Day, 1953, 162 pages : By Wm. N. Austin,1952

The future prospects for magazines is anything but good. The paper
used is generally chdap and subject to fairly rapid detericration.
Sunlight and oxygen reduce it to a brown ash in just a few ycars. The
ideal solution, where permanence is concernced, is a light and gas tight
vault, where the magazines may be stored in an inert gas such as Helium.
Only in this way can the magazines be preserved for future gencrations.
But this would be quite expensive. Microfilm, would be next best but
still far to expensive for the aversge collector. However, the concerted
cfforts of a large group of fans sincerely interested in the preservation
of the literaturc of science fiction, might be able, to interest some
philanthropic organization in such a project.

Well, have fun with your collecting but don't overlook the fact that
magazines in good condition often bring nice prices. Keep the magazincs
you buy today in good condition, and if ycu ever decide to give up coll-"
ecting, you should be ablc to have a nice vacaticn on the proceeds from
their sale.

Next issue we will explore the fabulous realm of the Fanzine.

*% This checklist I compiled., I still have a f'ew copies hanging around .
the place, and if anyone cares to write for one, and enclose a quarto,
stamped envelope, they can have a copy with pleasure. If you happen to
have the 'misfortune' not 4o live in the sterling area, write in-and
just enclose an envelope. IB. ' : . v
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by

Terry Jeeves

Apologles are due to Ving Clarke, for my unkind remarks in
the second 1ssue of TRIODE. They were mede in haste, and run
off in the same manner. Since then , Ving and I have sorted
out the matter, and as often happens In such cases, found the
trouble due to a misunderstanding , and mainly on my part. It
was too late to alter T2,so I am taking the first opportunity
to apologise to Ving here and now, Sorry Ving, and I'11 try
to count ten in future

Lack of an art-folio this 1ssue, 1s due to three things,in
the first place, we haven't one to hand. Then the running of
two episodes of the Future Histéry has consumed a load of our
avellable space. Thirdly, we wanted to get this ish out for
the Cytricon. This month's cover, 1s another picture by Tony
Glynn, our third attempt with e brush stencil, Comments woula
be apvreciated, but when I think what Tony Thorne had to say
about these stenclils, I'd like to hear what he has to say now.
Last month's cover was hurriedly faked uv from a Glynn 1llo ,
as the original one by Gooch seemed to have got lost Inside
¥essrs, Gestetner's offices, they were doing it by their own
process, which seems rather slow, as 1t hasn't arrived in the
TRIODE printing dept. yet. Maybs you'll see 1t someday,

Plans are going ahead for our anniversary issue, and Eric
and I hope to stagger you with the front cover. If our plans
work out, that issue will be in great demand , so if you want
to be sure of a copy, subseribe now.

Harking back to the art-folio for a moment , we are both
gratified to note that a certain pro-mag 1is copying us in the
production of an art supplement., Of course, the professlonal
job 1s done on nice paper, and uses photographs, but like our
mag, it has testhing troubles. The page numbering seems to be
completely disorganised. Incidentally, the same magazine has
also got 2 lovely little story line.........'the Intermedlate
frecuency amplifier, a diode......Now I'd hate to argue with
any character who puts half the alphabet after his name , but
it seems careless, to allow such a slip, when it only neeced
a few marks on the margin of the ms.,, to convert 'dloede' into
'TRIODE ', but in this case I'll stick my neck out, a dlode
can't amplify, (Not even in a voltage doubler circult) but a
TRIODZ can. I wonder if the editor has a semantlic block which
prevents any favourable use of the latter word,..? Anyway, 1t
1s more usual to use pentodes In the stages of I-F amplific -
ation.

Random thoughts dept., I wonder what the cover pie on the
latest 1ssue of Fez 1s meant to provoke ?..charges of putting
out a 'smutty! 'zine..? I'm afrald that cover gal 1s not so
hot (nseds more clothing)....Wonder why my mail has dropped ,
ever sinece my 'photo appeared in the Vargo Statten mag...?
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The royal and ancient game of hazard billiards was gilven
a work-out last week-end , when Eric came over to Sheffleld to
help run off T3. The paper hadn't arrived, so we spent the time
In unfamnish practices. Friday evening, was spent in trouncing
the snooker playsrs in a local pub. On Saturdsy, I allowed EB
to accompany my hsart throb and I to ths pictures. fric's name
is now 'Wolf' Bentcliffe, as having Feiled to run TRIODE off ,
he gttempted to run me off instead. Silly twisted boy, but one
who asks for punlishment. The three of us went for a gulck spot
of glgple water on the Sunday, and Erlc was so entranced Dby a
plunging neckline, that hls name got extended again. Please
note that in future, g5ll letters to BB should bear the full
Inseriptlion.. 'Eric 'Wolf','B.E.M,!,Bentcliffe'! msq. The Esq,
bit 1s just part of our free plug service for contemporary
magazines,

Ron Bemmet and I are meeting In battle at the Cytricon ,
that 1s, if ths place bonsts a snooker table, and a tablatennis
table, Bon issued a t.t. challenge, so I reciprocated (?) by
issuing a challengs of my owm. All proceeds (?) are to go td
the Transfan Fund.

Gafia {and sunny Spain) w11l claim me for two weeks in
June, when like other famous people such as Arthur C Clarke, I
will be doing some under water swimmimg., Whet a chance for =a
certaln nameless one to sabotage my aqua~lung ! Now let's get
everyone arguing over who I mean..,.bss sJJTT09Ued JT9% °Suy

]
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Mike Wallace

I am afraid. . My hands, once so steady and firm on the keyboard, .are
shaking and palsied. My thoughts are sere and filled with a nameléss dread.
Through every waking hour I feel the shadow of some awful foreboding.

SORETHING is happening to fandom! I know not what it is I fear, only
that it may spell the doom of the fannish world. The evidence is there for
all to see: A look at the letter—column of TRIODE No.2 gives ample indication
of the fearful chanre which'hds come upon us: Vin% Clarke, the gentle under-
standing, and kind old uncle of all followers of the faunish path, writes
bilious ‘and irritable letters of comment containing such words as "tautology"
included, so it would seem, merely to intform the illiterate and un-cultured
minions of fandom of his superior education. And, if this were not enough;
the divinely murderous Harris - famed throughout fandom as the chosen Exec~
ustioner of Ghu - writes a ?-tter, the like of which might well have been
penned by 2 sincere and friendly 1ittle femmefan with a love of all fankind.

There is something ALIEN about all this! The very traditions of fandem
arc in the process of being destroyed, and I dare not try to forecast the
outcome. I feel that one awful day, I shall walk tearfully through the
ruins of Trufandom. Or to express it another way - by shamelessly muteting
a poem of Poe's (that well known collaborator with Bloch):=

nand the Fan-Ghods, all pallid and wan,
Urrising, looking nhalf-denad,

Say the play is the tragedy 'Faan’,
And it's hero the conqueror Fugghead.”

Tt only remains for me to read a scathing letter of comment which has
been written by CGhod; to make my disilusionment completc. Then, sobblng
bitterly, I shall trail my broken body away and volunicer to form a Local
Chapter of the Vargo Statton Fan LeaglGecos

And it is regarding Mr.J.R. Fearn that I now intend to stick out my
lilly-white {vrell, dirty—grey) neck: Why does everyone keep on picking the
Vargo Statten Mag to pieces? Sure, I know it puts out crud, sometimes lousy
crud, but it does try to be pleasant ~ even if that pleasantness has =
basicelly mercenerary motive. I have read parts of several copies of the
mag, and (unlike Mike Jonkinson in ORBIT No.5) I am quite happy to let any-
one who considers that such a terrible offense ignore me to thelr silly
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little hearits content! U to a couple of months ago I used to send copies
of every prozine :ublishcd over here to a fan in the states; and in the
process I became =2quainted vith the real villians of the British s-f field;
the rurveyors of the lousiest crud, printed on the worst quality paper and
sold at an cxorbitant ricc:- The John Spencer Publications! They publish
about five titles of so-callcd s-f and fantasy, and it might do some of our
Statten-baiters good to take a look at one of their blots on the bookstall,
- a nerusal of SUVERNATURAL STORIES might really give them something to
complain about!

In case the Cyrtricon all-night qarties come over dull at any time,I'm
considering tal ing to the con 'rith me; a certain piece of property belong-
ing to the shoj. Said picece is 2 sort ofy kind of, clectric-hot-plate type
of thing. '"How would tiis liven up the ;roceedings?", you ask. Brother,
if you only kne=l A few days ago, we - that is me and our young assistant
who goes by the name of John - decided *w'd like some hot soup with our
sandwiches, so we got out this hot-plate (forgetting that when we last
tried it two years ago, it took an hour to boil a kettle Y {{( Do you cat
kettles regularly? EB))}. Anyway we plugs the thing in in the middle of the
shoe devartment (it would'nt fit tihc plug in the office) and I goes out and
gets two cans of Ox-tail soup. Ghu! Until you've seen our assistent, res-—
plendent in black jacket and striped pants, squatting like a hobo over two
cans of soup, you have'nt lived!

411 is peacful for a few minutes and then a bloke come¢s into the shop
and asks for a pair of socks. John; thinking hc heard the bioke say shoes,
picks up the two ecans of sou, and starts wandering uy and dovm the shoe
department emitting little whining noises, because he can't find anywhere
to put the thinas. I scll thc bloke some socks and he goes out. John goes
back tc stirring the sovp in the hobo-junzle the de artment has now become.

After a half-hour w¢ notice that the atmos;here is becoming kind of
thick, there is a lot of bluv smoke drifting around and also a rather
strong smell of burning metal. The sou; cans are standing in a metal dish
on to of the hot- late; and it suddenly
occurs to mc that it might have been a
good idea for us to have ut some water
in the dish! This I do -~ there is a
violent hiss and anothcr cloud cof va; -
our @goes to join the rest of the cumulous
which is hanging affectionatle around
the flourescent lights! . have now buen
cooking the sou; for some 45 minutes. A
littlc while later, Johu - his face |ale
with fright - ta; s mc ncervously on the
arm and tells me hc tainks thc sou, is
starting to fight back: the stuff is
sritting at himl! 1 go into tae shoe
de artment and talie refuge bchind a2 | ile
of shoc-boxes in order to safcly observe
this henomena. Surc cnough, the sou; is
giving way to sev.re and unconstitutio-
nal tendenciesy every now and then the
cens emit a shar c¢lanking noise, Jjum, an
inch or %t7c into the air, znd s it in a
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most uncouth manner! With the intrepid courage of a neo-fen trying to sell
a raffle ticket to Chuck Harris; I approach the hot-plate from down-wind and
grab one of the cans before it has chance to defend itself, I test itts
temnerature — luke warm! The soup had then been on the hot-plate for some
55 minutes! We...er did'nt have soup for dinner after all....

The magnanimity of publisners Grayson & Grayson is getting just a little
too much for me, in fact I dont think I can stand it any longer. 1 see from
the book-review column in NEW WORLDS, that they have brought out a publicat-
jon which they call 'The Sccind Astounding Science Fiction Anthology'. Well,
I suppose it is the second British a3f anthology, but it bears no relation
+o the sccond American one. ((hichl?})) Leslie Flood, in the review, ment-
ions ciprht stories {surely that cannct be the entire contents of the book!),
all of which (among 15 others) are included in my original edition published
by Simon & Schuster in 52, If I recall rightly, the first Grayson edition
was likewise mede up of cortain stories from tie '52 USA edition. Now this
is by no means good enough, in fact 11 1s not good c¢rough by half, Vhile I
can accept.that cost would be quitc a factor in the production of a complete
reprint of the USA version (583 pages), I'm still unable to see any really
valid reason why this should be an unsurmountable difficulty. After all,
some, perhaps most, of tho stories published in the original edition had
alrcady been reprinted over here ( I p rsonally remcmber reading at least 10
of the yarns in the old 64 page BiE's), so the cost of the stories themselvos
would not be prokibitive. I dont know whether aSf buys it's stories out-
right or only buys the First 3crial Rights (Serial Rights, have nothing
whatsoever to do with scrial stories. "PFirst Serial Rights" simply means
that the magazine concoerned buys the right to print a story onces if they
wish to reprint the story they must pay the zuthor for the Sccond Serial
Rights. And so© on), nor do I know how the copyright system works.

However, I just cant belicve that stories which bave been already rep-
rinted three times ( one over here) can cost very much. As to production
costs on such large volumes: Well, surely the chcapness of the stories
should oifset thosc costs. If Grayson & Grayson can afford to publish new
books at 9/6d then their reprints should be cheaper; or so it scems to me .
In which case I see no rcason why they could not have published a complete
reprint of the U3A aSF anthology to sell at about 12/6. Would any member
of the firm carc to enlighten me 727

HYHEN SURPTLIEZNT. Charm fcr Chick Femmefans:
7itk apologies to a "Mew Sunday Paper for ‘fomen".

So you want to be the belle of the coni You went all those tall; hand-
some, unreach=ble BUF's to flock to erds you li.e moths to a magnesium
flere, and wealthy pro-authors to buy you Gin and Orange! Yell, 1it'l girl,
you've a lot tc learn. Your main ally in the charm-chase is a good; truth-
ful, sometimes CRUEL (Brrrahnhahshah..1a..hal) full length mirror. Stand in
front of it. alk sway from it and thenm look back threugh the eyes of a
stranger {Tclepaths among our readers will find this very casy- - though,aof
course, we do not rccomend that you should let strangers into your rooms.
Perhaps you could get some high-minded BNF %o help yoﬁ) at what you see.

Not so good is it? Look at that right arm! ffuscles which would'nt
discredit Lex Barker! Thats what comes of not distributing your duplicat-
ing evenly between one arm and the other. Prom now on maoke it a resolution



alvays to alternate betueen both arms ( more if you have them) when crank-
ing the duper handle. No'r look at your hands. Are'nt they a lovely shade
of black! Dont you know thoere arg metheds of getting ink off your hands ?
Well use 'em! :

Which ends our little charm school for this time. But remen:lber, if you
have any problems, no matter how personal, 'Charm for Chick Femmefans';, is
always ready 1o help you.

Finis,
It's UNEXPURGATED! "
A !" [ANCRR A . A
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By

Norman G. Wansborough

On the 18th of December, in the year of our Lord, One thousand,Nine
hundred and fifty-four I went to London, as I of'ten do to hob-nob with
the fen resident there. This time I spent & couple or three hours with
(Fanfare of of trumpets) The Great [Roll of drums) The Illustreus (spell-
ing reform) (Clash of Simblulls) E.C, Tubb. That Xing of SF writers
(So what if he did bribe me with tea & cakes) Also taerc was the equally
great etc. etc. Ron Buckmatser  As Ted was going out ard Ron and Daphne
were going home they offered me a 1ift to the station where 1 got a train
and returned to the city. Undecided where to go, I at last decided on
Charing Crosa (Whoops forgot somcthing) ((ho is 'Whoops'?)) TFirst I
droppad in on Stu lMackenzie; Stu was just going out, and his wife openec
the door, and said they were going to a party, so it .ras then I was un-
decided were to go ond then decided on Charing X.

Think what might have happened! Stu might not have been going out,
and I might not have seen what I did sce. Ahl I see your trembling with
suspense and wondering what is to come next. A certain Rainnam Fan. has
told all! Well I'll not keep you in suspense any longer. So here goes.
Arriving at Charing X I camc out of the station and crossed the road to
a book store. I idely loocked in the window, then a name caught my eye
(prepare yourself) IT WAS [ILLIS A% first I could'nt believe this, surly
Ghod could not stoop so low as to bucome a filthy book writer. Then I
loocked again yes the name was "fillis, but sven now I cant belicve it; 1t
scems to impossible to be truc could I have been mistaken I admit I was
suffering a little from shock at the time so' the name could have bzen
ills, but I think I'm only cluching at straws and the name was 7illis.
There is some consolation. The neme was ‘'.li. (ILLI and the name of the
book UHIPE's SLAVE MAKET. ((Jamesi?!)) That is why I enquire has a well
known Rainham Fan told all ? I believe it's widely 'known that this fan
has e tensive knowlidge of same (sorry I should have said the fair sex)
I'm afraid I could'nt get the book as the shop was closed. So if znybody
gets a copy of this book I should be interested to read it.

Slanted towards the fan by NGY.



It's time for nll good fon; teo come to the wid 6f.ea.

THE FANS UNION

Says
Nigel Lindsay

The other day I was poing quictly about my business when it suddenly
struck me:

FANAUTHORS ARE NOT GEYTING ENQUGH EGCBOQI!!

Furthermere they have too long to wait for it. Just consider; you sit up
nalf the night writing a lot of twaddle ( I know it's twaddle because my girl
friend seys so, and she's always right - even when she's wrong). Then you
send it off to whichever faned has been screaming the longest; and if he's
not too busy he'll send you a bit of egoboo on account. Next there's a long,
long wait for his next issue to come out, and like as not the damn thing's
behind schedule! When it arrives you spend a few minutes eringing over the
tywos and ommisions, hoping that the rest of fandom will be discerning enough
to realisc where the blame lies, and then turn to the letter section for
your egoboo. No doubt the editor has emitted most of the letters which in
any wny praise your work, thru "lack of space". Even so; what egoboo you
find will be for your last effort. This one won't bring results for another
three months. Oh, you may get a few crumbs in letters recisved - ' saw your
piece in so-and-so. Hmm! Not bad...” But you can rest assured 1t will be
several months before the last morsal is gathered in.

Something must be done zbout this, I thot, and thereupon concieved the
idea of a Trade Union for fans, and spent that night dravwing up the rules.
This will be a closed shop, and all engaged in fanac must belong. In effect
the Union will ensure a uniform rate of egoboo for all fanauthors, based on
o national scale. All egoboo to be paid promptly on receipt of material.
Faneds who dont comply will be drummed out of the Union, and no members will
be allowed to write for them. Drained of their very life blood their zlnes
7ill fold. If they try using non-union fans at cut prices we shall take
strike action 2and then all zines will fold, and where will fandom be then ?
All to Hell I say, and I think you will agres.

Anyway, here is the price list I've drawn up, and I think that one and
21l will admit it is very fair considering the amount of sweat and loss of
sleer incurred in fan writing. Currency, is based on the scale laid dowm
by Dr. Linsey in his celebrated book "Panactivity of the British Male" and
it's equally reknovmed sequel '"PFanactivity of the British Female". The
unit of egoboo is the "Bhoo" ( spelt thusly to distinguish it from it's
antonym "Boo"). A Bhoo is the amount of egoboo required to effectively
increase the pulse rate ror one nhour. The Bhoo Pable is as follows:

10 Milliboos equal 1 Centiboo 10 Bhoos . nquzl 1 Decabhoo
10 Centiboos 1 Deciboo lc Decabhoos 1 Hectobhoo
lo Deciboos 1 Bhoo 10 Hectobhoo 1 Kilobhoo
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PRICE

LIST

Imnortant: Prices vary according to the grade of zine in which material

a1pears.
zines are Grade B.

Articles (casual single articles not
exceeding two pages)
() Serious and Constructive.
B 'Saesoecoscocan
Others.ecescosoasco
(©) Humorous
BNPlSnccasvosnon
Others.eccoosoas
Fiction (casuzal short stories not
cxceeding two pages)
(a) Serious.

BNFIS. c costmanesse
Others...

(b) Humorous.
BNF 'S enceisedands
Others..--c sa -y

Grade A

1 Deciboc
% Centiboos

8 Hectobhoos
4 Hectobhoos

{Fortvidden)
2 Centiboos

1 Kilcbhoo
7 Hectobhoos

Duplicated zines and all one-shots are Grade A; printed and hectoed

Grade B

5 Centiboos
2% Centiboos

5 Hectobhoos
1 Hectobhoo

(Forbidden)
Y Centiboo

8 Hectobhoos
5 Hectobhoos

NOTE: Special contract rates for series,.serials and regular contributors
may be obtained from the organizer (ms!)

Overtime (i.e. sxtra pages) per page

Doubling {i.e. cutting ovm stencils)

Vartoons and 1110Scesesmensesss Yro
BditorialScocodccccuhohinedeons .
Poetry savenrsaancs S o0 s <

BookKS.:comesavwed
llag8acoco .
FilmScecamare oY

Letters to the Ed

Revievs

T BNE'S.... o P
Qthersq.

Quotes and InterlineationSceccccecns

RenrintsS...>.c.. 50% of flet rate.

N.,B., The above reates are minimum,

recigve higher ratee where possible.
Prices to Subscribers:

NN OV W= bt

1 Decabhoo per page.

Hectobhoos
Blioo
Milliboo
*i11liboos
Milliboos
Decabhoos

7 Hectobhoos
2 Bhoos

—

Deciboo

or part of, 623% of flat rate.

5 Deciboos
Q Deciboos
; Mil.iboo

Milliboos
Milliboo
Decabhoo

=N

-

(discouraged)
1 Bhoo

1 Deciboo

Fans are entitled to ask for and

Fancds must obtain from their subscribers not

less than 10% over and above the minimum rate to cover overneads.

Gafia with Payt
per year for writing damn all.

RULES

Resular contributurs are entitled to two weeks egoboo

Befors submitting or publishing mss, members are to strictly observe the

following rules.

Ant default in this connection will be severly dealt with.

(1) No member of this union shall write material for 2 non-member, nor publ-

ish the work of a non-member, without the written consent of the Secretary(me!l)
(2) Before submitting or accepting material members must ensure that the fan
concerned is listed in the F.U. directory. Failing this, enquiries must be
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made to the Secretary.

(3) Proof of membershij is the production of the current years membership
card.

(4) Every precaution must be taken to safeguard publication for "UNION
FANS ONLY."

Sutocrintions One prozine per month to be sent teo the Treasurer (me!l)
together with the membership card which will be stamred and returned.

ADDITIONAL BENEFITS

Insurance Members are advised to insure their typers; duplicaters,; and
beanies. The P.U. will insure them at a ressonable cost against all risks.

Sickness Scheme Contributors tc the scheme will be kept supplied with ego-
boo during sickness, but not during convalescence when opportunity for fan
writing is unlimited.

Compensation 4 lump sum will be paid from Union funds for any injury to
the two typing fingers incurred whilst engaged in fanactivity.

Superannuation This has been inaugurated to rrovide a small weekly egopen-
sion to o-0-0ld and tired fans upon retirement.

A few notes on policy. Briefly, the union aims to protect the trufan from
exploitation, to encourage fanac by ensuring fair egoboo for all, and to
settle all disputcs by arbitration. It will vigorously oppose price-cutt-~
ing by crud writers and word~cutiing by editers. It is affiliated to the
TUC and will therefore enter any National Sirike which may be callcd.

It supports no political party.

Folks, this is the biggest step forward in British Fandom since the
advent of CfPA. To achieve our objective, 100% support is needed, so
scnd in your subscription nowil Remember our motto:

" UNITED “E'RE GRAVD - DIVIDLD WE PATT. "
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The Story of.... —
The Inediblel!l - D[]

THE INCREDIBLE!
RCCKEBUN

Eric Needham

(

By

ocO%

I remember this incident very well, because I was working near the

gun-range wnen the Rockbun made it's first appearance, The Church Army
ven which delivered it bore on it's side the legend, "Presented by the
Rotary Club of NEUDHAN, Massachusets." Outwardly indistinguishable
from other Rockbuns, it only came into it's own when an unfortunate,and
unguspecting armourer, working on the 20mm guns of a Spitfire, brike
his top set on it. In indignation, the armourer placed the Rockbun on
the sand of the gun-range, and gave it a burst of canon fire.

While this treatment might have damaged beyond repair any normal
Rockbun, it had no appreaciable effect on this mutation. And,; in the
course of several weeks, the Rockbun slowly, but surely, perclated
dovmward through the sand, and cventually made a reappearance undamaged
at the foot of the range in a litter of spent .303, and mangled 20mm
ball cartridges. From that day, tha Rockbun becams the scourge of 620
Squadron, R.A.F., Great Dunmow, Essex.

Undaunted by the Flying Bombs, and the occasional V2, us Erks were
a pretty case-hardened bunch by then, but the injustice of this Rockbun
survibing when ME's and Focke-Wulfe's had succumbed to the guns of a
Spit seemed little short of pure arrogance. We vented our spleen on
it for several days by using it as a football, but hen this made no
impression on it's adamantine surface we foolishly tried to get rid of
it by throwing it into the prop’ blades of a Stirling bomber whilst it
was being revved up. A few seconds later there came an almighty clang
as the Rockbun made a dent in the side of "B" hangar, a quarter of =2
mile away. This, so far as we were concerancd, was the finish of it for
us, but we had'nt seen the last of 1%,

On an aileron change in "B" hangar, some fe days later, I saw a
strange sight. It was 2 seagull; nose heavy with Rockbun, lumbering
down the perimeter runway, trying to gain air speed. It abandoned hope
after several attempts to take—off and subsided, frustrated, on the
concrete. A humane medical orderly collected the seagull and carried
it off to the ¥.I. room, where it was put out of it's misery.

On the runway, the Rockbun remained triumphant, until a taxying
Stirling with a Horsa glider in-tow; blasted 1t with it's slipsiream
dovm towards "E" Flight. It hung around the dispersal area there,until
the first of the Winter snow falls, buried it.



Tne winter dragged on, and spring came with the thaw and unholy mud
in which the Stirling's and gliders bogged down daily. One day,seated on
the tailplane of a taxying Halifax which was carrying me around the peri-
meter, I saw the Rockbun again. Preserved by deep-frecze or suspended
animation I do not know, but I felt a qualm of unease rise within me.
Some things a man can face, but this......

Over the months the Reckbun was kicked, Knocked,; blownm; throwm,flung,
hurled, and even fired from a. northover projector round the airfield.
On the occasion of the great assault on the Rhine; which carried the All-
ied Airborne Force's deep into Germany, the Rockbun still made it's app-
earance on that day of man-made winds when a mile and a half of Stirling's
and Halifax's, faced a mile and a half of Horsa gliders. When the air~-
field was empty, and the fantastic air armada was droning endlessly over-
head, the Rockbun.remained.

We felt depressed that no-one had thought of dropping the Rockbun on
Berlin. But finally the war in Europe drew ic a close, and on the day
when all the enemy forces laid down there arms in total surrender, we
rejoiced and got drunk, then sobered and remembered Japan, and the Rockbun,

One day, about a fortnight after VE day, I saw the Rock-
bun on the narrow lane leading through the bonb-fusing sheds
to the bomb dump. In the NAAFI, getting something to eat
after an RATF dinner, we heard a series of explosions and the
familiar scream of red-hot scraps of iron whanging through
the air. It was said at the time that armourers were strip-
ping fragmentation bombs in the dump. Fire~fighting appar-
atus from six tovms was called in to pump water on the furi-
ously blazing dump, and all whitewashing of fences and pain-
ing of white lines on roads came tc a halt or that side of
the airfield.

That night in bed, wearing my tin helmet, I *thought of
the Rockbun

As the popping and the banging went on into the night
with an cccasional hut-shifting Slaazm,.. 1 wondered just
who was the armourer engaged on stripping the bombs, and
whether the Rockbun.....but I'11l let you think about that.

They don't make Rockbuns like that these lays.
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Hill Harey

The night is c¢cold, and dark, and
damp,and when the rain spatters againsyg
the window panes, there is terror in my
heart. I am afraid of what 1s lurking
In the night outside, what is watching
and waiting....

4? I caress my gun tenderly , with
| f" loving coére, for when in fear of death,
% S man's best friend 1s his gun. When T

i

i
{

/1 look at her long sleek snout it gives
J o me comfort , at least I know I am not
0 Xt helpless, But the fear, the dread,never
0\\ [ iV leaves me. I ¥now +they are outside,
L wanting to come 1n.

9\V§U1 When the alien ship landed in the
i e field to-day, I went out fo welcome 1t,

/'71 ; but when I saw those crawling dripplng
A things, my heart turned sick. Anything
< that looked like that had to be evil. I
fired at them, and they retreated. They
knew I loathed them , they picked from
my brain the hate that I held in my heart. These beings that had come
from outer space were intelligent beyond my comprehension. They must
have had weavnons yet unborn in the minds of men. They could have level-
led my farm in the twinkling of an =yelid, but they didn't. They vant
me, I know not why. Perhaps to cut up my insides to see what makes me
tick. Perhaps to find out how 1Intellilgent humans are. Perhaps for a
hundred other ugly reasons,

Now it is nine o' clock and it is raining heavily outside. My
wife should be back wilth some help soon, Six hours have passed since
the aliens landed and I told her to bring the police. God ! what it 1s
to wait and know that you are surrounded by pink blobs of heaven knows
vhat, But they're afraid of me. These lords of the unlverase are afraid
of a 1little sarthman and his popgun,because they want him alive. Makes
you laugh don't 1t ?

"What's that? Oh it's you Rosie; thank goodness. Hello const -
able, Hello Mr, Freeman. Gosh 1lt's good to see you honey, how about =
kiss? Hey there Mr. Preeman! What are you doing with my gun 2"

Good lord! why didnT I realise it before? Those¢ wobblling jelly
shapes can take any form they llke, They are able to plck my mind, so
they knew vhat T was vaiting for. And now I am standing here, defence-
less, surroundsd by three dripping, siimy horrors,

- ) -l
- I

1w e ! S——
1 1'._‘? 3 ﬂ\‘ gw é ﬁ.

!
w L Sy - — | = )
g e £=9 = ’

= =5 S e Syt i



o

LETTEAS. NIGEL LINDAY...The outstanding thing
in this issue is Tony Thorne's "Book
¢ Club" I love that sort of humour, and
F TARAS this had me in stitches. In this
o S particular issue I think he has even
out-7illid; Walt, just slightly.((Tony
nas gince sold "Book Club" profesion-
21ly)) 2nd that is saying something
‘because "Bemigration" is not to be
sneezed ot (( Hayij). It's a treat to
see th® occasional works of Valt in a
British gzine. I'm gradually getiting
round to the U.3, zines in the hopes
of reading more of his et'forts.
Liked the Photopage better this time,
there where more fans that I know in
it. I'as glad that this is going to
be a resular festure. ({ Frequent, is
the word. I had to skip Photopage tkis issuo for lack of photo's, secems Fen
have a tendency to be modest or something. How:ver, Dezan Grennell has promis-
z pile of snaps so the feature should be back next issuc)) I'1l be able to
recognise you now in July, without you haviang %o carry a copy of the Vargo
Statten Mag or something ((Preferably, somethirg)) for idemtification.
The Symposium seemed rather too long to me - 6. pages to put over one idea,
and a good bit of repetition. And Ramsey Carson's article ditto. These are
the sort of items I call interesting, I read through them and was not bored
- they all add to the general interest of the magazine but I dont rave abeut
$hem. Oh, I do hope Mal spends that night in Bolling Hall. Tre report will
be worth waiting for. Mike “fallace, has & nice point in his co Tven
schoolboys have a fair knowledge of space conditions yet the editors of the
juvenile mags continue to let stupid inconsistancies .slip by. In Mickey
Mouse Weekly, some moron 1is writing a space-opera strip, wiith people getting
gassed by poison-gas pellets while wearing space-suits. Dodging flaming
{(Please, no cuss words, this is a family magazine)) meiteors in space, the
asteroid belt is as crowded as Piccadily. The even dodge a meteor by vress-—
ine down a disabled steering vane while floating outside in free-fiight. T
Lmc you ! Yet the bloke who draws the pictures is 2 genius. Oh well,I wes
very pleased with T2 all round. Tony Glynn's artwork is guite pleasing.

Veiled Comments by EB.

FALT WILLIS...How ~leasant it is when just for a change something if Fandom
vorks out exactly as you had hoped . Pete Hamilton gave me three days - notice
of his deadline for Nebula and since I had'nt got time co write to you T
held on in the hopes that TAIODE would just happen tn arrive., It did, Jjust
in time. Congratulations on tails farsighted piece of elalrvoyance. From your
referencc to "people playing with soft things like shuttlecocks' it's only
too obvious that you have never been struck in a vital spot by a shuttlecock
travelling at a speed approaching that of light. At this velocity according
to Einstein, ((Who's he ?)), objects tend to acquire infinite.mass and there
are seven peonle here ready to swear black and bluc that this is true. (( I
thought "Hyper-space" was out 1)) Very much appreciated the photopage, but
Chuck and I are in the doghouse hecause the picture of NI .-fandom does not
sjneclude Madeleine. Could you fix this up next time sc I can get something
to eat beside square meals ? Thesc dog biscuits hurt my tecth. ({ Tell

thy sweetest spouse to send a facsimile along. And try dunking the biscults
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in Monatomic-hydrogen, I believe this may help to soften them)) Someone cut
a sentence or two out of my masterpicce; but obviously Wansborough's column
is untouched, ( which is more than can be saic of it's author). I protest
aginst this discrimination; what hes "ansborough got that I heve'nt got ?

({ I'11 ask him)) I know that he's the Vice President of SAPs, but power and
influence should'nt count inr these matters. L7ve ilrcady given off about
Hairbeard in Nebula; so I wont say anything herc except that this was very
interesting indeed. Thorne was quite amusing; but the funniest thing in the
issue waQ'Vin¢‘s letler. This, @b talke it,is your first aguaintance with the
New Ving ?. (( Almost. But I have a good stock of heartburn pills)) Wae is
Ramsey Cerson I wonder ? Vernon McCain ? ((He lives in the same box)) Anyhow
this was very good. ial was'nt up to his nsual standard ((Flagging a2 little))
but this wes very readable. I dont think he ceuld wriie a bad article if he
tried. This issue has'nt go* anything as ouistanding ss the Economou thing
last time, but the gencral standard is very tigh and the readers' letters
round it off nicely. A very Tinc job. ({ Thanks Yalt. Phyl Econcmou has
been busy moving to New York; but I om hoping sane wiil {ind tiwe to write
something in time for next isauof)) P.5. Did you netice that in the latesi
DAYN, Russell ¥Watlins reports that Stuart aclenzie " was very congenital
and hospitable to me ", [Sic,) Haw. ({Does he mean Stuart *Took him in?))

MIVE WALLACE...Your duplicating and papsr are excellent, the only trouble
being -~ as WAW remarked in the last Hyphen when explaining vwhy he used that
ghastly paper - that it shows up every little typo or mistake. Also; I think
justifying margins is rather a waste of time (( Me too0)), and I find it a

bit irritating to find commnas sitting all by their 1i'l selves betwsen two
viords, ics; "...edible ; with..."”. I dont mean ithat the pages need be as
uneven as this letter, but I do think you are taking en awful lot of trouble
without gaining anything from it. ({ You should sce my ccllection of letters
which would'nt quite fit in!)) Still, T notive yov have'nt wothered . uircd
to justify mest of the margins., Things 1 liked best in tailsh were 'The Future
History of Fandom!', 'Book Club'; and 'Disillusion’, 'Abacchus' was also tops

- flat tops. I'd just love %o see Asaworth after he'd spent the night in a
haunted house! ((Having seen Mzl after an al -night party I dont share this
desire of yours)) The bits which did'nt incerest me much
were the art section,; 'Collecting S-F' and whe book
reviews. The pictures in the art section were nci as
good as those in T1. And in any casc, one decent pic of ,fTrr'T“rT‘rT‘r\
2 spceship is very much like another, so I personally get [ﬁ“ w

t+ired of loocking at them. If I were you I'd just ran | (@ ) A
one 'art' pic per issuc: one which you really consider is _Yij ((%f;\p%EQ?Q
the bee's knees. It've nce complaints about 'Cullecting SFM\ A \f};Sgiz_&
just that it did'nt appeal to me Locause 1 dont really )%/Sf') \\
collect. For anyone interested it was guite @ gzood ari- izyq 2

icle. Same applies to the reviews, I cuanv aflord hard- / } l
cover stuff. Photopage was excellcent; 1*d Iike il if <//

you'd publish a picture of Carol McKinney on a white-
horse, wearing {!) geuine Goediva cosiume {(Why a white
Horse ?9) - Carol, I mean, not the horse! Re 'Pick up
That Torch': Well, I wouldint know anything about the
shipping costs to USA; but I do know that one can sena.
some twenty mags (which weigh about 6lbs) to the USiA
for 2/0%d, which works out at just over a penny per
mag. 61bs is the madmum ‘printed matter' weight.




If there was enough demand, I dont see why British mags could'nt be posted
direct to the Stateside newstands that were going to flog them. Still,there
aint any demand worth mentioning, so it hardly seems worth worrying about.
Are you turning your covers into a sort of extra-terrestrial Willow Pattern?
{{ Whatever would Confusious say!)) No, TARIODE does not seem to have much of
a 'personal' atmosphere;, but I cant make up my mind whether this is a good or
bad thing. It is certainly better for the newcomer to fandom, since it makes
his entry much easier. I came into both s-f and fandom the hard way; my
first s-f mag was Astounding (at 11 years old:)((You must have been a wonder—
ful baby!)) and my first funzine was HYPHEN«¥02. Of course one couT start
an interesting discussion by saying that we dont want to make it easy for
people to enter fandom, bhecause the only ones worth having are those who are
prepared to fight their way through the esoteric-morass until they reach
understanding. Mind, I dont say theat, I'm nct saying anything! I'm too
frightened of Turner! Incedentally, [‘m Jjust crazy about Giynnt's picture of
'Campbell before the mast'; real art, that is ... Docs he really were spats?
((Only when motor~cycling))

ALAN DODD.... Many thanks for T2, it certainly is a big production. Lovely
art paper you are using it for printing on. ((Alas; wo more of this classy
paper for a while. It costs too much; and I hate paying out to a firm who
is meking over a hundred per cent profit out of me. This 'Cerise! stuff is
only half the price, 8/1d per ream to be excact...if anyone is paying more
than this drop me a line for the address of suppliers)) The oriental slant
of the cover is certainly brought out by the use of those brush stencils.
Seems very reminiscient of the method used by Charles Lee Ridllec for an Emsh
cover on PEON a year or so ago. This tvo, was particularly effective for
bringing out large areas of black shading. ({ I think that the PEON cover
was a photo-lith job)) Bacover admirably shows how an outdoor nocturnal scene
can be used to great advantage swith this method. ™Would have becn better tho!
if cover material had been coloured i.e. a Hyphen yellow. ({(Willis, now look
what you've started. Next we'll get a BElM Green, an OOPSLA Orange; or even

a Ving Lemon!)) This would have made an excellent background for the night
sky scenes. Coming to page five we have a scene reminding us of the mug
shot books in Jack *lebb's Dragnet. Yaich out or you'll get T banned as a
horror comic book. AAAAAAAL:Ahhhhhhbhh! (( :i! }) Villis on a raft is funnier
than ever, though the really riotuos item is Tomy Thorne's book club. It
micht have come from the Mag of F.&SF. ((Jseves, remind me to send a copy
of this issue to that bloke whats-his-name, Bouger (?) Voucher (?) Boucher))
I seem to remember a story about an Egg of the ilonth Club in the seme mag.
Thorne and Lewis however; were much funnier if not so polished.

1Disilusion’ was wonderfully inspircd, S'a realiy like to krow who wrote it.
Poor frustrated author! Dale Smithfs column on Ccllecting reminds me that

T missed T1, none left I suppose ? {(Nope. Sorry Alan)) I hope you'll get
Mixe Jallace to delve into more juvenile magazines next issue. His article
certainly brought forth a few memorics. I found the cartoons pretty grue-
some but Bentecliffe was on top of his form in the letter column. A.V.C.,
seems to have been effectively quashed by 211 and sundry. Hope you've rem-
oved his sniper's weapon. ((No. I am hoping he¢ will throw it away all by
himselfn)) I felt the heat come of the pages lile a H-Bomb blast in the
triangle discussion betwecn Ted Carnell & Coc. DBut why do we have io soil
the mag by talking about such a sordid matter as money ? ({ If you think
it's sordid, I'd be willing to freec you of &ll %aint!))

What would Campbell be without his beard 227
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Jim McArthur...I enclose 3/- P.0.((This is always thec best way to start a
letter to a fanmag)) please send me the next four issues of Triode. You need
not do this immediatly as I am quite willing to accept them just as and when
the requircments of Gafia and otheur hindrances (( there's only one and her
name is Vera)) to publishing permit. The fact that I am willing to part with
such 2 colossal sum is duc mainly to the excellence of P2. I was particular-
ly impressed and amused by Tony Glynn's illustrations to the Future History
of Fandom. FHaving becn in the newspaper trade at onc time I can state that

» the excusi:es of lessrs. Campbell and Carncll for the exira charge on Postal
Subs i8cnuine. I remember n@mding 2 few ycars age of a geheme whereby
subscrintions 'were to be given to the ncwsagent for postal supply of some
magazinc. By this scheme, thc wnolesaler and rotuiler were not entirely donce
out of their pound of flush, while the customer got the magazine through the
nost without any cxtra payment. This idea deoes'nt appear to have got very

¢ far probably becausc of general disinterust.

JOHN BERAY{("ho did the hcading for his BLESY THIS HCOUSE))...The delay in
sending the completed job tc you was duc to the fact tnat I had to usc the
Willis equipment ((1)), which was being fully oxpleited to produce the next
UYPHEN, However, having the interests of TRIODT at heart; I was able to
causc a slight diversion, and thus was ablc to swoop on the cquipment and
rush the stencil off before an irate and out of breata Willig returned to
dony that the Ministry (where he works ) was burning dovm.

{{ It's gotting closc to convention time in U.K. again, zap
. guns are being readicd, wits honed to a state of sharpness

o

i never beforce conceived, and bottles of the all cssential A
'f; are being purchased., There is one gambit used at the USA Q:}
<aﬂ conventions which so far has'nt mado an apoearance this \
} side of the pond, namely Water Bagging, and here to provide _F
) enlightenment on this noble ert is an cxccerpt from a letter
reocived from onu, Hobe~t Bloch........ ARSI R 1

",..Regarding bags of water: thesce arce indecd old standbys over herc; and
they arc paper bags, yes. ‘%hen the land on the pavement they squish.
Hhen iHEy land on somconces head they nlep. When they land on a bald head,
they irrigate. As is the casc with tae squirt-gun, there is no strict rule
that the liguid employed must be watcer, Witric acid is nice;, too, and so
is the stuff used in the old German flammen.serfcers. Caution: when employ-
’ ing the latter, do not load in too close a proximity to Bert Campbell's
beard. He might breath on the liquid and ignite it prematurcly. 1I'd hate
to sce Campbell's beard afire, cxcept on . holiday such as Guy Fawkes' dzy.
(Even then, what would Campbell be without his beard ? He'd have to wear
: a rcasonable Pawkesimile).

- (( A letter from Bloch is a thing of beauty. lere's an cxtract
Fromia AEBLET SCre®d. . . on. Bk JBIIRS5 s ot aieis d s o s s o s tasen) )

",..T am grinding away at 2 book and wondering vagucly if it will ever end.
Idea came to me one night in a dream; it's about this young fsllow who
lives in 2 tropical garden and he meets this girl and they're happy toget-
her until she gets mixed up with a serpent. The serpent wants her to eat
an apple;see,and she gets this guy to do so,too;and then they get tossed
out of the garden and have all sorts of adventures....m

Which is all for this issuUc...s.. i,
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