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Yes,; Hair Of The Greeps, You won't I'm sure mind a sli;~ht chan e

of title here. There won't be any chanse in slant, tone or emphasis;

of this, rest assured. BEven the words will be the same; although I may
chanre them around a little each issue to distribute wear evenly on

typer and stencil. It's just that a sli'ht alliteration seems in order
this second-time-around. I am, after all; in & sligshtly different mood,
different aze, different era ever than when I first started out indoct-
rinating my Greep into fandom in time~lonir-past. I prefer not to mention
the zctual date on the prounds that would incriminate me.

The Greep and I take life more casuwally these days than of yore,
and I think it only right and proper that I start off this magazine with
an apolo=y for the almost indecent haste with which this issue of TRIODE
follows on the last. An apolo:y in particular to those of you who have
not yet written ycur letters-of-comment on T19; and I only hope that you
will accept my reasonin~ that I am trying to help you by publishing again
So soon. You may now save posta;ie Ly puttin . yosur loc on that issue in
with your letter of comment on this issue. I fully realise the shock
inherent; the possible traumas caused, by this unprecedented apnearance
of TAIODE twice 1in one year....after the previous slight delay of fourteen
years....yesSy; you have my apolozies,

It's difficult to srive an exact reason why this issue has appeared
so quickly after the last; partly its the fault of thoseof you who have
made appreciate grunts { thank you, Norman, for that ap reciate grunt}i)
and written encouragins letters ( may Harrison smile on you whether you
wrote or just gruntedz). However; a jreat deal of the blame must be put
on the broad hairy shoulders of llichael J. Moorcock who kindly sent alon:
Just the sort of material I needed to et me goinzy and Jim Cawthorn, who
hags done an inspired Jjob of illustrating it. Other people had influence
toos . Dave and llerdee Jenrette { of whom, more later ) who went to the
trouble of driving from Liiami to New York, flyin~ to London, axnd then
swam the trans—pennine canal all to brin me a bottle of Jack Daniels.
Other fans please copy. Then there's that old chap who cranks the duper
so eloquently; and who will no doubt be sayins scurrilously kind things
about me at the other end of the majazine........in the hope of mettins



his hands on my bottle of IJDY It's partly his fault as well...and I
suspect that yet another reason could be that fenzines seem to be still
foldins;s faster than they can publish my materiale. LURKea «BLUHTases.iF
the only way to ~et published is to publish, well.

I'm not ~oin: to say any more about liike lloorcock's piece; it
speaks for itself, fluentlys but I am emboldened to sujrest that other
kindly authors consider sending-up their speciality ( or someone elses)
in gimilar manner. Ted Tubb; for instance, is invited to pen a piece
in which Dumarest is cast sideways into a Universe ruled by the warring
psi's of the N3F,...once you get in the cluiches of that orsranisation
it isn't easy to escapel! Perhaps John Brunner misht be inveigled into
sayin: someitliin, cheerful about ccolorys it having been discovered that
the rare effluvium of ancient fanzines is gradually repleunishing Earth's
tired old atmosphere. And mayhap Jim Blish weuld like to put on record
a meetin; between Captain Kirk and the far-flying City of New York,N.Y.

after, of course, the latter has been taken over by the FPuturian's,

3k * * +* * * * *

There isn't, you may heve noticed, a ;reat deal about fanzines in
this issue - other fanzines, that is. No insult is intended by this for
I've enjoyed in varying degrees almost all the fnz that have thudded
throush the letter-box the last few months. None of them, thoush, seem
to have really lept out at my mind and be;ned for comment; apart from
the oncs which arc either foldin:: or in »process of metemorphosing into
somethin~ entirdly different! I would like to mention that I particul-
arly aprreciate the layout experiments of Bill Bowers in OUTWORLD and,
that I #reatly admire his stable of artistss; that ALIEN CRITIC impress-
cs me with its neat, efficient, informative format; that the Katzzzzz
should please keep sending me FIAYOL because it is certainly the fan
news—zine most to my taste — although I must add ( being the U.k. Agent)
that SOTWJ provides me with a veritable mine of information on all kind
of esoteric sfictional thinss. Andy on the obverse, it's only fair to
say that I consider ISEULT as edited by Alan Burns one of the worst fnz
I've scen in quite some time.,

Sendin,. your fanzine alons is still a good way of ensuring that
you receive subsequent issues of THIODL, thow;he...a3, of course, is
sendine money. DBut to clarify matters in pgeneral as to the meiling; out
of TUIODE,; let me explain the system I shall be using to dencte your
status. I have spent several years consicerin: this matter and have
now; I believe, come up with a unique and possibly infallible system of
warnin;s recipients of their imminent fall-from—;racc. Its so simple
really that I bogrle over the fact that nowone has thousht of it before
- not even mel! It's all done with staples. If there happens to be four
staples in your copys you are cither Sir, William Harrison or one of His
numerous progeny ( if this comes as a surprisc o you, don't blame usi)o
If there be three staples , you are still very hish in my esteem and may
put off writing a letter—-of—comment for a few days after receiving your
COPY e Two staples means you should send money ( or more money ), write
somethin~ memorable for the next issue ( or somethin, as memorable as you
wrote for the last issue ), or sit down at once and write a loc: please
note a medical-ccertificate to the effect that you have broken your typing
finger will not be accepted if tyred?



¢ 1 One staple intimates politely that your only hope of
recciving the next issue is to propitiate the editor with Jack
Daniels, Jim Beam, Shorrock Dandelion Blanc '42, or 4 Work of
Absolute Gonius,

Of course, if there are no staples in your copy this most
probably means I've run out of staples and you shouldn't take umbragel

* * * * * * * *

The fact that Peter Roberts happened to write and ask me for any
egoteric fannish-words for his then-~planned Fan Dictionary at the same
time that John Owen came over for the wockend, couldn't have besn pure
coineidenceg his hand must have becn ;uided by some cosmic force. At
that time, enyway; I haven't heard from him since I sent him our list
of definitions so perhaps the cosmic force has been withdrawn on instruct-
ionsg from Degler himself. Anyway, in case they never get into the final
edition of the dictionary; I thoucsht I'd print them herc. Most of them,
as will be noted refer to that long~-lasting U.K. Fan Institution The
Liverpool Group, which has always had a roputation as perverters of the
Kine's English,.

LiCament. A strained remark made by & mombsr of The Liverpool Group.

LiGature. A word, phrase or sayiny meaningless to those outside the
inner-circle of LiG. ie. LiGament.

BLOG. A potent liguor whose recipe has been preserved by generat-
ions of Shorrocks:; only mundane person cever allowed
access to the recipe beins the late-barman at the
George Hotel; Kettering,

BLOGGING, adj. Pierce. Potent.

PITYORLD. Ghestly state inhabited by one who drinks
excessively, takes to bed; lies back on
pillow, feels sick, sits up,
is relieved by sitting up,
lies back amain, feels
sick 2zain. (Example:"I'm
in a furshlugsoiner
Pitworld").

111iGal. Adj. (rare) Not permit- |
ted by LiG.

I1LiGitimate, Pertaining to a
fan not belongzing
to The Liverjpool
Group.

LiGlas, With an cmpty glass.

ALiGorical . One who speaks for LiG.
SHOIROCK.(v) . One who bluffs wildly
and succesfully atl
S—

the ame of Brag,
d. Wealthiest memb-
er of Liverjool Group.



BRUNNER. {v). To pose; to strut in finecry.

OUTBRUNNER., (v). TPo outdo in finery.

HARRISONIAN. (adj). Sublime, lofty, ~odlike — from Sir. William
MHakepeace Harrison. World-trotting:, world-saviny
member of LiG. See "The Harrison Sara's', as publish-
in TRIODE and BASTION,.

HARRISONESQUL. see HARTIISONIAN,

HARRISONITE. Ildember of a small and diminishing sect in Northern
Oreron who believe that He will come again (mistake-
nly, as it happens).

BASTIONSHIP. Dogredness. Orijjionally from the doggedness of LiG
and Eric Bentcliffe in their insistence on publish-
in: a fnz called BASTION against the temptations of
the normal LiG way-of-life.

Ad LiG. To ad 1lib fannishly. A fannish ad lib,

WEEDALL. (v). To boldly quaff that which no fan has quaffed before.
d. Norman Weedall best—preserved member of LiG.
ex."To do a Weedall,."

WAMPO EGG. Apparently mythical chinese dish occuring on menu's,
sought after but never attained by { amon;st others)
John D. Roles. LiG member. Hence, any unattainablec
goal or ambition., ex., "The whole idea's just a Wampo
Ecrppd™

INFRA LiG. (adj). rare. Beneath the digmity of The Liverpool

GI‘OU.I) w

Ad Hoc. Put more German wine into the punch-bowl.

MaDCAP. Liverpool-style beanic. (see also 'liaD, IlaDness'.)

MaD, Pertainings to Merscy and Deeside film productions. LiG's

movie-making offshoot of the late '50s.

jaDNESS. The public exhibition of liersey and Deeside productions.

MAT, DK HERSEY. A state of debility induced by regular attendance

at Liverpool Group partics.

HMERSEMERISE. To stupefy with home-brew. from -‘liersey-water', an

especial potion in which the magical waters of the
river llersey play their part.

FAN DE SIECLE.. Often body-reaction of visiting fen when first

exposed to BLOG, or ‘llersey-water'.,

FENLAND. An alcoholic marsh or boozy bog.
FANTHEM. Hymn of praise, usually to Sir. Wm. Harrisocn and/br

Bacchus.,

LiGWID., Any drink acceptable to Liverpool Group. Hence any alcoh-

olic beveraze over 90% proof. (Shorrock Standard rating.)
MALIGNANT. Injurious to health. ie, water when “taken neat.



With typical elan and abandon,I am, at the time of writin,, about to
leave for a vacation in Buljaria before,even, I've ot around to chronicl-
in7 last years Bentcliffe Qdyssey to the Black iea coast of Rumania. Of
course, I am not sure whether fandom wants to know about our trip to what
shall be described as Transylfannia, but if there aren't enoush loud shouts
of 'NOo» o' before the next issue it is entirely possible that I might
touch on the subject.

Meanwhile, mid-July saw us sharin; someone elses vacation: that of
those well-known founderg of the TABEBUIAN SOCIETY, Dave and liardee
Jenrette, whom we had the pleasure of hostin: for a week, They arrived
from Miami via New York, London, The Bloody Tower, and Sheffield clutching
a bottle of Jack Daniels, and we took to them immediately. They, in turn,
seemed to find the traditional. Enclish fare with which Beryl plied them -
Canelloni, Pork Creole, Rissoti, Veal lerin jue ete - to their liking. Ve
introduced them to the Enslish national sport of Croquet (LiG style) on
our lawn of weeds; our lush lawn of weeds and they apreared not perturbed
at this ~ambit. In fact, they were not even dismayed at havins to eat
Brose with a Danreri This, it should bLe mentioned; took place at a
Jacobean Banquet we attended, lest you think we don't own cutlery. Brose;
is a sort of medieval Broth - made, presumably, from vesetables steeped
in legend! .

I manazed a few days away from the firm, and apart from Croquet and
Scrabble, and pleasant discourse, we toured ently round nearby places of
interest. Jodrell Bank, that.:.:iant 250ft cosmic soup-bowl on our door-
steps Alderley Edge, where t'is said Knisht's of Old wait in suspended
animation for Ensland's Hour Of Need - I only hope they have kept their
armour in ~ood repair for they surely won't be able to afford new at.
todays prices! - and; Chester, a city where ancient Roman artifacts vie
for interest with Thin s left behind by RatPandom after the Chessmancon.

We also mana~ed to ~et them alon to a meetin; of Tie liddlewich |
Cuckoo'ss the nearest thing we have to a2 fan ;roup in this area. It was
not a well-attended meetin;, only O. Krazan (he of the Ostrich Tendency)
and Gurmel Woodfoot were present., I don't think I've mentioned Gurmel
before in these pares, he is the groups Chief Grouter and can perhaps be
best described as an adventurous-rustic. He first sot interested in sf
in the thirties after mistakin~ Taine's SELDS OF LIFE for a gardenin
manual, and now has a collection of no less than three books - the pride
and ( it would seem ) joy of his collection beins a manure-stained first
edition of "Danrerous Visions" with copious marsinal notes. Fortunately,
I don't think his jeborious and labious explanation of how he imprecnated
his vesetable marrows,  quite came through to liardce. Not a very lively
meeting; nevertheless, I reflected later that the Jenrettes had met a
fairly representative sample of U.K. Fandom that ni hte

Dave and Mardee made excellent ;uests, and it was with a feelinp of
sincere resret that we bid them adieu. They kindly invited .us to visit
them in Florida, and I doubt that even their mentioning that Croquet
Miami-style will feature allipaters as an allowable-hazard will keep us
away ... .although more mundane thing s may!l

=
Eric Bentcliffecocscscscsss |
/
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A TALE OF STRANGE PARTS

by
HMICHAEL, MOORCOCK

OUT OF THE DARK PLACESs; out of the howlin: mists; out of
the lands without sunj; out of Ghonorea came tall Catharz, with
the moody sword Oakslayer in his rivht hand, the cursed spear
Bloodlicker in his left hand, the evil bow Deathsincer on his
back torether with his quiver of fearful rune-fletched arrows,
Heartseeker, Goresreedy, Soulsnatcher; Orphanmaker, Eyeblinder,
Sorrowsower,; Beanslicer, and several others.

Where his ri-ht eye should have been there was a jewel of slumb-
erins; scarlet whose colour sometimes shifted to smoulderin~ blue, and in
the place of his left eye was a many-faceted crystal, which pulsed as if
possessed of independent life.  Where Catharz had once had a right hand,
now a thin~ of iron, wood and carved amethyst sat upon his stump, nine-~
fingered; alien; cut by Catharz from the creature who had sliced off his
owvn hand, Catharz' left hand was at first sisht merely auntletted, but
when one looked further it could be observed that the mauntlet was in fact
a many jointed limb of silver, gold and lapis lazuli, but as Catharz rode
by those who saw him pass remarked not on the murmurins sword in his right
hand; not on the whisperin~ spear in his lef't hand, not on the whinin;: bow
upon his back or the grumbling arrows in the quiver; neither did they
remark on his risht eye of slumberins: scarlet;his left eye of pulsins
crystal, his nine~finsered riht hand, his shinin; metallic left hand;
they saw only the fearful foot of Cwlwwymwn which throbbed in the
stirrup at his mounts richt flank.



The foot of the Aching God; Cwlwwymwn Rootripper, whose ambition
upon the old and weary Farth had been to make widows of all wivess
Cwlwwymwn the Striker, whose awful feet had trampled whole cities when
men had first made cities; Cwlwwymwn of the Last Ones, Last of the Last
Ones, who had been driven back to his island domain on the edye of the
world, beyond the Western Ice, and who now came limpins after Catharsz
screamin: out for vengeance, demanding the return of his foot, sliced
from his lez by Oakslayer so that Catharz mizht walk apain and continue
upon his doom-laden quest, bearin; weapons which were not his protection
but his burden, seekin:: consolation for the ~uilt which ate at his soul
since il was he who had been responsible for the death of his younger
brother, Forax: the Golden, for the death of his niece, Libia Gentleknee,
for the livin; death of his cousin; Werti o the Unbalanced, seeking the
whereabouts of his lost love, Cyphila the Fair, who had been stolen from
him by his arch-enemy, the wizard To'me'Ko'op'r, most powerful; most evil,
most lustful of all the rreat sorcercrrs of this ma-ic-clouded world.

And there were no friends here to pive aid to Catharz Godfoot. He
must o alone, with shudderin: terror lefore him and proaning suilt
behind him, and Cwlwwymwn, screamin;, venseful, limpin:: Cwilwwymvin,
followings always.

And Catharz rode on, rarely stoppin~; scarcely ever dismountin-,
anxious to claim his own vengeance on the sorcerer, and the foot of”
Cwlwwymvm, Last of the Last Ones; was heavy on him, as well it micht
be for it was at least eichteen inches loner than his left foot and
ngked; for he had had to abandon his boot when he had found that it did
Filerty aeTlas. Now Cwlwwymwn possessed the boot; it was how he had known
thet Catharz was the mortal who had stolen his oreen, seventeen—-clawed
limb, attachin: it by fearful sorcery to the flesh of his les, Catharz!’
left leg was not of flesh at 211, but of laquered cork, made for him by
the People of the World Beneath the Reefs, when he had aided them in
their sreat fisht aseinst the Gods of the Lowest Sea.

The sun had stained the sky a livid crimson and had sunk below
the horizon before Catharz would allow himself a brief rest and it was
just before dark that he came in sisht of a small stone cottage,
sheltered beneath terraces of jlistenin; limestone, wherec he hoped
he mizht find food, for he was very hun ry.

Knocking upon the door he called out:

" Greetinss; I come in friendship, seekin,; hospitality,
for I am called Catharz the Melancholy, who carries
the curse of Cwlwwymwm Rooiripper upon him, who has
many enemies and no fri-=nds; who slew his brother,
Forax the CGolden, and caused the death of Libia
Gentleknes, famous for her heauty, and who seeks
his lost love Cyphila the Pair; prisoner of the
wizard To'me'lko'op'r, and who has a sreat and
terrible doom upon him, "

i
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by
MICHAEL MOORCGCK

OUT OF THE DARK PLACES; out of the howlinz mists; out of
the lands without sun; ocut of Ghonorea came tall Catharz, with
the moody sword Oakslayer in his risht hand, the cursed spear
Bloodlicker in his left hand, the evil bow Deathsin~er on his
back torether with his quiver of fearful rune-fletched arrows,
Heartseeker, Goregreedy, Soulsnatcher, Orphanmaker; Eyeblinder,
Sorrowsower, Beanslicer, and several others.

Where his ri-ht eye should have been there was a jewel of slumb-
ering scarlet whose colour sometimes shifted to smoulderins blue, and in
the place of his left eye was a many-faceted crystal, which pulsed as if
possessed of independent life. Where Catharz had once had a risht hand,
now a thing of iron, wood and carved amethyst sat upon his stump, nine-
finzered, alien; cut by Catharz from the creature who had sliced off his
ovn hand. Catharz' left hand was 2% first sight merely sauntletted, but
when one looked further it could be observed that the pauntlet was in fact
a many Jjointed limb of silver, ~old and lapis lazuli, but as Catharz rode
by those who saw him pass remarked not on the murmurins; sword in his right
hand, not on the whisperin~ spear in his left hand, not on the whining bow
upon his back or the grumblins arrows in the quiver; neither did they
remark on his right eye of slumberin; scarlet,his left eye of pulsins
crystal, his nine-finsered right hand, his shining metallic left handg
they saw only the fearful foot of Cwlwwymwn which throbbed in the
stirrup at his mounts right flank.



The foot of the iching God; Cwlwwymvm Rootripper, whose ambition
upon the old and weary Earth had been to make widows of all wives;
Cwlwwymwn the Striker, whose awful feet had trampled whole cities when
men had first made cities; Cwlwwymwn of the Last Ones, Last of the Last
Ones, who had been driven back 1o his islend domain on the edre of the
world, beyond the Western Ice, and who now came limpin:: after Catharz
screamin; out for venjeance, demanding the return of his foot, sliced
from his ley by Oakslayer so that Cathearz might walk acain and continue
upon his doom-laden quest; bearin; weapons which were not his protection
but his burden, seekin:: consolation for the ~uilt which ate at his soul ’
since it was he who had b2en responsible for the death of his younzer
brother; Forax the Golden, for the death of his niece, Libia Gentleknee,
for the living; death of his cousin, Werti-o the Unbalanced, seekins the
wherecabouts of his lost love, Cyphila the Fair; who had bheen stolen from
him by his arch-enemy; the wizard To'me!Xo'op'ry most powerful, most evil,
most lustiul of all the great sorcercis of this ma~ic-clouded world.

And there were no friends here to [~ive aid to Catharz Godfoot. He
must ;0 alone, with shuddering terror lLefore him aad sroanin: ~uilt
behind him, and Cwlwwymwn, screamin;, venseful, limpin; Cwlwwymwn,
followin~ always,

And Catharz rode on, rarely staoppin;; scarcely ever dismounting,
enxious to claim his own veneance on the sorcerer, and the foot of
Cwlwwymwn, Last of the Last Ones, was heavy on him, as well it micht
be for it was at least ei;hteen inches lon;er than his left foot and
naked, for he had had to abandon his boot when he had found that it did
not fit. Now Cwlwwymwn possessed the boot; it was how he had known
that Catharz was the mortal who had stolen his green, seventeen—clawed
limb, attachin; it by fearful sorcery to the flesh of his lep. Catharsz!'
left leg was not of flesh at all, but of laquered cork, made for him by
the People of the World Beneath the Reefs, when he had aided them in
their nreat fiht amainst the Gods of the Lowest Sea.

The sun had stained the sky a livid crimson and had sunk below
the horizon hefore Catharz would allow himself a brief rest and it was
just before dark that he came in si~ht of a small stone cottasge,
sheltered beneath terraces of listenins limestone, where he honed
he might find food, for he was very hun-ry.

Knockings upon the door he called out:

! Greetings; I come in friendshir, seekin:: hospitality,
for I am called Catharz the Melancholy, who carries
the curse of Cwlwwyrmvn Rootripper upon him, who has
many enemies and no fri=nds, who slew his brother,
Forax the Golden; and caused the death of Libia
Gentleknee;, famous for her beauty, and who seeks
his lost love Cyphila the Feir, prisoner of the
wizard To'me'ko'op'r; and who has a great and
terrible doom upon him. "



The door opened and a woman stood there.

Her hair was the silver of a spiderweb in the
moonlisht, her eyes were the deep gold found at
%Egsgigire of a beehive, her skin had the pale;

AOIG Uwese ~F the tea-rose. ' Welcome;
stranser, said she. " wWolcome to all that is
left of the home of Lanoli, whose father was
once the michtiest in thege partg.”

And, upon beholdin her; Catharz for;ot
Cyphila the Fair, forsot that Cwlwwymwn Roét~
ripper limped after him still, forrot that he
had slain his brother, his niece, and betrayed
his cousing, Werti~ro the Unbalanced,

" You are very beautiful, Lanoii," he said.

" Ah,'"said she, " that is what I have learned..

But beauty such as mine can only thrive if it is
seelr and it has been so lon;; since anyone came to
these lands, "

" Let me help your beauty thrive," he said,

Food was forgotten, jsuilt was foryrotten,
fear was forsotten as Catharz divested himself of
his sword, his spear, his bow and his arrows and
walked slowly into the cottare. His ait was a
rolliny: one; for he still bore the burden that was
the Foot of the Last of the Last Ones, and it icok
him some little %ime to pull it throurh the door,
but at konsth he stood inside and had closed the
door behind him and hed +-ken her in his arms and
had pressed his lips to hers.

" Oh, Catharz," she breathed. " Catharz! "

1t was not lon: until they stood naked
before one another. Her eyes travelled over
his body and it was plain that the eyes of
scarlet and of crystal were lovely to her,
that she admired his silver hand and his nine-
fingered hand, that even the reat Foot of
Cwlwwymwn was beautiful in her sight. But
then her eyes, shy until now; fell upon that
which lay between his le;s, and those eyes
widened a little, and she blushed. Her
lovely lips framed a question; but he moved
forward as swiftly as he could and embraced
her amain.

" How ? " she murmured. " How, Catharz ?"
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" It is a long tale and a bloody one," he whispered, " of rivalry
and revenge, but suffice to say that it ended in my father, Xympwll the
Cruel; taking a terrible venzeance upon me, 1 fled from his court into
the wastes of Grxiwynn, raving mad, and it was there that the tribesmen -
of Velox found me and took me to the Wise Man of Oorps in the mountains
beyond Katatonia. He nursed me and carved that for me., It toock him
two years, and.all through those two years I remained raving, living off
dust and dew and roots, as he lived, The engraving s had mystical
sipnificance, the runes contain the sum of his ;reat wisdom, the
tiny pictures show all that there is to show of phjsical love.

Is it not beautiful ? Ulore beautiful than that which it has
replaced ? "

Her glance was modest; she nodded slowly.

" I¥ is indeed, very beautiful, " she a;reed.
And then she looked up at him and he¢ saw that tears
islistened in her eyes. " But did it have to be of

Sandstone ? "

" Phere is little else;" he explained sadly,
" in the mountains bheyond Katatonia. "

* ¥ K K A X

( From THE QUTCAST OF KITZOPRENIA,
Volume 67 in THE HISTORY OF THE
PURPLE PQICNAED ).




THE FOREGOING deserves; I think, a
slisht disclaimer., It's true that
Terry's POST OFFICE GUIDE is just
a little out-~of-date, but, naturally,
all characters herementioned are
fictitious....in fact, I'm not even
sure that the Postal Service refered
to does really existl....eb

Eip i ;
Bert,' gqueried the Youn'er Postman.
U What does PRIWTED PAPERS REDUCED RATE mean ?"

" Qh, thatts allri-lit, Fred," said the Elder
Postman., " We doa't et much of it now. It's
gsomethin, to do with special items being sent
overseasg,'

" Qverseas ?'" The Younrer Postman sounded
vuzzled. " Does that cover Cornwall, and
Birmin-~harn,; and Live.."

" Letts have a look,;"” said the Elder Postman,
=" Htm this is wron+. Sone nut doesn't under-—
stand the pystem, obviously. Ones this isn't
soins overseas. aven if it was -~ twos it's
sealed. And hecause of that - three: we can't
< inspect the contents to see if they qualify or
‘not. Got a risht'un here, haven't we. Let's
SeCesss'' He placed the offendin~ envelope on
the scales; _ursed his lips judiciously. " Two
pee to pay. Any more like it ? "

/ /\\/ﬁi_ There were. The Elder Postman had to et

another sheet of wptickers out of the cup-

A_“-7/ = board before they were throush.

* - - -
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Eric added the column of fijures for the third time, frowned at the
fi-ures and then at his friend.

" I still make it two hundred and ninety-two, Terry," he announced.
" Two hundred and ninety-two fen all wantin; two pence. Plus three pence
postarze each, comes to ~ ( frown, frown, frown ) fourteen pound sixty,
risht down the Swannee. "

" Fourteen pound sixty ?" echoed Terry. " We could buy ancther ream
of paper for that. Two,even, il we were lucky. "

" Or both have an evening out at the Shifty Swan," countered Eric.
" There must be a cheaper way of ;roiny bankrupt. I think we'd better take
that evenin-+ out anywey, and think about it. There's some empties in the
saracze we can takeo.."

* * ¥* * * * #* *
! Here; Bert," queried the Youn er Postman. " Ever heard of FAN
MAIL 2 M
" Course I have," returned the Elder Postmarn. " So have you, It!s

when people write letters to pop~stars; or actresses, or handsome youns
footballers, askings for their autosraph and things. Why 2 '

The Youn;er Postman handed over an envelope. It was medium-sized,
bore a name and address where expected, had the words FAN MAIL rubber-
stamped in the top left-hand corner; and a one-venny stamp stuck in the
top right-hand corner. That was all. The Elder Postman jazed at it in
perplexity.

" 1'11 have to check this with the Posimaster,” he decided. " I've
heard of anythin~ like it in a2ll my born days. It could be a new scheme
they've thousht up - but they usually buy full-pare ad's in the papers
when they do that sort of thin;;. Hey, Sidi "

Sid, the Postmaster joined them, inspected the offering, weished it.
1 Some twit trying to pull a fast one;'" he pronounced. ' Sixpence due,
Any more ? Good. ©Sixpence due on each, We'll get the Department back
into the black yet ! " And he went off hummins happily.

* * * * W * * *

" Phis," pronounced Terry, " is ridiculous.”

" Thirty bloedy guid;" said Eric., " And I don't think all the comp-
laints have come in yet. What I want to know is;, is the Post Office a
rublic service or is it a public liability ? "

" Public service,'" said Terry., " I mean, you've ziven me an idea
there. Lookea.."

* * * * * * * *

" Here, Bert," queried the Youner Postman. " Does this look ri;ht
to you ? " Sclemnly he handed over an envelope Besides the usual name
and address; it bore in printed letterins along the top: O H.M.S., with -



just below it, in very small print, ON HARRISON'S HAGNIFICENT SERVICE.
In the top ri;ht-hand corner, where the stamp would have been, was a
coat of arms featurin~ the initials S/F, and a circle containing the
words OFFICIAL ZINE.

The Elder Postman studied it, " Um," he said, and studied it
atain., " Br," he erred, and returned to the study. " Oof," he decided.
" I mean - I'm not quite sure. It looks allriht., But there's some-

thin~® nas 'ins at the back of my mind. Hey...Sid! "
Sid the Postmaster came over and Jjoined the study—group.

" T see what you mean, Bert," he said. " But...ahal I see. It
was the Harrison an;:le that had me fooled for a minute.” He stoocd
solemnly to attention as he pronounced the Name of The Master. " But
it's wron~ nevertheless., Harrison," he stood to attention again," hich
thousrh He is in our resard is not served. It is His pleasure and also
privilese to serve Her Most Gracious Majesty - Jjust as, in our humble
ways, it is also ours., Therefore the wordin: should clearly be ON HER
HAJESTY'S SERVICE. I'm not entirely sure about the bits in ths corner,
either. Double postare to pay - and on that, and that, and that...."

* -+ ¥* * * * * * * ¥*
" I think they're out to ruin us," said Terry. " Must be nearly
fifty quid we've ;5ot to pay out this timel"
" More like forty~five, actually," Eric corrected.

" If you say so," said the schoolmaster .oodnaturedly. " iMaths
was never my strons point.”

" I think I'm bce=inning to discern a pattern, though," said Eric.
" Iook. They wouldn't let us do it for threepence. They wouldn't let us
do it for a penny. And they wouldan't even let us do it for free. Know
what the next step is 2V

" Tell me."
" Make them pay to take it, that's what. "
" You must be jokins. "

" No, seriously. Go up to the counter with your suitcase, Tell
them you've ~ot u7 hundred and pooty omp at fourpence,; that'll be uxty
ump quid and filpence please. Insist that they pay you in money and
not in stamps, then leave them %c try and work out what's happening at
their leisure. They never have any....we never ~ive them any...so it!'ll
be gquite OK. You sece. "

" Well," said Terry. ' You krnow me. Anything for Harrison and
Saint Fantony. But what can you use to bail me ocut 2"

" A saucepan," replied the imperturbable Eric,

#* * * * * * * #* *

" Here, Bert," said the Younser Postman. " I've been fired."

" So've I, Fred," cloomed the Elder Postman. L



Side by side they stond and studied the identical
shects of paper that they hold.— .
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NOTICE 70 ALL ElMPLOYEES

Owin: to the ourrent fin i i
: 3 = ‘ e ihanglal exfeis in the Post ice
;ulglnatln; in the receivership ahiplication now beforgff;ccg
ankruptey’ Court, the Post Office reirrots that it has p;‘”
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The Corporation was ever so sorry about all this, and wished to thank
everybody for the years and yecars of loyal service they had riven,
Unfortunately, however, there was no alternative, and would former
employee's please leave quietly and lock the door behind them,

\ -

The two ex-postman looked up, :tlanced at each other.

" Here; Bert," queried the Younser Ex-Postman. " How are
they roing to send us our cards ? "

* * * * * * * * * * *

" Here, Alf," said the Younrer B.R.3. Warchouseman, holdin; out
a packet. " What d'you make of this SMALL PACKET REDUCED RATE business "

The Elder B.R.3. Warchouseman accepted the proffered packet, weished
ity rsflanced at the table on the wall.

" No such thing," he pronounced. " Three ounces, twenty~five to
fifty mile radius; for only sixty~five pee?' They must think we're soft
or somethin~, Throw it in the trash-bin. What do they think British
Road Services is, anyway....some sort of charity or somsthin~ 2"

esssssshrchie Hercer.
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// 1t is, Of Course, pure coincidence that
the postal rates have jsone up yet asain;
Since we malled Out' TJKIODE l9oooovooooao
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= An often-quoted patent
office clerk is reputed to
have resigned his post soile
umpteen years aso, since he
felt that there was nothiag
e T i 7 to i1
Tepry Jeeves left for anyone to iunvent.

&/

‘ﬁﬂ\\ Current signs indicate thav

. inventions and their consequences

—wi1]l continue to shower upon us
lgzznfor a long time to coie. The

i funny thing about this, is :I0T
that brainy people keep coning
up with brilliant (ané otherwise)

] ideas, but that these thin s

‘ { then creep into everyday life

e fwithout being noticed.

i
[ 3~F has always been rensuted
ey to have a high predictioan rate,
:I$J,Indeed, some people bhelieve this
: to be s-f's only claim to Tame.
>They peint gleefully to such s-f
\ spawned devices as ssaceflipght,
radar, A-bombs and :'rans
Herbert's 'dracones!, OITn the
;3;6;;;?5ther hand, their onwonents cite
& A% those sanme gadpgets as being just
about the sum total of s-f's list of
accurate predictions. ‘'hichever side you support, it is interesting
to take a look at the world around us NOW to see just which inveations
have ed ed unobtrusively onto the scene -- and even more intexresting
to try and think of & science fiction story which hinted at then,

I remember the first radio in our house, an ornate bhox with
nwierous wires leading from it to hatteries and accumulators. ferched
o1 top was a clumsy loudswealker. Once this wonderful invention was in
overation, no one dared walk past it, or the thing would howl away like
a derented banshee (a2 phenomenon now utilised in some hurglar alarns)
‘Me suverheterodyne receiver cured the whistling when it ecaie into
~eneral use, but even until the late 40's, radios were bully gadhets
reauiring hefty batteries or a mains eliminator. The transistor
brousht in the true mini-radic, but even that 'modern' miracle is now
0ld hat with monolithic IC circhmits such as the Ferranti 714 which
ouly needs a few extra bits to make a full radio. With umnteexn
circuits on the head of a pin, we are well past the 'magic crystals!
of vanVogt's 'Dook of Btath'



‘ An even more insidious take-over caiic from three devices which
»rior to iJorld War 2, were the proud possessions of & privilegzed few,
The refrigerator, the eleciric washer, and the TV set. 4£dd to these
such other newcomers as :- Loni Playing records, electric blaniets,
lavun~nowers,carving knives and toothbrushes. Throw in the large-scale
use of plastics, thixotropic and one-coat paints, and of course, the
tane recorder, The latter having crept in so guietly that many auvthors
never noticed when..and so use the gadgets in pre-wat storicsa

Outside the home, cars are more reliable, plentiful, bhetter
per¢orm1p «+2nd nore expensive (but the individual car pollutes les
if you happen to be a conservationist)., Continental travel (uoually
in o jet plane) is comionplace, but not the only way. Recently, 1
travelled to (and from) France ahoard the 3EN 74 Hovercrait and last
Chrigstmas I spolte on the phone to my daughter - who lives in ‘nstralia.
ileart transplants no longer make headlines, intercontinantal TV is
a cemnlonnlace and shades of pre-war Lindbergh, one newspancer nas even
provoted & Transitlantic go-as-you-please race |

inyone whose ears are not separated by several inches of cimanded
nolystyrene can extend the list in all directions with very Llittle
e’fort. The question is, how many of them were first predicted in
pre-var science~fiction ? Precious few I venture to sugiest. ‘hich
nal:es wme wonder what we might expect to see in the next 30 years, IT
nasi experience is any guide, we shall not find:the answer Dby locliing
to tlte s-f authors. The Channel Tunnel may become reality., .. lars
trip is a possibility, and electric, non-pol.iuting vehicles seeit €1 the
cards, as do organ transplants and wide spread use of oral coutracepti-
ives (for men as well as women). These however, are all rooted in the
present, so how about a few s-f 'futures' not yect with us,

:

Ilacls Reynolds offers us a citizen's TInalienable Basic Stock! as
a sort of super dole. His society, being computer based and Wighly
;iechanised, has high production and few real jobs. Plausible, but can
vou see today's Trade Unions allowing mechanisation to get that far ?
Already, they have scuppered a scheme to load barges in the Ukls
inland city portd ready to be carried in super ships right to theo
Jontinent. 'HC! say the unions.l!we have to trans-ship the zoods to
otier harzes or we're losing jobs. Rather than a mechanised socilety,
s-% Wwould do bhetter to investigate a Union-run country. JFollowing on
this, we often meet up with the concept of a '‘orld Govornuen“..well
Den wova fingers that one in the August ' issue of Analog by podinting
out that sovereign govermments just WOL'T relinguish power,..wiich is
why tie League of MNations had no. teeth, and why the Unitec :ations is
hamstruas by the power of veto, So it looks as though YorldCGov is
out...as3ain, unless it be a Trade Union Amalgamation

50 what eclse can we expect ? Well, drugs and violence lool lilie
scalating while moral standards decline. Add to this a general drop-
off in average intelligence and our world of the future is lilely to
bave drug bars, brothel partices and script-less comic bools alongisde

picture newspapers, Personal cars will be armoured, and the .n- 71 shilan's

home will once again become his castle to keep out the street sangs.
Cn a happier note, there will still be fanzines....unless thel ave
Tull of one word poetry. Let's hope I'm a lousy proplet.

Yorry
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Jhim Linwood, 125 Twickenham R4, Isleworth, Middx.

TRIODE 19¢ Can this be
a fanzine ? Impossible, it contains no nau;hty words; offends no-one; is
free from crackpot-ravings, lacks any of the poetry and fiction that
graces so many of our wunnerful an;;lo-fmz, is literate, entertainingec...
were fmz really once like this ? When someone flashed TRIODE 19 before
my eyes at the Tynecon three possibilities presented themselves to mes
1) I'd freaked cut, 2) Keith Walker had produced a facsimile of a by;one
igsue, or 3} George Locke had made a small fortune by sellin:g a back numb-
er to some unsuspecting neofan. But here it is; somewhat of an anachronism
bearing little relation to the current fannish scene ( bar your suprport for
Peter Roberts ), deeply rooted in the past, yet still preserving the lisht
sophistication of the late Fifties fmz; a touch much needed in these days
of sercon fueds and brash fan-writing, ((We also make typos...l))

Casting film stars in my favourite SF stories is one of my more futile
pastimes as well as Greenleaf's ( down with pseudonyms!)(( Truth can be
straomrer than fiction, Jim, Greenleaf lives...and he's pretty deeply rooted,
as well!)), but I only go as far as leads and more important; the director.
My current project is Steve McQueen in Zelazny's DAMNATION ALLEY directed
by either Roger Corman or Dennis Hopper. When castin~ for Phil Dick's
novels I come up with the same repertory company of Donald Sutherland,
Dustin Hoffman, Martin Balsam (( Any relation to Friars Balsam 7)), Walter
Matthau, Sandy Dennis, and Julie Caristie., Directors are difficult; Hiten-
cock would be good for UBIK ( did you see VERTIGO ?) (( No. But I think
Mike Moorcock didi)), while Goorge Roy Hill and Robert Aldritch have done
some quite stunnin:: time-reality distortion effects in, respectively, -



l! SLAUGHTERHOUSE 5, and KISS ME DEADLY, which makes them obvious choices.
- There is a rumour ;-oin? round that John Boorman frave up his proposed
nroject to film LOTR because he couldn't shrink liarlon Brando down to
Hobbit size, he made ZARDOZ instead...uhh™. ((.So, it looks as thou;h
Mickey Rooney never will yret to play Bilbo, you think ?))

Yet another version of the sara of Burpess's Lights, will this fan-
nish myth making never end ? My favourite Burgess Tale ( and this is true)
concerns an occurence at George Locke's Halloween party in '62 at his o0ld
Chelsea Bridge Road address. Brian had turned up with two smashing birds
from an escort a.ency. Towards midnijght there was a terrific screech of
brakes outside, we all looked outside to see {wo impacted cars in such a
state as to give J,.G. Bollard an immediate ejaculation. Standing by the
scene of the accident was a weepins girl. " Oh," said Brian, " I'll make
her a cup of tea." this he proceeded to do and five minutes later was
carryin: the tea gently down four flishts of stairs and across the road
to the distressed female. Then to the astonishment of the fans observing
from Georpes window; he halted directly in front of the girl, drank the
tea himself in one gsulp and walked away without sayins a word to her!

(( Thank you, Jim, that story has a resl Sense Of Window about it. And,
now, at this time, I would like to announce a Grand Triode Tourney for
Your Best Burgess Story. The prize shall remain a secret until next issue,
but do compete.)) -

Mike Glicksohn, 141 Hizh Park Ave, Toronto, Ont.

Whatever the reason you
saw fit to include me on the mailins 1ist for the revived THIODE, I most
heartily thank you for it. If Seventh iandom is going to live ajain,I'm
~oin: to be delighted to share in its rebirth. Naturally I've little
experience with the pgreat publications of that era, wut the few copies of
HYPHEN, RETRIBUTION etc that I've seen have impressced me greatly, and this
TRIODE is very strongly reminiscent of many of the best aspects of these
0ld jiants. In appearance, this has ©o be one of the most remarkable fnz
I've secen in ages. The hand cut Tolkien illos by Cawthorn are simply mind-
borgling! Did he cut them himself, or was Terry in action 2 (( Jim drew
the illos directly onto stencil, he's one of the old-time masters of the
art.)) The entire atmosphere created by the hand-stencilled illos worked
into the type is completely different from the general style of fnz today
and I for one love it. It's like gettin: a piece of history in the mail,
or receivins a time machine. I don't think you need worry any mores your
temporal sursery at the '54 con has been overwhelmin;;ly successful and
fanzines are fun once more! ({ But remnants of MNaSFaS still linger, I
fearaau))

I suppose it isn't a particularly hlinding revelation to say that
few people are writins; Seventh Fandow material nowadays. And I find that
sort of material difficult to comment on. I enjoy it, mind you, but Ley-
ond that there's not much elss to say. What cin ohe sayy, for example,
about The Harrison Story ? Groaa osut loud twenity times or so and send a
cassette tape of reaction ? Or just enjoy the story and mention it as
something they should try to et hold of ? (( Both permissible, like, and
I'm sendin; you a copy of the Harrison Hymn which, if sung frequently
helps to inspire Hurstmonceaux and Faversham.)) Or perhaps bemoaa the
fact that this is the first time I've had the pleasure of reading His
adventures and it seems destined to be the last time also ? None (jives
the amount of emoloo deserved for this clever and amusing piece,



Is Den Allen poin;: to do a series of articles, locking i

at a year of fannish history each time ? I'd be delighted { ‘f \ )
40 hear that he was, All of us would be true-fen are inter- I?i o 4
ested in fannish history and there are too few jeople both V fJ ’/fy
qualified and interested in writing it. With Harry Warner ?:{;
just starting on fandom in the Fifties, it's going to be far \\\\;é?__z:j.
too lons a wait until we ;ret to the sort of fannish events o (&7

that have some relevance to fans of today. Somehow the political
wranrlins of New York fandom in the early '40s lacks any immediacy

for me (althowth I was interested in it from a historical viewpoint )
whereas the history of Irish Pandom is far more involvin . More; more;

I'm still not satisfied! {( It would seem fairly obvious that there will
be a fair amount of time-bindin: in TRINDE; inevitable even, perhapSc...
but the overall intention is to produce a fanzine-of-today that has the
ambience of yesterday, thus fan-history will not be treated too seriously
in style...which, since we're dealin: mainly with a period when fen did'nt
take themselves, generally, too seriously is perhaps the best way ?2?))

I've been interviewed for various media in the last few years and
invariably the interviewer gets round to sf as a prediction scource. It's
very hard for most of the ;reneral public to realize that prediction is very
low on the list of priorities of sf writers. And that's exactly where it
should be. To me, it's silly for fans to point out where writers have
missed in their predictions, as it is for them to take personal pride in
the fact that occasionally writers have been extremely accurate. That isn’t
what sf is abouts; at least not for me.

I thorouchly enjoyed TRICDE 19, Eric, and there's much excellent
writing in it. It reads as if it were fun to put oul, and I hope you'll
be continuins with it on a remular basis. (( Providing the feedback is
as good as with this issue, I doubt that we'll be able to resist the
temptatian.o))

William Harrison, Federal Palace¢ Hotel, Lagos, Niceria.

Have just had the
latest TRIODE relayed to me on the tribal tom-toms. A very fine effort.
Certainly Owen is to be conpratulated; on the punctuation at least. If

those two sreedy swine believe that this will be my last
?;yi<\ adventure to be recorded they are, as I always thousht,
sufferin from severe mcntal abberations ~ or affluence -
whichever is the worst. Leave this to me, You will have
more copyl! {(( One of thc hazards of famnish writing is
that the characters write backl! Some of them even start
believin;: what youlve written about them; t00ecaccccccas
all of which I wouldn't mind, but I do wish they'd give
\ ////Yf“\nativo—runners their fare home or else use more
normal means of sending letters!))

£ 4 BE.C, Tubb, London.

Ve y \ Heoooheo,.2appys you sure
/ ‘AH%AL%% - ponna show these neo's how it should be done.
) 4 X TRIODE 19 received with thanks and reading it
J/Qw/ ; ~sigh-liko testin: & wons gud urbeatml 0 T
=N vintace wine., Naturally I liked it, the
little touches of ancient fan humour - ((0y!))

]



where oh where has it gone of late ? The artwork superb, the editorial -
I suggest 1t should be compulsory readin; for all would-be faneds -
His Final Bow — never! Harrison will livel! (( That's what he says, too.))

TIME TRAVAIL tweaked my heart - was all that so lonp aso ? But
surely Burgess wasn't selling pies at the Supermancon,..still in an alt-
ernate universe anything can happen; and to read about the old, ancient
days broucht to mind the true-fan tales and other piceces of that era.

A pity that someone - you ? - couldn't sit down and compile a history of
those hectic days. I don't sujppose anyone who wasn't around then would
possibly be interested, but the older you set the more nostalsic you
become -~ at least I do. And,; cryin; in my bheer, I ask for more. Nice
work, Eric. Very nice indeed, Terry. (( Thanks, Ted. See you at the
armual 'Wheelchair to Brighton' run ?))

Archie Mercer, 21 Trenethick Parc, Heclston, Cornwall.

llany thanks for
TRIOCDE the nineteenth. It is ( naturally ) good -~ maybe even excellent -
of its kind. I am, however; prompted at this joint to wonder, and to
wondexr seriously at that, just what its kind is doing in 1974 fandom,
I'm not perhaps the best person to wonder thus, inasmuch as I myself don't
have all that much to do with 1974 fandom nowadays. However, it does seem
reasonably evident that T19 is a deliberate attempt to rcecreate the past.
And T am frankly dubious at its chance of makinzr it on anything more than
a much-reduced and increasingly ingrowin; scale. ({ I'm not sure about
this myself, Archie. It all deponds whether enoush youns fen and old can
be arm-twisted into writing: the kind of material that will convince others
that fandom is a place to have fun in....but not, necessarily in any ster-
cotyped-written manner. However, let it be known that TRIODE isn't set
on a Choly Hrusade against the sercon infidel. Nowt so scrious,))

This particular Harrison episode is as jrood as any I can recall and
probably better. I scem to recall not being cntirely 'with' some of the
garlier ones, never having rcad deeply in certaein near-contemporary
branches of far-fetched-thowsh-non-sf—fiction. I can happily report
that 'His Pinal Bow' does not appear to suffer from the same defect,
thoussh whether the difference is in the content thereof or simply in my
having become in the interim somewhat more acclimatised to the genre's
nuances is another matter.

Not that it has any direct bearini on TRIODE, but you do mention
that the lost BLAZON is or was desij;ned as a lithogsraphed publication, and
I find this news slightly disturbing. To my miad, the only fanzines that
should be lithoed are those which cortrive to transcend the medium so
that remaining fnz at heart and appoaling greatly to fans, they neverthe-
less appeal also to sufficicent of the gencral public to render duplication
impractible in the terms of fan-hours consumed. (( Think I asree with what
you are thinking., Litho' is idcal for a fnz such as Dick Geis! “ALIEN
CRITIC which caters for the pro' and reader of sf'y duplication is better
for the publication dcvoted to the inveterate faan. It somehow has more
Tatmosphere', probably becausc when fans use the duplicated medium they do
things with it that nowone clsc has tried ( Terry has old-time letters
from Gestetnor to prove this ), whilst with litho! they arc; and can, only
ape the professionals. Bill Bowers, for instancc, docs wonderful things
with layout in QUTWORLDS using the litho' medium, but the old duplicatedf}(l
fnz he produced were more pleasing, to me. Prejudice admitted.))

}
>
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Ramsey Campbell, 54 Buckinssham Rd, Liverpool. d

I opnned the envelope think-
ins: what's this ? - why it's not -~ no -~ surely not! But there it was T19.
For a moment you had me in the statce of mind which uscd to make me wonder
if Cthulhu might rise again. Woell, almost: I don’t flip bhack easily to
adolescence these days. Which is perhaps why I found TRIODE an odd,
slightly uneasy, rather frustrating experience. Heaven knows I recog—
nised all the references: Alan Doda, the Arkadin of fandomj the fueds;
zap-sunsy Wansborough, Burgess' Lights. Equally, nostalgia is timelys
Hollywood is makiny a fortune with it right now., Yet strain costively
as I mizht, T couldn't make contact with the nostalpgia you and your
contributors so clearly and enjoyably felt. All rirht, so I wasn't
there, I wasn't involved in the cvents everyones reminiscing about. At
least, not physically; but my heavens; I remember steeping myself in all
the fanzine reports of them, when I joined LiG in '00: saturating my?e%f
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MEANWHILE AT THE EARTH'S CORE WITH JIM CAWTHORNE

Don't know if you've
heard that ¥ike Moorcock and I scripted the film version of Burrough's
LAND THAT TIME FORGOT for Amicus. It's now in production at Shepperton
and we wont out there on tucsday to see them work. On the way, we
drove past Heathrow, and if the film contains cven one scene half so
hair-raisin~ as watchin~: a jumbo-jet ayparently about to touch down on
the motorway just ahead of us, it ourht to out—gross THE EXORCIST.

I realise that you lot are hardened and cynical movie-makers, but
this was my first visit to a studio; and it was both fascinating and
depressins~. Depressing in that Shepperton is on the brink of clgsure,
and you can walk around the srounds and the huge sound- fo
stages mectin;; no more than a handful of people.
Fascinating (he murmurcd modestly) because the /4,1\
film, which is currently the only one %
shooting there is all our own work, or
was up to the time we completed and
delivered the script. We ot the imp-
ression on Tuesday that a number of
things had happened to it since then.

We didn't., alas, managc to fit an
fannish characters into LAND </j7¥
THAT TI:E FORGOT, not cven v
ourselves. I'd hoped to be

at lecast the hind-legs -
of a dinosaur. The
nearest we §of to S
an in-joke wa$ :

to chanie the:
herolne'e‘
surname toi
Clayton, whlch %; g >
of course,. ,:, 5% Zjﬁ /
is the P AL,%//

family name of Tarzan. -




until I micht just as well have lived through it all, so word perfect was
I. Now I look back on myself, ravins about heavy-handed Hammer films;and
vriting verbose horror fiction, and believing Lovecrafi was the greatest
writer I'd ever read, and cricking my kneck as I admired the first real
writers I'd met (( James White and Bob Shaw, perhaps ??)), and being
terribly ill that first night of wy first con, and hoping I'd be able %o
watch fans squirting each other with water, maybe even participate; and -
well, I'd be putting it too strongly to say I'm embarrassed as I look
backs but I don't see anything worth salvazing, either., (( Neither did
we, at the timc, when we picked you up off the floor and put you to bed!))

All right, so you say on page five that the whole point is having fun.
Fair enoush, but I canit help having the same insistent doubt that I feel
when I'm told that the point of the Kniphts of Saint Fantony is having
fun: if that's the point then why, despite all the jocularity and the -

pto.
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When Amicus accepted our script they took it away from our zrubby little
fin~ers and didn't let us do anything more to it. What they have done to
it will only become apparent when we sce the first 'cut' of the completed
film. Anyhow, they've asked us to adapt a second ERB novel, AT THE EARTH'S
CORE, the production of which larpely depends on how well LAND THAT TIWE
FORGOT does at the box—office durings its X'mas releasc in the U.S.A.;and

in the West End. We'll be submittin; an outlinc of the sceript for AT THE
BARTH'S CORB, when we go to see the first complete version of LTTF. If it
is accepted, things will probably follow a similar schedule to the previous
£ilm. Script to be delivered by year—cnd, shooting to begin in spring TS
Assuming that the entire economic structure of' the Western World hasn't

e then!

! I wonder if we could get your name into the second

" Accordins to the Benitcliffe

Effect, we should be able to

reach Barsocom almost instant-
ancously..." Or, " The last of

our chaps who tried to penctrate
Pollucidar was Bentcliffe. Damn?

- rood fella, old Bentcliffe. Pity.."

After my appearance as a bar-tender
i in onc of Bob Tuckers' thrillers,
o I A i and 2 bricf juest-appearance in

= H ‘ Ifike's CURE FOR CANCER; I suspect
It11 bitc the dust -



nudsing, is everyone so damn serious 7 Beneath your jollity, and Terry's,
and Don Allen's, there's an almost incessant refrain of Golden Ane;Golden
Arc, Golden Ape. Maybe it's just in my head. But if it isn't then I find
it a hit belated, even redundant. when I turn to the Sunday Times and find
Godfrey Smith takins not only sf but fanzines; fandom and Bastercons guite
scriously ( and yes, to hecad off any insular protests, it doecs matter -
unless fandom feels it's desirable to ;yive him and the rest of the media
reason to do the opposite). ({ As to old Godfrey; I think what he is taking
gsoriously is the present sf-oriented fandor. and fanzines, which is rather
a different thin~ from what the, yclept Golden Ace is all about. At the
time when I bocame relatively active in fandom asrain, a couple of years
back, therec was constant reference to this Golden Age by the newer active-
fans; as there has been since. Personally; I've never refered to it as
such without qualification because it isn't my jpersonal 'Golden Age' of
fandom. Probtably because [ don't know the characters of current-fandom
sufficiently well to feature them in tales of fannish frolie ( or to know
how they'd rcact to this cavalier treatmentl), I write mainly about those
I do, or did, know well, I suspect similar 'excuses' would be valid for
Don and Terry.))

Yes, I laushed somotimes, in casc you were wondering: at things as
diverse as Bjo's sloran, your built-up shoes, Terry's BLAZON sideswipe,
and the Harrison Adventure., Jim Cawthorn's work 1s as remarkable as evers
I've seen cnouch good sf and fantasy films not to need to invent any, and
I'm surprised Greenleaf stopped short of set design, camera and directions
and your editorial leaves me wonderin how dubious social comment may be
distinpuished from any other kind, or what your criteria are. (( Make a
dubious social comment, and find outl!))

Sam Lon», Box 4946, Patrick AI'B; Florida.

Thank you, than you., I had read
that TRIODE was out, and was about to writc and ask you for a copy when
what should I find in my lctterbox but a copy of that excellent fnz.
Exccllent and fannish. All the way thru; I was either chuckling or guff-
awings I haven't had so much fun reading a fnz in a long time.

Por instancec, in your cditorial: it's obvious that you've never
heard of FLAW, the Front for the Liberation of Aardvarks and Wombats, a
suerillacorganization that is tryinz to overthrow the oppressive silly-
animal fandoms under which those poor animals ( and others ) suffer,
And, by the way, I hope you will publish some fannish poetry: ic fumny
or lirht fannish/faanish stuff like my Parodics Lost and Pr.-odies Regained.
But !'scrious' fan poetry ? Never. I'm fully in agreement there. It's
99,9% junk. By thc way, is that a Greep on paic 4 ? What is the eoxact
relationship hetween a Groep and a Sorcy ? (( In this permissive world...
your guess is as rood as minel)) It's been a long time since we had a
really. farinish superhecro. There's the Purple Flash, of course, who saved
the American fannish world from the evial clutches of LaSFS back in '65 or
so, bpt-WHM seoms fully his equal. I likc a ghnod fannish c¢pic, and the
WIH sapa was surcely one.

Ah nostalgia! Fifty-nine was a good fannish years; weren't they
all ? A goodly number of the fans named arce still around. But on to -
casting films of books. It's not often I 'cast' books, but I often find‘!!
myself turning the book into a film in my mind, - J'i
|



or at least mulling over how 1'd go about ity usually with myself playing
some part., For instance, I'd dearly love to play Jubal Harshaw in a film
of SISL, but I'm forced to admit that I'm neither the physical nor mental
type for it. Porhaps Ben Caxton ? Now here's a gquestions what characters
would you like to play in a film of your favourite SF ( or other ) baoks ?
(( I'd like to film ACAINST THE FALL OF NIGHT, as a first choice, the SS
first—version of the story, that is; but doubt that I'd be suited to any
of the roles cither. And I've azlways thousht that Ed Hamilton's CITY AT
WORLDS END ( also from Startlin,) would make a good film. However, if it
came to appcaring in a film; Leing something (?) of a piano~player I'd like
to featurc in onc of the old, lush, hollywood musicals....onc¢ that was not
madec, in fact...I'd like to play Hoagy Carmichacl; in thce film of the same
name! There's a rcaction you didn't expect.))

Jim Cawthornc's Tolkicen portfolio was excellent,; except for one thing:
the picturc '"Anduril' should have been titled 'Gimli at Decopning Wall's
and there was a touch of awkwardncss in 'At Orthanc': the wizards! hands
and facc didn't look wrinkled cnow-h. ({ Remarkable this, since Jim cut
the stencils back in '62 and I've been hoardin:s them ever sincel! 1In
fact one of the driviny forces bchind TRIODE'!sS re-appearance was quite
poessibly the suilt I felt over them langsuishing in the filce. Be interesting:
to kno?)if any other hand-cut stcncils have bcen run after such a long
timec ?

Pamecla Boal, 43 Hawthornc Cres, Grove, Wantame.

I really cnjoycd Emilc
Greenleaf's offoring; I am unable to o to the cinema so can not suggest
other stars { cxccpt from tv 'images'). Gordon Jackson might do well for
Fritharik, Glcnda Jackson a candidate for bathaswena. I think Paul Newman
is protty rather than handsomc and wonder if Peter O'Toolc would not be a
better choice. Any way, srcat funy; I hope Emile will do another articlc
like that and perhaps we could also kick around a sncrarioc for another
story, suggest settings and speeial-ceffects 2 (( Mmm. Well, how about
helpiny Mike and Jim with their project on AT THE EARTH'S CORE. Let's
have some pellucid comment on this.))

Thank you ( I think ) for classinz me with the yownrer fans. I would
suspcet I am a bit of an oddity, oven amongst that collcction of odditics.
Veory few pcople first wonder into fandom feor the first timc’J
at my are; and cven fewer women. Forgive me but I scnsc j

A “T

a slisght schism between the two factions, the . 4

older group tending to say "we did it better ‘$>‘ f}?

in our day"; and the youngcr rectortinyg "That's (§§5 k*
2

as maybc but we arc doing it now." I think TaIODE ./Lj
has a morc important role than you sce in it )
yoursclf, The fact that an older fan is producing
a fnz that is good, will iniecrcst the younger
cloment and might help heal that breach, (I am
particularly happy to notc that you avoid the
paternalistic tonc that I sec in somc lotters o ) .
from the older fans.) Added to thc two cxisting ' T ABE, ’ﬁ
groups was a third at the Tynecon; over a 100 W '\’y’,) 7
neo's brought in, I gather, by th ScFi — (.;’”\J ,&:f::;_‘
Monthly. I scc a danser of the whole thing E;%::;,/ Feeves
splitting asunder, thrce ways. ((Well, we do

call it TRIodc!))




Bill Harry, Qucchnsway, London,

Ye pods, there I was in my local pub,
cranking my aged arms in the legitimate task of docking a pint of lager
into thc orifice between my tremblings lips whon this fresh-faced young
man camc striding by with a handful of fanzines. Pcter Roberts by name;
hc'd received a note from me previously regarding the close proximity of
~ur respective habitations. You could have knocked me down with a Beanie,
for atop this heap was something I took for a very ancient document. A
copy of TRINDE. After helping mysclf to another medicinal pint I enquired
whether this familiar salmon-covered blast from the past was an antique,
and discovered it was a newly-inked cub of the old dos.

So; after twelve yecars in the wilderness, I take to the typewriter
arain as on my first fanletters trembling so much that I once again get
the typewriter stutter and litter the sheeot with typo's and mis-spellings
having written impeccable letters in the course of my work during the past
decade-and a-bit. What happened to Peter Reancy ? How come Terry's illust-
rations retain the fine bold stylus line after all these years, I thought
he'd be doddering all over the parse; (( Well, I do let him stencil the
illos before I do the typingl)) talking of Doddering, what happened to
Alan Dodd ? Ron Bennott is back in Harrvogete I hear; did he leave Cecil
in Sinyrapore or is that small elephant still scearchin: for Damon Runyonj
for years It've wanted to know what happened to John Asheroft and South-
port Fandom ?

After I left fandom I startcd a newspaper called liersey Beat. After
five years of blood, sweat and tears I retreated to Manchester to do some
publicity for bands and then ended up in London as manasrer of The Four
Pennies., When they disbanded (( Br, still punning, I S€0...)) I became
a hack for the music papers and was asked to become press agent for The
Xinks and Hollies. Then I beran to handle press for music proups — Led
Zeppelins Free, Jethro Tull, Procol Harum, The Beach Boys, Ten Years
After, Hott The Hoople ( they do sound like fanzines, don't they ?) and
am still enmra;ved in this work with artists such as Suzi Quatro, Mungo
Jerry, Cozy Powell =2nd more of the like, (¢ So how about a few fannish
tzles of the pop—sroups, Bill ?))

Don Allen, 12 Briar Bdie, Forest Hall, Newcastle.

The arrival of TRIODE
was like a breath of sprinr. I've read so many lousy fangines this past
year I was beginning to believe that the spirit of Trufanism was dying.
Now and astain a ghood fanzine wouid come alons, such as TRIODE; and so
keep the flame kindled. A welcome blast from the past. The Golden Age of
Fandom lives arain! ({ Watch it! You'll start Ramsey off asain...))

It was Leonardo da Vinci who irventcd the submarine; along with
numerous other things, and not Verne or Wells as Terry thinks°n?( Yes; but
his sunk!)) Did you see that nrogram on tv about him ? (No, not Terry,
bloody Leonarde). If anyone has to bs called the Father of SF it should
be him! His writings and drawings were far ahead of his time. ({ Yes,
very much like some of Atom's carlier work,; as I recall))

ENDLINES FROM JOHN OWEN Many thanks to Terry for depicting Harrison as

weld all like to remember Him, and not as He actually now is.// And for _
Mathaswena, how about Sydne Rome who would look even better in castiron!' |
bra, chainmail mini-skirt and thonwed golden wellies.... ,5/

|
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Eric Bentcliffe,

There's quite a deal of discussion around fanzines and fandom at the
moment as to whether or not the B.S.F.A. is a necessary adjunct to British
Fandoms....0r even, whether it has anythins to do with Fandom!}

Now these are dialectical matters which are much too profound for
your humble author to attempt to resolve. 3But, they do provide a pertinent
excuse for a little time-bindins relevant to the forming of the Association

— about which, there have also been Questions Asked of late. "™ Was it a
ruse ?" you ask, " to ;ret additional subscribers for the fanzines of the
day ?. Or, perhaps, just a means of ~etting more money into the Bennett
Postal Brag Scheme ? Or, even, a last-ditch attempt to find 'extras' will-~
in to appear in Harry Nadler's gory fannish movies 2V

Well, it was all these; of course....plus; I suspect; a sort of fannish
death-wish. Anyway, it all began some weeks before the 1958 Ketterint Con-
vention - the third, and alas, last, of the conventions to be held at the
Georre Hotel so justly famed for its Blos Drinking and Brasg Playing
facilities.

Just a few weeka prior to the convention, Vin% Clarke had circulated
to most of the active fans of the day a 1little thing called "DON'T JUST SIT
THERE...", the messaze of which was that U.K. Fandom was in dire danger of
in, ;rowins its existence. It had become so esoteric to anyone now appearing
on its frinme that it had no apparent connection to the Science-Fiction
Fandom that it was supposed (?) to be. We were, it intimated, in daner

of bringins true a faanish parable of the time...
Y The Last Faan sat alone in his room; nowonc knocked at the doorti"
So, it was arreed that a meetin~ should be held during the convention

weekends that the bar would be closed early, and Norman Shorrocks Room
locked and barred at the same time, to make this possible......2ll Zap-suns,
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rlayins cards and femme~fans would be confiscated at 3p.m. on the Sunday {_|}
afternoon. Now, I'm not isoins to attempt to mive a coherent account of
that meetins -~ apart from the fact that it happened a looonz time amo, it
was rather a traumatic experience for mes; and I'm referrin~ tc the fact

that I was inveirled into becomin~ a member of the committee rather than

the diabolical locking of the Shorrock room!

I think that Vin¢ spoke first; and embroidered on the messase in his
pamphlet, Dave Newman then elccted himself chairman of the meetin,~ and
after waking all those who had already dozed off, introduced the fan who
did the real damare - Edwin C. Tubb.

Now, Ted Tubb, as anyone will know who has been to a convention
auction and purchased a tattered Volsted Gridban pb under the apprehension
that it was progressive porn', has A Silver Tonguc. A Harsh Voice; but a
Silver Tonsue. A Harsh Voice, A Silver Ton~ue and A Warm Heart.

" Why should we," he enguired, " carouse every Easter and some of us
even more often, when there are science-fiction readers all over the
country deprived of this privilesge - soberly, seccretively reading their
aSF when they could be here, with us, buyins us drinks, worshipping at
our feet, carryins us up to bed at dawn.o..."

It was a ma~nificent speech and even before he had finished it and
we'd wiped the tears from ocur eyes, we z2ll knew what had to be done -~
Ted Tubb must be Chairman of whatever it was we were about to form.
However, we reckoned without Ted's adeptness and experience in fandom
for,without pausins for breath;hc announced just how disapointed he was
that he was unable to stand for office due to liis numerous dependants
and a bad foot. Grittin: our collective teeth at his anruish, we still
avowed that he shouldn't escape scot-freel

Sometime round about here a noble beiny manared to get things
bommed down by bringinge. up the topic of what the new oranisation, associat-
ion, or society should bhe called. This was a very clever gambit and aglmost
regulted in the meetin/r heins adjourned to 1959, or '60; at the behest of
several thirsty fans. However, after much altercation it was decided to
call it 'THE BRITISH SCIENCE FICTION ASSCCIATION, over several dead bodies.

It was now becomin;; obvious to thosc of us who hadn't managed to, by
fair means or foul, escape the meetin;-room that someone was goins to be
elected to somethin;s if someone wasn't very careful. It had been allright
decidins on a title for the Association; it hadn't, even; been too bad
beins locked Blog-less in a room for five-hourse — we were, after all,work-
kin< up a fine thirst - but, we'd have to be very, very careful now...

The crucial moment; the crunch, was delayed by an ar-ument as to how many
officers the association should have, what their powers should beess...and
several more ( frantic ) attempts to ~et the meetin~ adjourned until 1959}

Undeterred thoush, by all the grentle hintsy, Dave Newman called the
meetins to order asain, and above the cries of "....three straight Blog's,
and fifteen Shorrock 99's,..." and such, uttered in a loud voice that we
must cet on with the business of electin:; suitable officers to the Associat-
ion, Within five nana-seconds he had been clected as Chairmanit
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It had been decided earlier that the association would

have a

committee of four, their titles to be Chairman, Secretary, Treasurer, and

Official Editor. Approaching the moment of truth obliguely, it was
decided toc vote on the Treasury Department next -~ this beins generally
arrced to be the least difficult post to fill,

Archie Mercer, his caravan

in dire need of repair and renovation, was prevailled upon to accept the

rost,

Walt Willis was put forward as the Editor of the association's
journal - he not being present at the meetin:j; but the already clected
Chairman ruled his swift and unanimous clection out-of-order. The post
sufferins from larynritus

was then 'offered! to Ted Tubb; who,

still

after his earlier herocic speech was unable to say 'no!
the cheers and cries of "Rhubarb',to avoid bLeins elected!

loud enough above

Now we came to who was poing to be Secretarys; and 2 long, very loud
silence! Norman G. Wansborou~h was proposed, but with most unusual elan
and alacrity, marased to escape at that very moment throush a tunnel he

had dupr into the Devilts Kitchen.

fully declined the honour on the grounds of insanity!
since Terry had just used the cxcuse I had thoushlessly written on my cuff,

found myself in a most awkward position —~ the three chairs I had just

Terry Jeeves was proposed, but remret-
I was proposed,; and

piled on top of one another in an endeavor to rcach an unbarred skylight,
collapsed and dencgsited me directly in front of the podium. Momentarily
paralised, I could only temporise by sayiny that I couldn't possibly do
the job myself — " Allright, they said, cruelly, " so we'll elect Jeeves

to help youl" Before either Terry or myself could think up a suitable
reply to this; the meeting was adjourned and the noise caused by the

rapid exodus of a horde of thirgty fen drowned our fecble cries £9£

MErcy o

The Committee; momentarily power-mad,

sent out for suitable refreshments, and sat,wjy
morosely commiserating with one another over,
our predicament. At least, we'd had the

forethousht to provide.ourselves with the
aunthority to co—opt additional committee

members....and there was always thce moncy
to be made from sellins the lieat Pie

Concession to Brian Burgess at next
years convention! A brlef committee
meeting was held to define jobss
Terry was to double as assistant-
secretary and publisher of the
association's journal, Dave Newman
was to make his first priority the
aguisition of a suitable President,
to lend the B.,S.F.A.an aura of
Science-Fictional respectability.

The rest of thc convention
passed very pleasantly; everyole
insisted on buying the committec
members drinks, and congratulating
them heoartily;

CO- ¢
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in retrospect, I think that this was a gambit to ensurc that none of the L,
Committee were to be allowed to sober enough to resign! However, we all,
at the time,; appreciated the gesturc.

For the first few weeks after the convention everything went uncommon
smooth. Ted got to work on the Tirst issue of VECTOR ( indeed, he practs
1cally wrote it himself ) and Terry oiled his duper in readincss to run it
off, As I recall it, the first issue of VECTOR ( Summer '58 ) appeared at
the samc time as TRIODE No.l4; on which, fortunately; I'd done most of the
stencilling prior to getting elected.

Butes...and meanwhile, All ¥Was Not Well With The Chairmen....

I'd received no rcplies o letiers sent to Dave, and neither had any
of the other committec mombers. Since I was the closest to Dave ( in
terms of distance, that is ), who was at that time living on the Wirral
and alse a member of The Liverpool Group; I delegeted myself to find out
what had happened to the lad. I hastily c¢ntrained for the Shorrock menages
then, as now, the principle mecting place for Liverpool Fandomj having
previously phoned Norman & Ina requesting that they arrange one of the
usual extra-ordinary LiG mestings. And this, I discovered, they had
done with their usual flair when I arrived at Arnot Way. A note was
pimmed to the front door: " Meeting will take place outside Funny House,
Pleasurelands, Southport, in half-an-hour. Hurry upt"

I hurried, And discovered on
arrival at the appointed destination
that Bad News Was At Hand. Norman,
with an arm around my shoulder,
hastily poured a bottle of Bollinger
43 into me and informed me that
Dave Newman had, apparently, vanish-
ed from fankind. And, what was even
worse, had tsken the LiG minutes and
best bottle—opener with himf{ Those
discerning; readers amongst you famil-
iar with the saga of Sir, William
Ilakepeace Harrison, may recollect
that the series, not infrequently,
features an arch-fiend by the name
of Herr. von Neumann who, also not
infrcequently, is nibbled at by the
dreaded piranha-fish, savaged by
racks of wild-corgies, and dunked
in noxious vats of unmentionable
fluids., In such manner do we of
LiG remember thosce who have left usil!

And,; alas, Other Crises Were
Looming. A certain faction called
Inchmery Fandom madc a bid for the
Treasury..."They knew how to keep
books and Archie," who only d4did it
for a living,"couldn't possibly do
it half so well..."




Resisting this tempting offer wasn't difficult; and we did cxplain to them
that there really wasn't any Treasury to take over as yet, anyway! More
serious was the reluctant resignation of Ted Tubb as Official Bditor. Ted,
was just breaking into the big-time as a writer and he just did not have
the time to pursue his writing and edit VECTOR. He'd done a darn good Job
on the first issue of VECTOR, and those of us who were left were sorry to
see him go.

This article, perhaps, should have been entitled ' And Then There
Were Threc...'; the Committee, as elccted; now being two men short.
However, we closed ranks and consoled ourselves thet at least the fewer
invelved, the casier the decisions., Terry became Editor and Publisher of
VECTOR, Archie continued as Treasurer, and I amalgamated the jobs of Chair~
man and S-crotary. TRICDE was to be shelved for the curation of our term
of office; and we'd all wecar sercon hats for awhile.

And due to a fair amount of hard work by the committee, help, aid, and
assistance from the majority of active fans of the period; quite a lot was
accomplished in that first twelve months of the B.S.I'.A. Four issues of
VECTOR appearcd; a Convention was organised ~ the late Bob Richardson was
co-opted as organiser, and with the aid of Norman Shorrock as programme-
manager, plus the combined talents of the Liverpocl and Cheltenham Groups,
a pleasurable affair was held the following Baster at the Imperial Hotel
{(now the Imperial Cenire Hotel; site of the Novacons) in Birmingham.

Karl Dollner, a new nmcmber of thco Association sot to work om a GALAXY
CHECKLIST, which was soon to sec publication, but, which was Jjust bheaten
into print by " A History and Checklist of NEW WORLDS".

The late Edward (Ted) J. Carnell, had been very helpful since the
founding of the B.3.F.A.; each issuc of NEW WORLDS and SCIENCE FANTASY
carried free advertising for the association; which was a tremendous help
in bringing in new members. And since NEW WORLDS was the premier British
s—f megazine of the time { and under Ted's cditorship; of all time,I think),
I thought it a good idea to feature the megazince in what was intended to
be the first of a series of bibliographical publications. Brian Burgess
had;, I knew, compiled a comprechensive listing of the magazines contcentsg
so I wrote him. With typical Burgess Oblige he arrived on my doorstep two
days later completc with Rucksack and Checklist!

Despite this initial setback....I wrote to Ted to cnguire if he would
be good enoughk to pen a brief history oi NEW WORLD3. This he was kind
cnough to dos and with the assistance of Arthur Tavinder ( another active
new fan) who stencilled the checklist, and Terry who did his usual immacul-
ate job of duplicatinp, the booklet appcarcd in early '59.

It was quite a hectic year, but not =2n unenjoyable onc. Nevertheless,
I was not in the lecast reluctant to hand over office at thce '59 Eastercon,
and to return to being a fanarchist, Whether it was right to form the
E.S.F.A. at that time, I don't really know....it did serve its purpose of
bringing in a lot of new blood, that can't be denied, Perhaps if we had
not founded the association thers would kave been a greater continuity of
fannishness....perhaps HYPHEN would still be appearing, and RETRIBUTION,
andeoeoasco But, somehowy; I rather doubt itl
»s».Bric Bentcliffe.

//¥hilst this article is based on truec cvents,
no incident or characcéerisation should be taken too seriously.//
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nOoh the blue skies, oh will'I never again'see the  blue skies
of Farth?" The voice frowm beneath the bed lamented, It was by
sheer chance that I heard the plaintive cry. If I had not be=i
at floor level wuyself then the wail of the forelorn fan would
have becn completely lost.

Whatsa watter then, matey?" I asked, peering into the
black denths of the Underbedworld., The figure in the glooan
sobbed heavily and rolled away omidst a profusion of beexr botiles
which clinked and scattered in his wake, Having replenished my
lungs with some of the cxygen still left in the packed 1o0m T
rose, slowly, to my feet. I suppose it was only natural that the
poor sud fan should actually roll away as I had never Dbefore
noched that the front bedroows of the Noyal ftation Hotel were
silted) Thouch perhaps it was Dbecause oue of ny legs suddenly
felt shorter than the other! ‘habtever the reason I did have
troudle getting across the crowded room and out through the docr
Things were much betier in the corridor and I happily groped ny
way through a crowd of femae-ians

MPhig is %the {irst hotel I've lLeen in with vall-to-wall
people.” James White told we.

"I suppose tnoy ran out of rooums so these fans had to book
a passagei™ I said as I staggered away into the bar,

Peter Roberis was th.re eusuring that the shares in i}ﬁ
|



Guinness would continue to yield a good profit, Stout Fellowl
Peter was one of the first fans I saw on the first Thursday night
of TyneCon., DBefore going into the hotel I did see IanIW&lllams
standing on a box in the station portico wriilu" 'Thl "May to
TyneCon' on the window~sills, : 4 3

. i ”
"Hallo Ian," I said, : 0§ 3 i El i
0 g g
"ot +$ill bloody October %lst,% he said and snuffled away

into the hotel.

After that, from that momntent on, the!wlole, weekend' tends %o
blur into one loag period of faunish fun! The Lour days blended
into one, a »neriod commonly knowa as Convention Dazel Another

symptom of the Con which soou became apparent was what becane
known as Identity-Card-Squint! This was brought on by peering at
the tiny writing on the name- tags worn by Con-attendees,

What a delight it was meetings all my old friends from yester-
yvear and equaly nice to make lots of new friendg.

I did not see much of Ian (the Faule one with the glasses)
during the days prioxr to the Con. He speat most. of the time
locked away in his bedroom rehearsing hig Chairman's speech,
Unfortunately, at the Con, I missed most of iti I caught the
beginning "Welcome™ and the end "Ir, Goodbdye'" but sadly did not
hear the middle, which I an told was tihe best part. In fact I
saw very little of the official programme, I would have a shufti
in the Con-Hell every now and then, listen awhile and then move
out to circulate again,

"Good Ghod! Where'd they dig you up fron then?" asked Xen
Buluwer. "I fort you was deadl™

"Alwost; Ken, almost. I've been in a state of susnhended fan-
imation.,” I told him and then went on to explain how I dropped
out of TFandom all those years acgo due to donestic commituments and
e build uy of fannish pressure. At one stage I just coulda’t even
face another cyittur 1rom Terry Carr! A lot of fans wenit Gafia in
the early Sixties and the HNew que of sercon faans created an
atmo sphere that wasn'i a very ¢reat gas with TFannish Fans. How
and then I looked in on the scene just to see what was going on
but at times some of the new naites confused me! I actually
thouzht that GANNETS stood for Gateshead And Newcastle Neofan
Educational Training Society and that RATs were Real fActive Tru-
fangt

"Phe time is xight for a NWew Golden Age," I declared. "Even
Eric Dentcliffe is renovating hisz wheelw~chairi®

"Yer right, yer know, I agree it is The Tine," said Ken as
he steaned off singing his old Taff campaipgn song, "Tresco to San
Frainciscosssncaon’ {1/

i

"‘{ L.JI.
J



b ra=l _%L]
’ //‘\ U

e Siscu was cver delore it really stavted: 3
The ringing noise heard svery n
once in awvhile was Just Haryvy '
Eell going lire the clappers
about his official duties. 4 Fmn
Dance sounds alrizht but ao%
nany fans can do the Fandaugs
perhaps a Fnicker Dance, where
they dance until they drop,
would have been Letter. There
was a Singing Nurse wandering
about suffering from a chionic
case of guitart

<,

"That a bleedin' noisel™ LN o e Yl ; %)
cried Greg Pickersgzill whkile we gt Ot Jgfimmﬂﬁ 3 /' A
were sitting in the corridor out- ”wmmwxﬁﬁﬂhmmww‘ : ‘>f\.\__,:
side the Con Hall as the Fancy B e 2 T2
Dress participants paraded forth. 71 ’ /’Vm“

e e

"The guy in the tin-suit must *mmmm./ *\:]

be Pete Weston going as fir Con," I remarked., L_”/“ '

"No, I wouldn't sperculate on that,™ anaverw.d Gray Boak
dressed only in a slip-sheet, "This is the ideal clobber for a
Pru-Faned. Juch cooler tool" Then h: was off Jowa the Yellow
Erick Doad with the Liverpool Group.

N0l what am I doing wabching bloouy Jmateuvz Dramatics at One
o' c¢lock i the moraning?" wailed Jim Cawthorn.

The hotel food didn't go down very well witl some fans!
@ddie Jones -complained about the cost, "I asked for quail but ithey
must have charged ne for & lousy whalel®™ Geruan fan, Tom 3Schluck,
was obviously sick of the same aeat with higy meal, Tach Tounguel
I heard him cry out.

Judging by the number of nevs constantly fawning around Bob Shaw

I was delighted to sec that the DSFL was stiii alive and well.
it was obvious that the Pob Shaw Fan Losvciation was bigger than
CVRY

e Motor-car, wnich unfortuinatel s ctill has Oivish number-
plates, is surrounded bY the Dritish sray out in the Car-park.
7ill vou be coming with me; Dow, and exnlain To your Geordie-
Solice that Oi'm a nice sf fan just here lor The cheer." So we
went out to the Car~park to explain aboalt si aund convelltionNSeasos
surprisingly the Army was suddenly reinrorced;

Bob Shaw's Gol speech,; & sort of artey-dinner-stint, was
one of the highlights of the Convention, The other being that
beautiful glass chandeliex which huig abeve the zrand staircase,
Bob, a ciant from the Golden Aige, with his Lresih concept of



ctar Trek, proved once again that gll thav wit is not old}

Part of Pob's speech dealt with the 1954 Supermancon and
the Burgess' Lights episode 1n particular, There arc so maiy
offal stories about this caper, most of them being absolute sriae,
that the truth has becomne somewhat distorted ovewr the years. So
what is the real story about Durgess! Lighte? Dob credits the
incident as being responsible for the very first 'Hum and sway'
session) The odious smell emitiing fros the entrasils seeped
through the corridors and rooms of the hotel, Tans hunted high,
very high, and low for the source of the ofifending odour. Perhaps
a few more illuminating dctails nay help to shed a little more
mvstery on the Lights.

The »ractice of consulving oracles, astrology and casting
augers is not new. Certain London ians dabbled in the occult and
i% was felt that a swall denonstiration of the Black irts would
impress the Horthern Fen. Burgess was unanimously acclaimed a
suitable warlock and assigned the task, as nobody else had the
stomache for it of providing tie recessary ovganic offerings.
The enirails were purchased in Londoia, stuifed iate a knapsae't,
end taken to Fanchester. Once thaere, thne knapsack was deposited
in the bedroow of Petexr Hawilton wiao; not lLnowing the conteuts;
thought he was Jjust helping out by looking salter vurgess! baggage.
Later, on %tThe Saturday night, Durgess returneda to the empty bed-
room and arranged the entrails on the floor in readiness for the
ancient cerenony., In the meantine, Peter veturned to his roomn,
was horwvified on seeing the discusting mess on the iloor and
proiptly tipped the whole lot out of the window and into the
canal Dbelow.

- Another story is that the entrails were part ol the proms
for a secret item to be staged by the Londcn Circle., & fake
sacrifice on the stage which was to culminate in Ted Tubdb throw-
ing the eatrsils into the audience, Jhatcever the reason for the
entrails bdeing in the hotel the plan was swashed when they were
dumped into the canal. That is a facl,

There ig another mystery attached To the Supeirwancon and
that ie the ill-fated 'Operation jrmeseadon’ alternative programae,
vlanned by the London Circle, but which never really got off the
ground, Bert Campbell, the sroject's key-man, mysteriously dis-
anpeared en route to anchester. Did he chicken out in case the
plan went foul on him? Was he fan-napped by Varley's Varlots?
(Though it was rumoured at the time that Drian Varley was in
cohesion with the LO nlan) DBert wasg ©o stand trial at the Con
for his 'Bloody Provinciols’ outburst; did he fear a gullly
verdict? The itrial was still conducted, witlh Ted Tuth ag de-
fence and Terry Jecves prosceuting, on Buckmaster made a game
attempt to stand in for Bert and even wore a false beard, wat
it wasn't very aunthentiocl

Tne last person To sec Tert cn roube was Ving Clarke,



Torether they had left London in the early hours of Saturday mornins ,lf
on Bert's motor-bike as part of the London Circle convoy. A varied :
assortment of vehicles includins a taxi, conveyins the cream of London
Fandom northwards., About eishty miles south of lianchester Bert's bike
seized up for want of a )int of oil. Ving volunteered to walk on into
the miaty nirht and look for a rerae. That was the last time anyone

saw poor old Bert! Vin¢ eventually hitched a 1ift on a lorry and causht
up with the rest of the convoy. Ted Tubb turned back in his car intend-
int to pick up Bert, but came the dawn and he couldn't be found.

All that happened back in 1554, twenty years aro, I wonder what
stories will be handed down over the nexl two decades about the
1974 Tynecon ? P

evessessDon Allen. =
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not ;7oinr to be much ado ahout farzines in zhis /
issue of TRINDE. However, whilst there still /
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isn't moins to be much, certain of the zines » =

received recently must force out my half-pa e ‘“zﬁé_

definitive dissertation on the socio-economic, | =
politoco-reliious ststus of Bulsaria. Next “Vét

issue, Stefan. THE MOF¥ATT HOUSE ABROAD T e ves
(Len & June Lioffatt, Box 4456, Downey,Calif.) |elio_n=

in an entertainins account of Len & Junes TAFY travels and is most
unreservedly recomended both for its low standard of puns and hirh
standard of Cheesecake Recipe comparisons (two subjects quite dear to my
heart). It is also most welcome as the first TARF Trip Report to appear
since Atom's in '64! As a former TAFY w 'nner and report writer, I feel
that those interim winners who didn't bother to Loncur this unwritten
obliration (okay...let's name them...Tervy Carr, Tuomas Schluck, Steve
Stiles, Eddie Jones, Elliot Shorter, and tiario Bosnyak) haven't exactly
helped fo further the TAIF image. THHA is Two Dollars of pleasant rec-
ollections. YANDRO 227 (Robert & Juanita Coulson, Rt.3i, Hartford City,
Indiana 47348). Is the first copy of the zine I['ve seen in several years,
but it hasn' chan:ed...unpretentiously initerestin~, is the nearest I can
come to an accurate capsule comment; with the accent on the interestin/:.
OUTWORLDS 20 (Bill Bowers, F.0. Box 148, Wadsworth, Ohio. 44281). An
exceedins Tine Impeccable Issue in which the standard of the material

is as fine and interestirn: as tlie art and ~raphics. This issue has the
Tirst rart of a symposium, GRANFANEDICA,; which could bid fair to be the
definitive sgermon on the why, how-2, and whercfore of fanzines....if I
can just ~et my two cents worth in, that is! NO 13/14/15. (Ruth Berman,
5620 Edrrewater Blvd, Minneapolis,Minn,554l7). Three ir. onhe envelope of a
fine fanzine in which there is much excellent material includin;; Ruth's
ovm G&S take-off "THE FANDOLIERS", aad John (Goon) Berry's BERARY'S BAED-
EKER" . KARASS 5. (Linda Bushya er, 1614 Evans Ave, FProspect Park,Pa.19076)
Ten-pa e informative news—-zine which could use a little more editorial
involvement. DYNATRON (Roy Tackett,915 Grecnvalley Rd, Albuquerque,NM)
A news, reviews,; zine in which Roy is excellently involved.




FROM WHERE THE SIIEEP STILL LOOK UP

T'# GETTING A LITTLE TIRED of the over-emj-hasis on ecolo/ical
disaster hein. currently rromul ated ty both s-f authors and
any scientist-lecturer who can leaj oato the bandwa on. There

is, of course; a dan er of our over-pollutin: our world, and
makin,, it untenable for any order of life than a mutated plastic-
eatins cockroach; but as of this moment they are wTossly over
statin: their case. WNaturally, there is a reason for this,
ecolo~y is the 'in' thin . If you choose it as a basis for a
story it will hel) sell that story; and, if you hap;en to be a
scientist in need of fundin -, this is a :ood way of creatin; a
niche for yourself in society. ( The ;sychiatrists did it, why
cantt we ?) And, world-disaster has always made ;j0od cory.

Now my observations are completely 'non-scicntific'; they are
not based on lensthy research in an encloscd laboratory-world,

or on what I've been tauw it irn the lecture room. My observations
are based only on observation., For instance, I've flown over
Europe a considerable number of times, and a return flisht to
Bulsaria throush clear and sunny skies sparked off these thoushts.
Europe is one of the most densly norulated areas of the world,
but the amount of land occujied by man and his works is small,
very small, minute almost. There is jollution in and around the
cities, larre towns, moborways ( thou h cven here preventins the
;rass breakins up the hard-core is a rohlem!), and industrial
complexes, but it's pretiy damn minor taken aainst the whole
canvas. Of course, it isn't entirely coincidence that most of
the Univercities, most Colleres; most authors even, are situated
in the ;olluted areas. I do wish our pessimistic jrophets would
0 take a fli -ht over Eni:land, Germany; the U.S.A.; or any other
theavily-industrialised! land before writin.; their next thesis
or novel. I% isn't quite tine for that plastic—eating cockroach
to take over yet.....want a clincher ? The incidence of Black
S;ot is increasins. Black Spot is a disease thav affects Rose
Bushes and sundry other flowerin - shirubs and its caused by a
lack of j;ollution! I mana~¢ a reiail store that sells an

awful lot of specifics (pollutants) for its cure, and talks

with representatives cf the bir three llorticultural Chemical
Combines confirm that my sales fi, ures are reyeated throughout
Burope. Nature is much more resilient than most people seem

to thinke I'm not sayins that some of the warnin;s voiced should
not be heeded - I wouldn't be sellin: so much Black Spot specific
if 'smokeless—zones' hadn't heen the 'in! thin: a few years back
- but certain people are cryin: 'wolf' town hard and in far to-.
shrill a voice. o
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