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MAY GHU HAVE HERCY ON ME.6o0cvoos
This. is a trufannish fanzine and I'm about to mention science-fiction.
Science-Fiction, even.

And it isn’t easy, I tell you. DNot after reading the latest ANALOG
serials Bob Silverberg's SHADRACH IN THE FURNACE. Not easy at all; for that
must be the most boring story I've read in years - I read on for page after
page expecting the painstakingly dull background to suddenly erupt into a
pyrotechnice display of literary expertise and revelation which would transp -
art the reader (me) to new dimensions of pleasure. It didn't happen; the pain-
stakingly dull background persisted despite my fondest illusions that the next
page would be better, and my only reaction at the end of the story was a gigh
of relief that I didn't need to read any more.

However. reading SITF has reminded me that I promised a symposium this
issue on the VERY WORST IN SCIENCE FICTION - no, SITF doesn't quite qualify
for this category, it is well-written boredom! - Alas, the expected shoal
of nominations and anecdotes which I hoped my comment--hook would inspire have
not arrived. So far, aayway. I suspect that British Fandom is too enamoured
of its Free Review Covies to really enter intc the spirit of the thing., I did
hear from Tom Perry, though....

" The VARGO AWARD is such a great idea that I
hope it's something more than a joke. For the design, maybe
you could capture in metal one of those early American space
rockets crashing on the launching pad shortly after the
first Sputnik went into orbit ? "

Well...why not ? If us science-fiction fans are going to honour those
who please; with such awards as the HUGO; wuy shouldn't we also recognise
those who also try - but fail notably. We don't have to limit it just to
English-language s~f, either, let all crud be grist to our mill, 1112
leave the naming of the awards to my world-wide readership, but I would
like to make one further suggestion. For that which is purely worst in
Er stern-bl-c s~f3; the Stanislav LEMON,

* * * * * *
Having got your attention.....it is only fair to say that I still do
enjoy a great deal of the science~fiction I read. S
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it only rarely transports me these ddys in the way tha% it once did, but just
occasinnally a si-»ry will arcuse my sense-of-wonder and provide me with not

only an hour or so of pleasant reading: but, perhaps, a colourful day-dream or
Dwo .

For this is the great pleasure geined from good s-~f ( and fantasy ), it
can inspire, when at its evocative best, mind-musings on what would happen if
you got into that scemario. Of your reactions to a strange and different
world which an- author, ‘asgigted by your own imagination, has created and which
you can mentally visit and- en;oyo- I've always had a love for travels I've
managed to visit jusg-a few of the real-time places I'd like to see,but I
doubt that I'1l ever get .to see most of them. Meanwhile, I can travel to

strange and exotic places whlch aren't evea in the travel brochures, by
courtesy of s-Ff. ‘ _ ~¢.,“

For iunstance, I was .on* Pyrrus the other day. and I outdrew Jagon dinAlt
end- kilied more vicious Pyyran ‘beksts tha’t anyone had for months - I now have
the suspicicn I wag using the wrong aftershave... - Admittedly, my being fast-
er with a gun than Jason probably harked back to those youthful days before I
dlscoveréd s-f, and would mentally decimate the inhabitants of Deadwood Gulch
with jus® a litile assistarce from my friend Doc' Hollideay. But, you can't
beat experience.

CFfC000CRO0O00Q0C KOG EOANHFORAAdSSEIOGAEITSUDIONODOOGCEONENAINGOSOO

I was having tea with rodo and the other Hobbits at Bag

" .End -~ { have you ever’ seen a Hobbit ? They look very
much like a furwry Harry Bell ) - and HA¥¥F Merry had
just passed me a lrwre plate of scones, and I was tell-
ing tuem just how they should go about this trip....and
+hex the damned vhone rang. -
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Tle night before I’d Dbeen helping Conan along on his quest for a certain
High Priecgt of Set who'd done him wrceng. Not a bad chap, Conan, not much of
a conversationalist dut you meet interesting people when he's around - ihtér-
esting monsters; -%oo, not that I was intending to stick around when he got
t00 involved with them. My day-dreams have certain set rules; and one of them
is that nothing nasty bappens ta me!  Anyway, I'd just visited rather an
intriguing joy-honse in Belverus with hin { those Nemedian houri's are really
somezn*ng..e) ‘and we'd lavsed into the sort of companiable silence,which -isn't
d:fficult with Conan, as we loped towsrds our next encounter...when I suddenly
feal“&“d what 7 didn't like about Conazn - he needed a bath! I was trying to .
7ok out a diplomatic way of suggesting this to him { even in a day-dream he
15 coasiderably bigger +then me), when I woke up to find that my socks were on
five!l

Ok yes, I've dreamed around. I've phllandered with Flandry, seen a
Calaxy or two with Seaton, been the ruler of numerous PLANET STORIES wild and
wolly werids, I've even saved the "Enterprise" from extinction a couple of
Fimes - all right, T apnlogise!l

But my favourite day-dreams have usuaily beem inspired by Arthur Clarke's
AGATIST THE FALL OF NIGHT, and the hero's discovery of how to call down a ship
cf -nace to hin beck and call....a spaceship that knew how to navigate itself
with only voice instructions that's just the sort of spaceship I need, As I
recall it, my day-dresm would usually start with my diggins up a strange not-
inetal, not-plastic box *##% in the garden ~ come to think of i%; I'd probably
never have goi ny croquet-lawn laid if it hadn't been for this day-dream....l'd
clean the box carefrlly end discover stranges inscriptions thereon which would
immediately become meaningful to me after only a couple of Bob Shaw's patent
whisky-cshandies, It would probably haveithrge buttons or depressions on it -

*efood ?



whether it would be buttons or depressions depended on what sort of day I'd
had. After I'd had a couple more whisky-shandies I'd have puzzled out that
one button would blow up the ship ( so it wouldn't fall into the hands of the
N3F), one would send it back to its port of origin in some far colourful
galaxy with the unwritten message that the probe had bitten off more than
it could chaw — I've a feeling that this idea was something of a hangover
from my days out-west, as well. The third button would call the ship down
to me and make me its master....after I'd puzzled out the sequence in which
I shnruld depress the button, of course....which wouldn't be too difficult
after a cnuple m-re drinks because I did know at least three letters in
morse codes

I'd jftffedy sneak out of the house later that night, get a safe dist-
ance away from any of the neighbours who might complain about having a
spaceship suddenly descend on their rose-beds, and call the ship too me.
At this point I'd usually be disappointed;because instead of a huge gleaming
ovoid half-a-mile-across obscuring half the sky and gently descending to
rest at my feet, I'd see nothing at all until suddenly, the pen-torch I'd
thoughtfully set down as a landing~beacon went out; and bending down to
investigate why, I'd bang my nose on something immeasurably harder than
steel. This was, of course, only the ship's Tender.

AT boped .

And since it was, after all, my day-dream, I'd be right. The air-lock
would cycle open, a puce but pleasant lighting would illuminate a passage-
way at the end of which could be seen an empiy control-chair.

And, naturally, I'd enter and investigate.

As I entered the control-chamber, the air-lock
would automatically close and there would be a slight
sense of mrti~n as the Tender took off; to automatic~
ally rendezvous with its mother-ship. At this point,
a light on a subsidiary panel would start blinking.
Absve this panel were a pair of weirdly-shaped, but
recogniseable to me, headphones. Ever the adventurer
(in my day-dreams) I'd place these cautiously on my
WAL LA P4 head. Within mere moments I knew all
the main languages of the Galaxy, including something

like The Frug that passed for means of \H/
communication on Rigel IV...and how to \\ ,ﬂ/
operate the Tender and its mother~ship N ' —
to their full capabilities. Sorry, égioja

awesome capabilities.

The information I now had about
the Tender was a real mind-blast; not
only could it function as spaceship
and submarine, but at the touch of a
simple lever could take on a configur-
ation very like a Jaguar XJ-6. This was .
a really great discovery since my own =
car had never fully recovered from being

driven %o the Silicon. The only.thing was, ' 3

how was I going to get the old car off the
drive and this...dream...onto it, without the wife thinking I'd spent the

money she thought we'd been saving for a new washing-machinel

Sometimes, at m-ments of crisis like this, my best day-dreams would
falter, and fade....of course, I could put on a spacesuit ( that way she
wouldn't recognise me ) kidnap her, and drop her on her mother's back-lawn
«...but then, I hadan't got far enough along in my dream to decide whether
the spaceships automat could cook like she could.... L;

Jeeves



However, us inveterate science-fiction fans are never ones to let
reality interfere too much with our dreamings....so I'd most probably
discover that the spaceship could also warp timey and that way I could
be away out in the galaxy whilst she was washing-up. Ah, yes, good
dreaming, that. Now I could go ahead, pick a few congenial fannish types
{ 3he ship didn't need a crew, but there was no way I was going out into
a possibly hostile universe glono.), after 1I'd properly introduced myself
to the ship and made sure it wouldan't take orders from anyone else; of
COUrSE.. ... just to make shure y' understand...l mean, there are some fans
you just wouldn't trust with a spaceship. They might ve secret-readers
of Dick or Ballard and try to turn the thing into a pumpkin,; or something.

I'd pick up Terry; then zoom up to Newcastle and sei the Tender down
carefully on Rob Jackson's lawn ( being careful not to damage the NCVA-
Awards he's using as garden-gnomes) and invite the Gannets along. Rob would
be useful in cases of medical emcrgency {like hangovers), and Harry Bell
would be needed if we had to draw sketches for the ship-computer of where
we wanted tn go...I'd pick up Bob and Sadie as well; Bob's experiences
with some of the weird creatures he's come across after too many whisky-
shandies could well prove invaluable. And James White, in case we
cntracted any alien hangovers that Rob wouldn't know how to treat.

Oh, it wouldn't be difficult to assemble a crew. And after marvelling
at the wonder of it all, and having a few drinks, and discussing what part
of the Galaxy we should visit first,; and having a few more drinks...we'd
head swiftly,if somewhat erratically, for the next Stateside convention -
pausing only briefly at the Moon to plant a propellor-beanie in a convenient
crater.

Hell, we weren't fake~fans, were we 7

* * * * » *

JEEVES FOR TAFF It probably hasn't escaped your notice that there's a TAFF

JEEVES FOR TAFF Election in progress....such an affair; it must be admitted,

JEEVES FOR TAFF does not cause quite as much of a stir as the American

presidential election and; indeed, secoms to go unnoticed by
quite a number of fans. As a former TAFF Delegate +this, to me seems a great
pPity...onowever, this year, at least; we have three candidates which is a

‘decided improvement on the one~horsc/two-horse races of recent years. TAFF's

success depends upon the interest fen take in it, and the more candidates the
more interest. It also depends on the candidates themsclves putting them-
selves forward sufficiently for thosc who don't know them well to choose
between them....naturally, for your typicel retiring s-f fan (!) this isn't
always easy. I know it isn't for TERRY JEEVES; for that matter,even
though he's been around fandom Ffor more years than he will admit
to, and protiazhly knows personally a bigger percentage of the fan
i voter than the other candidates. (Peter Roberts,
and Peter Presford). I'm not going into
ais long and varied career through
fandom ~ time, space and
the law of 1libel don't
perinit. But I do
think that he is

the TAFT
DELEGATE you
should elect.

VOTE JEEVES FOR TAFP.

aoaric  Bente Il Efel,
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Recent years have produced the dramatic resurrection of
one famous fanzine of the past after another., You're read-
ing one example. Ray Fisher, Dick Bergeron, Bob Tucker,
and Richard Geis are among the celebrated fans who produced
new issues of a famous fanzine,' after many years of catalepsy.
Other fans have made publishing comebacks with new titles,
Donn Brazier, and Ed Connor, for instance.

But daily vigil at my mailbox and special attention in my nightly
prayers have failed to produce a new issuc of Quandry or éven of the Chat-
tahoochee, Okefenoke, and Ogecchee Occasional Gazette combined with- the
Wassaw and Ossabaw Backwater Jourrnal znd Tangent. Because new fanzines
from Lee Hoffman are so rare these past couple of decades, I resorted
recently to the next best thing, her professional equivalent of fanzines.

I'd known for a long time that Lee has been gaining considerable
stature as a novelist, mainly for her Westerns. Perhaps a year ago, I
read one of her books and promptly procceded to mislay it so thoroughly
that I can't say much about it here. Even the titlc escapes my memory.
The most vivid memory of it is the parallel which it forms with one of
Richard Wagner's first attempts at stage work. Practically everyone in
this novel was badly shot up before the final climax had arrived, and Lee
was forced to get some of them up and about when they really should have
remzined in bed a while longer, so the final pages could be written.
Wagner absent-mindedly killed off all his major characters with one act to
go, and could do nothing but bring them all back as ghosis so he could
arrive at his final curtain.

Then I encountercd one day that rarity in a small Pennsylvanian town,
a sec~nd-hand bosk store whose proprictor had all the paperbacks arranged
neatly in alphabetical order by author's name. I seized the opportunity
to purchase a stack of Lee Hoffman novels, which for some reason rarely turn
up at Goodwill Industries and garage sales. MWNaybe there's a Lee Hoffman
fandom which gets to such scources of books carlier in the day than TI'do.
One of these paperbacks had on its back-cover the inscription:"To Karen with -

Love. Lee.”
o



It doesn't lank like Lee's handwriting. Was il a counterfeit autograph,
intended *o raisc the value of the hoox among fellow Lee Hoffman fans, or
to invent prestige for the book's ovmszr in this fandom 7

Whatever the facts may be in such doubtful areas, I quickly discovered
that the ghost of fandom past¢ is still alive, and well, in Lee's Western
fiction. It pops up in the mest unexpected places in these books: here a
reference to something which had also inspired material in s fanzine, there
a celebrated fannish name used for a fictional cheracter, and in many places
the unanalysable but utterly distinctive style that Lee used when she wrote
for Tanzines back in the Dblessced 1950's.

For instance, I blinked with that deja vu sensation when I encountered
a third of the way through "Wiley's Move" a rcference to the " Code of
Honour, or Rules for the Government of Principals and Seconds in Dueling, by
John Lyde Wilson, Savennah; Morning News Stcam Press,1870." It sounded
deucedly familiar, although I was surc I'd nover read this novel before.
A page or so later, I rcmembered: Lee had once written a fanzine article
about the contents of this book or anothzr book on duelling similar enough
in nature to be its Ace Double, Besides, "Stcam Press” has precious fannish
connotations, connecied with the near-simultancous discovery of steam as a
scource of power by Lee and Ken Bulmer back in the gloxy days of fandom.

T even suspect that Lee may have writlen or inspired the writer of the
back-caver blurb on my copy of the novel. It's a deadpan parody of the typ-
ical paperback blurb, whose full significance doesn't become apparent until
youtve read the novel. Its prototype may bte found in many old Lee Hoffman
fanzines, particularly those that parodied progzines like Science Fiction
Five-Yearly. But I dor't remember her having acheived a more gloriously
mized than the c¢linex of this blurb:s "...and a rousing adventure forged
by true grit."

I don't %now if I'm imagining some of these Tuckerisms in Lee's
Westerns, In the seconl pavagraph of the first page of " The Valdes Horses,"
for example, the stranger =says: " 1'n locking for the Wagner sprcead."

The moment.I read i+, I remembered as clearly as if I'd just addressed a
letier Lec's first fannish address in Bavannahs 121 Vagner Strect.

‘Maybe she : named the narrator in iac book ottt of nestalgia for the address
which becamc as cclebrased in fandem as Upper Newiovmards Road, or mzybe
she did it unconsciously. Or maybe Lec's houme foiks still live on Wagner
Street: she dedicated this novel io no fewer than seven of her reclatives.

There is much in the Hoffman fiction canon that I naven't read yet.
But I gather thai her Westerns feil intc threc cetegories: the quality
novels, the humornus novasls, and the Tormuia noveis. The second type are
the closest to Quandry and other iHofimanzines ir general spirit, of course,
The publishers rarely seem willing to dles o wae potential reader to the
nature of the beak he has just picked up and is considering purchasing.
I have twn different editious of "Ths Legend of Rlack Jack Sam," for inst-
ance, neither of which has a cover appropiate to the contents.

This navel is in the tradition of '"Dustry Rides Again" or that recent
TV movie which was disrespectful to the memories of Buffalo Bill, Calamity
Jane, and other giants of the Old West, The hero of Lee's book suffers in
the first paragravh the loss of both buttons from the backflap of his long-
johns and this handicap runs like a Wagnerian leitmotif through the entire
novel, creating some adventures and complicating others. It's the literary
equivalent of slapstick, utilising 211 the cliches of VWesterns to illusirate
the fate of the fellow who is mistaken for a mighty gunfighter while hastily
departing the presence of a girl's shot-gun toting father.

But if you erc looking for something cven funnier, I recommend "Wiley's
Move." It's closer to Mark Twain thar to Mack Stennett, less dependent on
wild action, and it cven has e real plot.

‘ i



For that matter, you could consider it as borderline fantasy. The Wiley
who is mentioned in the title hasn't rcturned from Mexico, where he was
doing something which doesn't look too good if examined closely. His
wife or widow gets the idea that a vulture which begins hanging around the
Wiley spread is her late and reincarnated husband, and hangs onto that
notion even after it becomes clear that the bird's immediatc interest is
a large sausage which had bcen ripening adangle from the porch. It never
becomes quite clear whether her suspicion is justified, but the bird hangs
around until in the final paragraph it substitutes for the still missing
Wiley by moving off into the far distance; after the manner of the tradit-
ional Westerns conclusion. Bvery ingredient in this novel starts out like
those frund in a normal Western but turns out differently. A climax, for
example, consists of the dramatic appearance of the first steam locomotive
chugging intn the town where these ovents occur. The unusual thing about
this episode is the fact that no railroad has ever been built into this
tovm, ( At almost exactly the same point in "The Legend of Black Jack Sam,™
a contraption even more initimately associated with Lee's fannish interests
appears., It is mistakon temporarily for a steam locomotive but turns out
to be & steam calliope; a musical instrument which Lee wrote about almost
incessantly during the Quandry years.)

I gather that "The Valdez Horses" has bcen one of the most prestig-
ious serious, quality novels that Lee has written. It won her all sorts
of awards and glowing reviews. The title should suggest its fannish conn-
otations to anyone who was a fan in the 50's. Lec was diverted from fandom
for yecars by a sudden enthusiasm for horses. The deep interest in horses
that she described in fanzines and corrcspondence before her first gafiation
has been transmutcd infto fictional form,
but it seems just as real and convincing
in this book. I enjoycd rcading it
immensely; and I'm sure that it has
stronger impact on 2 person who likes
horses even half as much as Lec does.
I miss that crowning impressiony
since I've always feclt when in the
vicinity of 2 horse as I do when I'm
in the New York subway system at
rush h~ur.

Lee's formula Wesiecrns scem to
have been written with less attention
to putting hersclf and hor interests
into her fiction. I'm sur¢ Lec won't
be outraged if I admit that I don't
find anything exceptional in most of
the pages of books like "West oi
Cheyennc,'" "Return to Broken Crossing,"
and "Wild Riders," They adhere pretty
well to the orthodox Westerns plot
gimmicks and characterisations. But in
cvery formula novel by Lee that I've
cnecountered up to now, therc is at least
one passage; a few pages or longer in
length, where she sccms suddenly 1o have
taken a real interest in what she was
creating in these isolated sections,
episodes which stand out in the memory
boldly.

I shnauld emphasize the fact that
I'm not fit by reading background to
pronnunce ex cathedra final judgement

JO




on the place Lec is creating for herself in the pantheon of writers of West~
erns. While it's true confession tine, I might as well indulge furthor in
se¢lf-recriminatinn by admitting that my limitced cxposure to Westerns has
been slanted to an inordinate degrce by my fondness for the novels of an-
author whn is in disgracc with many critics these days, Zane Grey. I am
quite aware of his limitations as a story-teller and as a fabricator of
prose, but I find ir him a love for the West which compensates for his
flaws. It's the lack of that voncration for the natural wonder-of the West
and for the qualitices nccdod for its varly settlers o survive that I miss
in so many of today's Westcrn authers, including Lee.

Most other fans might react differently to Lee's Western fiction. I
can without difficulty imagine a person with a Grey~iess adolescence consid—
ering those Hoffman novels which I've called formula as minor masterpiecces
for their laconic, vivid narration and stripped-to-tie—-essentials action
passages. Then there is the other phase of Lev's novel-writing which
I haven't even mentioned, her scicnce-fiction books, where it's also fun
to try to trace down influences from fandom, intentional and unintentional.

So obviously, I haven't attempted to write an adecguate summary of
Lee Hoffman as a professional novelist. A11 I want to do is suggest that
others may find the same pleasure that has come to me by passing some time
away with the professional creativity of Lee; whilc awaiting the happy
day when all of us will again be overjoyed to find her back in production

as a fan writer.

~eoooHarry Warncr, Jr,
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I had 1o mail a letter and a fanzzne to Denmark recently,but found ‘the -
ten-pence stamps were all goné. " I-used the last one to send a letter to
Sweden,™ Alix-explained. " Who do.you know in Sweden?!" I asked suspiciously.
"Oh," she said casually, "Just someone named Volvo." .

In thq end there: was nothing for it — I had to use two of the eleven-
pence stamps that we keep for letters to America. Fans and post offices have
the same ambivalent attitude toward esach other as writers and editors,; or
husbands and wives -~ femiliarity breeds contempt but that's not all it breeds

-~ and I thought sourly of the 400-million pound profit the British post
office had run up last year as I made my reluctant contribution of tuppence
towards this years surplus. I could kiss that 2p goodbye, I thought, and
suddenly realisdéd why the excess on letters are supposed to stand for

kisses.

That reminded me that 1ong before moderﬂ rock groups started singing
wistful lyrics about staying the night (as if enyone could), Sinatra was
crooning frankly about what really came off and went on in bed. For instance:

" Those kisses on the bottom -
I'1l be glad .I got 'em. "

It was Walt Willls who polnted this out to me, and this fact in turn
put me in mind gf *Something written by .another great Irish erter, James

Joyces

"Who is the man who says he'll go the whole and perfect hog
Before he pays the income tax or license for a dog
And when he licks a postage’ stamp regards with smiling scorn
The face of King or Emperor or snout of unicora ? :

It's Mr Dooley

Mg’Dooley = "

The wildest wag our country ever knew

'Q my poor twmmy

His backside gummy!'

Moans Mr Dooley—ooley—ooley—oo."

This not—so-free association led me to see,Just why ; found the whole
process so dlsﬁasteful. Faced, if that's the rlght word, with an eavelope
and a stamp, you have to lick them to join them,’ and the fact that the gum
ig at the rear of both objects gives rise to one of those puns of the sub-
conscious that Freud found in dreams and which are (again according to
Willis) the true basis for the statement that the pun is the lowest form
of humour. 4 government selling stamps is in effect hurling Iwo fundamental
opithets: "Kiss my assl" and "Bat shitl" -~ and then forcing you to act them
nut symbnlically. And even the symbolism is revolting.
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So revolting in fact that it played a part in the corigins of the
American Revoluti-n, as indicated by the resistance to the S8tamp Act of
1765. The Americans were already sore at being called colonists {after
Crostobal Colon, who had a bug up his ass about a land across the sea where
Preperation H was marked down as a loss leader - that's the real meaning
behind his constant reiterated phrase '"Sale on! Sale on!"), and before long
there was a bumper crop of bumper stickers reading STANMP OUT LONARCHY. Not
much could be done with these since the automobile bumper was over a century
in the future, along with the automobile, so after lying around through the
war they were pressed into service as the first postage stamps.of the fled-
gling country, and soon the United States was stuck with the same mess they'd
tried to leave behind. The George on tne front might be different, but the
backside was as gummy as ever,

T suppose 1'm beginning to sound just a little like Hamlet, solilogqu-—~
ising at length about something written to the state of Denmark. After all,
you'll be pninting out, it only cost a couple of pence more than 1t should
have to mail both the fanzine and the letter. But the question. isn't just
2p or not 2p. It all adds up. Three onc—penny stamps stuck alongside an.

lpence stamp to satisfy the eleven-pence postage to America — an 11p stamp
instead nf a 10p one to get a letter to Europe - and beforc you know it the
G.P.0. is 400milli-n quid to the gond. Yessir, it all adds up. And why.
should it ?

I+ must have been my negative attitudes because suddenly the solution
came to me. It's obvious; isn't it? 1 mean, I'm sure you'll think so once
I tell you but it's one of those ideas, like calculus; that have been sitting
there waiting to be discovered all this time and it only looks simple when
some rare genius, like Newton or me, COmMES along and points it out.

Negative postage stamps?!

If this ingenious concept were implemented, I could have ad justed the
postage on my mail to Denmark just by adding a minus-one-penny stamp to the
ictter and another to the fanzine. 11p - 1lp = 10p. Simple, ch?

But it would be silly to expect the post office to send someqne all
the way to my house just to give me back a penny for each plece. Hardly
practical. Not economical.

So these negative-postage stamps should be available at post office
windows just like regular stamps. With the difference of course that
instead ~f you paying the post office, as with ordinary old-fashioned
stamps, in this case the postal clerk would give you the money egqual 1o
the absalute value of the stamps. Say you ordercd a hundred —lp stamps,
far instance. The clerk would hand you the stamps and along with them a
one—p-und note.

Now that settles the practical aspects of the matter. The scheme 1s
absolutely Ffoolproof and only waits an enlightened minister of posts to
implement it - some hard-headed fellow who recognises that a paltry matter
of £400,000,000 is as nothing compared to the ill will engendered by postal
overcharges.

But we mustn't neglect the psychological aspect. That's important, tov.
Just as the licking of an ordinary stamp puts the licker through an ag.r.sing
and degrading mental ordeal, SO the application of the negative-value stamp
should entail a positive emotion - & boost to the ego, an affirmation of mail-
ness ( or fee-mailness), a glow of pride in one's individuality; expressed 1n
a ritual of triumph over the faceless bureaucracy of government.



To that =i/, I'd sug,est that the negative stamp be small enough that
it could be applied directly over the features of the monarch or president
or grand high poo-bah on the stamp whose positive value it modifies. And
rather than the unpleasant stickum typically used ’__"________,._P—*'—‘“*j
for the regular stamps, the new stamp could be i ' 'Q:\ \\
flavoured according to the taste of the buyer. 5
Neophans would pronbably prefer candy-coated
stamps: mature tipplers like Norm Clarke or
Mike Glicksohn might prefer cnes that tagted
like Cutty Sark; Peter Roberts would be heard
to tell the clerk at the stamp window,'liine's
a Guiness," while the heads of fandom could
order anything from THC to LSD.

And. what would be depicted on such a stamp ?
In other words; what would sit on the face of the
ordinary stamp? Well, it's only a suggestion,
and perhaps you'll think I'm asking for the
moon, but I'd like to sece used the photo of
Pat Charnock's delightful postericr that
appeared on the cover of a recent Peter
Roberts fanzine. In addition to all the
other aspects of such a cl.oice ~ such as
for one showing what a cheeky lot we fans
are - it would put the authorities in the
position of having EGG on their faces,

vewsssTom Perry

COOCCOOO000000CC0000000000000C0000000000

({ T don*t often add a rider to a contribution -~ it ain't good editorial
manners; but I can't leave this page without underlining Terry Hughes
comment in FANSARD that a Tom Perry piece demands a careful read.

It wasn't until T stencilled this piece,thus re-reading it for the
third or fourth time, that I truly realised the diabolical cunning
and 1ngenu1t Tom had put into it...

..eb))
00000000 )()()()()()L)()()( YOGOOOCO0O00O000000000

" Went out to Pinewood Studios recently to see what's happening about
the new ERB film, PEOPLE THAT TIME FORGOT {no, not the editorial staff of
Triode). I'm not concerned with the film, I add hastily — I just went
along as a passenger. Pine—wood is well concealed, at least from the
direction we approached it. A long and winding country lane so narrow
the hub~-caps were practically brushing the grass verges led eventually
to a field stiff with wire fences and warning signs about dog-patrols.
And in the field a huge construction of steel sheets like an airship
hangar. We discovered later that this was a new studio built specially
for the next J-mes Bond film. Things are obviously looking up in the EHB
trade;, because PEOPLE is being filmed partly on location in the Canary
Islands, instead of the wilder reaches of Richmond Park. We learned a few
tricks about hew to build a dinosaur (always useful in a tisht corner)and
got invited back to watch when filming actually begins, though not in the
Canaries, If Warner Bros. really do get moving on their long-delayed
TARZAN epic, 1977 should be a big Burroughs year, "

Jim Cawthorne.
({ Our Film Correspondent,
'/? and Dinosaur Expert,
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Chuck Harris, 32 Lake Crescent, Daventry, Northanis. .

TRIODE was fine and
S INK was Dioody marvellous....best picce of fan fiction T'vo seen
for a long time and hurrah for Tom Perry, a Good Man from way back.

And hurray for Bentcliffc and his Con report - a veritable book of
revelations. Lo! T return from a decade in the wilderness ({Wiltshire ?))
and there in letters of fire over Gomorrah, ((Trowbridge?)) it says:

"BRIAN BURGESS LIVE3". Thank gondness I only have a day trip ticket: back
t~ the wilderness tomorrow! How come nobody mentioned Abnorm Wansborough ?
(( Alas, he said sodom...and left fandom sometime back.))

It was nice to see the names I rocognised though, and wonder about
those I dida't. But, one of the advantages of coming back to the fold,
apart from the abundance of fatted calves,((Let us have no scurrilous
references to the dieting habits of certain femme~fen, Chuck, please.))
~ 1s that you stand a very good chance of becoming a Fannish Legend. And,
especially so if, like me, you have little talent but fine friends. {(Bob
Bloch himself couldn't have said it better)))

Ona sorepoin% thoughs when that lovely old Harry Warner Jar starts
burbling about emigrating, don't tell him that he'll love it in Yugoslavia,
buster. Tell him he'll love it over here. Tell him you'll fix him up
with your sisters tell him he can come to lunch with you every Sunday and
feed at my place the rest of the week; ask for his measurements so that we
can order a siatuec, and ask the estate agent to start sending him lists of
desireable properties.

I think Harry is just a 1littlc bit serious about emigrating, and I
think England would be ideal for him. And his collection. 4And his mimeo.
So I wrote and told him so. I told him you were just a vulgar Bulgar work-
ing for Intourist. I told him about delightful Daventry and the super
house that just happens to be cmpty next door. . ]:5




I offered to help him with the shelving. I asked dif i%t would be QK if I
helped with the slip-sheeting and collatlng, and 1f ne'd consider taking
on my boy ‘Sean as an apprentice. :

And when unpacking day arrives. don't think you're going to come
down . here and ‘help undo the crates. Ho no. (( Hope to hear from you again
85an, Chuck,..but of course, now that Harry has decided to publish part two
of ALL OUR YESTERDAYS himself; by mimeo....I'11l understand if I don'ti! ))#*x

Rick Sneary, 2962 Santa Ana St, South GCate, California, 90280 .

Nice cover,.
Dillon is new to me...is that a seeing-eye three-headed wingless vulture ?
If so, it locks a little old for a pet. I wonder if the artist,whose
imcgination it came out of, could explain how you could feed such a beast.
(And don't say, "cerefully"...) That is a nice "I" in the background, but I
hate to say it, it looks like the clouds are circling the moon in the back-
ground, rather than drifiting over the planet foreg*ound. Is that a spring-
wound spear thrower the female is carrying ? “And why the little horned
knobs on it ? (( To wind the spring up, of course...)) Eow!s that for
comment on art ? Do artists really want that kind ?

The story by Tom Perry has enough chillingly real points to be

. frightening...though, I've an.objection to stories depicting fandom with
great secret powers enabling them $o force Jovernment or Business to do
anything. The frightening part is that there are people in Fandom Just
like he describes; they have been around for years; but luckily not in any
great number. I've always thought of them as sewing-circle fans. They
tend to be little-old-lady types (even the men) who write a lot about
their families, home, religion and other rmundaane subjects, and rarely
avoutw fandnm or sf. Mostly harmless NFFF members...thelir mzin weakness
is being easily aroused by crilicism, and carrying a grudge a long time.
But, what is more of a real threat is ithe real influx of youns fans who
really gren't fans. What we used to call fake-fans. In Fandom for the
fun and games, and showing off... Few of them would las% very long if they
were all alone in some town and had to do all ‘their fanac by mail,seeing
live fans only a couple of times a year.

I would actively oppose a voluntary plan where in persons could ask
to have their names removed from HUGO acminations - as it is unfair to
others who, by the same standards should also withdraw their names, but
do not wish to. One rule for all. {( Yair, good pOlnt Rick. But, some
kind of a solution to the HUGCO dilemma needs to be acheived. Some of the
categories work ( BEST NOVEL, ctc), otuerts don't because only a few of
the actual voters are famlllar enough with the whole s~f and fandom field.
This applies particularly to the fanzine area of the awards where the vote
is decided more by the circulation of the fnz than its individual excell-~
ence. )). TAFF is a different thing; as the nominee's are standing on the
record of their past sctivity. Actually, I've never looked at TARF as
really being an award., I've always nominated and voted on the basis of
who I would like to meet, or who I:think your side would find most inter-
esting. I think of it as an exchange, ond that the host fans are as
much the winners as those that make the trip. .As one who has hosted so
many American TAFFers, I hope that it was as much fun for you as them...
({1t was.)) But I don't think they should repeat...and I don't think it
should be for fans who have made the trip on their own - such as Frank
Diets a few years back. (( I don't think ani TAFF delegate would allow
second nomination - much as they'd like to repeat the experience - but
its no more 'wrong! to do so than to seek HUGO's for financial-gaiNe...
which, in effect is what is happening. ) You have, undoubtedly, met
young fans who think TAFF is. a closed corporation, with only a few old
fen allowed to go..:.little knowing how difficult it is to get anyone-

((*#%% UNTRUE....but let's not spoil Chuck's funt))



with half a chance into standing. You would think there would be a lot,with
fandom 10 times the size it was when TAFF started, but it seems just as hard
to get candidates.

I was surprised by Bloch's statement that his papers were going to
Wyoming, as it is nearly the last place I would expect to find Mr. Bloch...

Not much %o comment on about the Jeeves article, other than it being
well to remind fans that artists are human, too. Certainly fan artists are
treated with less regard by most, than fan writers...fan art will drift around
for years without being used, then used without the artists permission, and
maybe he won't even be sent a copy of -the 'zine it appears in. Something that
w uldn't normally happen to an article writer. Something the Fannish Arts
Union should look into - only, all they ever get involved in is Awards and
money-making. Nothing abcut ethiecs. Ethics in fandom have always been a
debateable subject...Ron Ellik once talked of writing a book of Fan Ethics
but, as I understand it, gave up the idea believing it would create more
controversy than it would help.

Jim Cawthorn, 106 Oxford Gardens, London W.10 6NG.
Liked thec Dillon artwork
in T23. Don't be surprised if the E.R.B. Society try to lurc him away.

I met Karel Thole in Newcastle a year or two ago, and could hardly

believe the rate at which he works, No Capitalist Exploiter would dare try
to impose such a schedule upon an employec! If the heavies of the Graphic
Trades Union could extend their influence to Milan, they'd probably ban him
for being a had example. Don't suppose you've heard of the activities of
the G.T.U.y; but their ambition appears to be the crecation of a closed-shop

in commercial illustrating. «No card, no work. When I joined the Association
of Ililustraters, it was 1o help present a stronger front to the kind of publ-
isher who still tries to exploit artists. I never cxpected to need the
hissociation to help beat off the attentions of a Trade Union! They must be

run by a sort of printers version of Vanessa Redgrave.

Re THE ARTIST WRITES, I did once, inspired by a book called FIFTY
FAMOUS AMERICAN ARTISTS, attempt tr put illustrations together by the
methods which worked for them. Evenitually, I gave up., The technique was
so repetitive and exacting that my finished artwork looked as spontaneous
as a Peking protest march. Obviously, many artists stick at it until they
have mastered it, and it is highly profitable; to~. But I can'i sustain my
interest in an illustration beyond a certain print. I often make dozens; or
scores, of small precliminary sketches, usually with a ball-point pen, before
getting the composition that seccms to work best. But that's very differcent
to d~ing several almost-finished versions of the subject before proceeding
to the sctual illustration. ((HMllimma, Mayhap this is why there is a cert-
ain sameness about pro' s-f artwork these days; some artists are selling the
several versions they've done on route to the final picture!))

D. West, 48, Norman St, Bingley, W. Yorks. BD16 4JT.

The best part of the
issue was your report on the misadventures of Iiancon. The conceasus does
seem to be that the whole affair was something of a disaster. Personally,
while recognising the justice of some of the criticisms of the site and the
organization, I have no serious cowmplaint to make. The air of seedy shabb-
iness made me feel at home ~ there was a dart-board - plenty of beer - a
bed - what more could be asked for., Well, plenty, I suppose, if you like
five star hotels rather than Salvation Army hostels. But some of the crit-
icisms that have since been made have been expressed in such a spiteful way
that I am now more inclined to sympathise with Presford than to condemn him.
As somebody or other has pointed out, Mancon was never given a chance. Too
many people went expecting - and even hoping for - a failure for there to be
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any real success. So it came as a relief to read a counreport that manages to
be both enterteining and honest without any selfrighteous sniffing.

The coniributions by Eric Mayer and Tom Perry did seem strangely old-
fashioned. Or perhaps timeless. Certainly few people seem to produce that
kind of fan—fiction ( or fannish-fiction, to make a distinction) these days
except as very short shorts. Certainly the English writers seem to have
dropped this form. Anyway, makes a change. Though the connection between
the main body of Tom Perry's piece and the quotation from Pickersgill that
heads it is lost in the murk of subtlety. Working example of the fannish
generation gap, I suppose. Try rcading it again. ({ Yet it is, Don, only
one style of putiing over the esoteric....the 'in-group' stuff,...just like
your 'Asiral League'; which is meaningful only to those sufficiently au fait
( hep %o the spaginzyl) in fandom. As the hard-core of present U.K. fandom
get o know one another better; it could be a style that will return.))

Arnie Katz, 59 Livingston St, Apt.6B, Bronklyn. N.Y.11201.

I've been terribly
remiss in nod writing you a letter of comment before this;, especially since
your TRIODE has aiways had a special place in my trufannish heart. Though I
wasn't a fan whenr ycu published the first series, most of those issues have
since found their way inic my collection; and the recent TIODE's did much
to build up ny erthusiasm when I resumed activity last spring.

What I enjoy most about TRIODE is the way you've retained much of the
fanzines original flavour while integrating such contemporary fanwriters as
Eric Mayer into the editorial mix, Eric and his Lady Kathy have recently moved
into picitures ue Brooklyn Heights, just five short blocks from our place.
Nothing earthshaking has yet come forth as a result of the proximity of so
many fine fannish minds, but keep watching the skies.

You know, T once i'ade a similar shocking discovery about corflu, which
I think I reported in some Tanzine a half dozen years ago: There is a guite
sinister conspiracy | involving the ruthless obliterene manufaciurers of
¥

\ & \r ? ;7 the world. How else can any objective
*, QG»Q' ﬁ%;ﬂb/% observer explain the fact that corflu,
X ‘§§§m\' '//éégf which supposedly eliminates errors;,
@wﬁ\ # .. actually causes them ?

Before you rush to dis—
agree, I urge you to recall
your last evening of sten-
cilling. Most likely you
zipped through the first
half page or so with nary
a miscue, Thexn,perhaps
blinded by the brilliance
of your own prose, you
finally comit your first
typo of the night.

"Dratl” you cry, or words
to that effect, as you twist off
the cap on your bottle of corflu.
A swipe of the brush, a little
blowing on the affxcted spot to
dry it, end you preceed with the stencilling. Your second mistake comes a
paragraph later, and you guickly repeat the corflu ritual. All right, you've
now had two good whiffs of this acetate-based stuff, and those insideous
vapors are working their way up the nasal passages to the brain, As the Tumes
do their stealthy work on your central nervous system, whether you make any
more typos somehow begins to recede’ in importance. This is fortunate,
because you are now making about two fluffs per line.
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The more mistakes you make, the more corflu you us¢; the more corflu
you use, the more mistakes you make. It's a vicious cycle! If you'lre as
type-bedevilled as I am, you eventually collapse in a stupor half-way through
the second stencil. (( Sometimes I only make it half-way through the first
stencil, but must admit this is probably partly due to using the Glicksohn
"athod of encouraging cortlu to dry quickly....ie, breathing whisky fumes
onto it!))

Terry Hughes, 4739 Washington Blvd, Arlington, Va.22205.

It would scecem that
my waistline isn't the only thing that has been growing: TRIODE which had
previously been a diminutive British-quarto size has grown to nearly a foot
in length. 11¢ inches to be precisc, nhe szid measuredly. Any particular
reason for the growth, besides getting more words to the page ? ((The size
change was due mainly to 2 promisc of a continuing supply of frec 44 envel-
opes ( which didn't materialisci); but the thought that I'd like to fool (1)
around with a slightly different format did have a hearing.)) Of course,
those readers who had been planning to have their copies of TRIODE bound
now face rather a sizeable problem. ((Yes...no....but at least it will stop
people saying Triode is bound by tradition!))

In my opinion ( good for one freec drink at any convention), this is the
best issue of TRIODE yet. Really packed with good soliid items - the sort of
stuff that makes any fan oditor envy you and any reader have a good time.

- Jokn Berry's "Portugese Men Of Wor" - damn fine title that - made for very
interesting reading. I get the very distinct impression that a travel story
will become a regular feature of TRIODE, which is a-ok by me. Last issue
you wrate humorously about your vacation trip. This time John Berry wrote
about Portugal and his expericnces therc while you wrote about exotic Owens
Park. ((&h yes, the Llcatraz of ihe Nortkern hemisphere...)) Then Johu ends
his piece with that teasing line in Northern Italy. All right, I will bites
what did happen in Northern I%aly, John ? (( Due to the falling value of the
pound, travel tales may be less likely to appear in future...although, I do
hope to have an account of what Harry & Irene Bell were doing on the Isle de
Levant this sumr r. Just the bare iacts, y' understand...))

I enjoyed your chronicle of the NMancown Misadventures. I am rather
surprised that some of you enraged paucl members did not treat the convention
committee to a heart game of smash-the-head. From the contact I've had with
Pete Presford, he seems to be an amiable, pleasant person. It's a shame he
and his committee were not able to have a program with some temporal rigidity.
({ Well, if they hadn't evolved this theory of flacid-time just before the
con...everything might have gonc allright.))

Fric Mayer's "World of the liundanes" was a strong piece of faan writing.
Eric wrote the story in a pscudo-V¥orlds of IF style. You know what I mean,
during the 50's IF always seemed to have a story with the same sort of feel
this one had, BEric really captured that style perfectly. "World of the Hund -
ancs " is a kindred spirit to th: IF stories of days gone past. Of course,
in this day and age, even the young fans are familiar with female anatomy to
a certain extent simply from attendance of convention masquerade shows. You
see¢, Eric, over here in the United States they really do feature naked women
rather than Brian Burgess. (( Yes, so I've heard, and its only one of the
reasons why I'd like to visit the U.S.A. again...but the falling pound, you
know. Have you heard our latestd Worldcon-bid slogan ? 'The Pounds VWorth A
Dime In 79i"))

wPandom Ink" by Tom Perry was a treat. Tom infuses his writing with so
much wit and humour that the readcer has to be careful or else what may look
l1ike an ordinary sentence will furn into a pun before his very cyes. Any pilece
Tom writes is well worth a re-read simply to search for other Jjokes which did
not leap out at the eyeballs the first time through., He's done quite a nice
job on people’s names in "Fandom Ink"2
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Greg Pickersgill becomes Picitledill; Pete Vorzimer becomes Remizrov, and
Vorzimer's Tanzine ABSTRACT Lecomes, appropriately enough, OBSTRUCT. It is
not neceszery to know these things to enjoy Tom's story, but that knowledge
mekes the plece a1l taat more endcering. £nd Tom's puns. Oh my. Ranging
from the one about th. "big buang which had resulted in the concepticn of

Hugo Gernsback” to the fact that the key to the fable centered around "Fandom
Ink. ink", Tom* -~uns are emough to make any reader approach each sentence
with a fair degeee of caution. ({ Tom Perry's Puns are also reason enough for
any cautious con-goer %o approach Tom Perry with caution!))

Why is it that at that point in your conreport when you begin talking
about me a wrinkle suddenly occurs in the stencil resulting in two lines that
are all tut illegible., Rfince I was the topic of discussion; I of course
strained my 2yes wnitil I figured out vhat was said, That's a mean prank to
»ull, Bric. {(But 2 great attention geotter!!))

Ben Iniicls, 420 Sagamore ive, Teancck, N.J. 07066,

I feel like a fulecrum (I
ate o~ mich fo» tea, so I really am a Full Crumb, but that's something else.)
((Something elsc! Itis too ruch...)) You see I'm ready to do some loccing and
I have zines from Kric Lindsey in sustrelia, and Jrom you. Since you're closer,
I'11 loc your Super Famnnish Triode first. ((You’reiggzg that's the reason, Ben,
you sure my coming first has nothing to do with mny reputation for printing
quite gruesome puns ?)) T had an all %oo brief visit lest week from a favorite
Britisher of mine, Herr Deve Rowe (and he is ztrictly kerrish!) ((Sure you don't
mean herring..,.herring in his ways ?))and am in a fannish mood...very nice
vith o fine 1:is% of bheer over everything. ((Yes, that sounds like Dave...))
Since you must abreviate Bob Shaw as BoSh, isn't it lucky his first name is
no:i Buck! Jorn Berry's article i3 renlly excellent, it has the virtue of
topirality. hunour, and, for us,; grotesquerie. I don't think it was all that
much fun Tor John vhen it happened - bub it reads well now! Has Berry writ-
ten of his own situeition in Ulsier ¥ That pitiable situation seems irresol-
vable., (( Joan, and family, have been back in England for sometime now, Ben,
I doubt that he would want to vrite about Ulster's problems for a fanzine and,
frankly, I douby very much that I would want to print anything about the
current state cf affairs ihere. “he mundane press are making such a 'good!
job of meking things there worse, that they don't need my helpl))

I don't believe that Harry Warner about rumning away from an increasing
crime-wvave. Harry may be a semi-recluse over here but think how lonely and
lost he'd be in,; say, Dubrovnik. %Yaen farzines and letters could take MONTHS
to reach him. And censored at that. {( The language would be the main thing
against Harry retiring to the Balkans, I thinlk...unless he has other than
English/American. Although,some great feor -articles could come out of his
experiences there...))

The locs were interesting, Artwork was quite nice, Dillon's material
fannieh and promising. Jeeves is; of course, inimitable. Talk about a
sigrature! (( You mean you have mme of the two cheque's he's made out,too!))
Unlike Bob Bloch I do not save the bulk of my fanzines for college collect-
ions; 1 invend bringing boxloads of them to a Fanoclast Club meeting where I
shall sell - <them § DNo, it is not greed. The money goes to a worthy if
weird cause. Lovecrafy fanaticist Prof. Tirk Mezik is raising funds to
erecv 2 Titting sTone over the grave of CGrandpa Theobaldus and I am selling
of f part of my book and fanzine collcction %o help. ({Phat's even worse than
sending them to Wyoming, Ben!)) DNext we shall raise funds to put a body
under Shalkespearce's stone at The Abbey! (( Hay I rur a poll on who's body
it should be 7))

George Flynn, 27 Sowarsett Ave, Warren, R.I. 02885.

The only thing that
inspires specific comment is Harry Werner's {and, I gather, Rick Sneary's)
discussion of the perennial issuc of meking HUGO winners ineligible to win
again. Tj(\




I've always had strong feclings on this: if an award is given for the best
work of the year;, then it would be dishonest (and demeaning) to choose among
"the best except X and Y"; if, say, somebody writes the best novel five years
in a row, then by ghod he deserves to get five HUGO's. But, you know, that
argument rezlly applies %o specific achievements. Much of the trouble with
the HUGO's is that people tend to vote on 2 whole-carcer basis even when the
awards only for the year. Maybe we should make this explicits: leave the fict-
inn awards alonne, but replace the fan HUGO's with '"Grand-Master'-type awards
that could nnly be one once. Over a period of time, this might well give
more satisfactory results than the present system. {( Not a bad idea, but
this type of award also has snags - future snags - for you could get a simil-
ar reaction against those ‘'Grand-Masters' as against members of FIRST FANDOM,
or the Knight's of St. Fantony; in that they are ceonsidered {a few years
hence) to be part of a fannish establishment, preservers-of-the-status-guo,
and as such; to be rebelled against. Treated not as fannish individuals, buf
as a conglomerate of has-beensi!))

Tom Perry, 25 Locks Rd, Locks Hezth, Hants. S03 6ONS.

I suppose the three-
headed creature on the front cover represents the trinitarian aspects of
your fanzine ? I keep staring at that cover, thinking there is some deep
and secret message in it. I did manage to find the tiny "THIODE" hidden in
the corner, like the NINA which is hidden in every Harry Hershfield drawing

— do I get a prize? ((NO} My daughter found it first, and she got the prize.
Keep trying, though...)) I think I prefer the Bacover, with mhat must be

space rover Eric Bentcliffe in his space age jet plane with the Blue Meanie
face on the nose, looking for all the world like a mustached Steve Canyon.
This Dillon drawing I think I can understand. That's our Eric,allright,
staring out at the planes wing with it's big ramjet and wondering what the
hell go~d it's suppnsed to do in a vacuum. After all, there's nothing out
there for it to push against.((Ah, that's what fandom's all about, reaction!))

But that's reacting to art in a literary way, ian't it ? I believe
instead we're suppysed to appreciatc pitchers in terms of composition, siress,
plasticity, and like that. In that case I want to know why the perspective of
the craters on that dead planet behind the jet plane is wrong. It looks as if
those craters belong further over to the left, in that white spacc where there
are no craters for some mysterious reason. It loocks as if that big black part
of the pitcher in the upper right-hand
corner has pulled all the craters east.

Say, I bet that's iti{ That's a
Black Hole up there and its distort-

ed space so that the craters have &R

been pulled across the pitcher and @;§§\ ,;zjé
had their perspective distorted into \i}; . §{~y4~:;77
the bargain and also warped time so 12RITAL *f&/ 5,,‘3
that the nonplussed space ranger 1S FINE // \LH
finds himself at the controls of a IN & - —J

that) and it probably accounts for \\
the weird way the stars have sort f“'llLHﬂ
of clumped together and even for 5 N

1.:he uneven distribution of the ink ;\»(\/ @‘r@?’} 7%
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in this gquarter of space. Ten four,
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miniature Phantom Jet (apt name, 79 ;v’{t'? /%AQ\\;T/’\“‘A

Space Cowboy. ({Did I ever mention, |
Tom, that Paul Dillon has a big /f-/’
brother called Matt ?))

What ? Allright, allright,

I'11 just commrent on the words
from now on.
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I liked your theory about corflu. I don't know if i% causes deafness,
though if it does I suspect i} does so not by clogging up the ear via the
nose but by destroying that part of the hrain that responds to soundj cert-
ainly it smells like a2irplane glue, the sniffing of which is supposed to
make your brain resemble a spopge. But in any case I think it has addictive
properties. And these could well explain the disdain that trufans hold for
fnz produced by means that don't reqguire corflu - not' only hekto's and spirit
duplicaters (the nlausible sounding excuse 1s that their repro isn't es good),
but even iitho, about which we cen only mumble lanely that " it just doesn't
seem like a real fanzine.!" The mimec is the message; the reason is that fan-~
dom is a drug cultuie - we are all addicted to corflu, and the entire struct-
ure nf fandom ard all our fancy fanzines are just ways of getting in touch
with others who turn on.

I think I'd better drop that line of thought before someone overhears,
correction Tiuid is outlawed and we are all hunted dowa 1ike rats. {No off-
ence, Leroyo)

1 enjsyed your view of the Mancon. I'm beginning to think Presford et
al., nave doae fandom a great service in providing 2 convention that we can
211 talk and write endlessly about. 1 haven't seen so much prose on cons
since the 0ld days when the program was lopelessly fouled up, the P.A. system
didn't work, the hotel was refusing service to fans and complaining over
little things like broken doors, and the con committee were strutting about
telling poople they couldn't sit there. The foilowing era of smooth-running
cons almnst xilled the con rep.rt. 1 suppose that when the con starts on
time and all the items arc interesting and the bar is comfortable and so on,
there ig no time to take notes and nothing much to write about. It's true
thal the Mencon didn’t provide all the features of a good old-fashioued con
- I dpa's resall nanyone dropping water balloons out of the windows, ({ That
was boeause none of the rooms had water, Tom...be Tair!)) though the report
of a .22 soncone was Firing from the Tower doewn at the square below (no,Eric,
I don't know who the square vas; indicates that they attempted to find a
suitable substitulte, BRack, back I say - to those bygone days of yesteryear
when the gtaff ha' 2d us and the manager couldn'i wait till we left and we
couldntt afford 2 room to ourselves so we smuggled eight other guys in and
took turns sieeping on the floor. Sigh. (( Yeah, NOVACON was bland wasn't it.
Greg Pickersgill wes beucvolent, Pever Roberts wouldn®t d his Attacking
Budgie Nance; and the only hope of controversy is to get hold of Dave Kyle's
speech....or some photo's of Tom Perry danc.ng with Pat Charnock!))

Pamela Boal, 4 Viestfield Way, Charlion Heights,Wantare, Oxon.

True travel
tales! HAVE YOU BVER eaten gold fish at one o'clock in the morning in
Istanbul ? Watched a Turkish Cypriot milk his cow into ! a lemonade bottle
you've given him ? Learn’t to cook a Chinese dish from an Indian whose
kitchen is on a bicycle (in Singapore) ? Beern pushed up the runway of
Bombay Airport in a basket chair with a wobbly wheel; the pusier issuing
a stream of words that could only have been profanities, in Urdu ? ((Well,
no, but thenk you for asking....))

Thrice welcome letters-of-comment were alsc received from: 3ill Harry,
Harry Bell, Sheryl Birkhead; Kev Easthope, Jan Howard Finder,
David Griffin, Paul Ryan, Howie Rosenblum, Arthur Thomson,
v Brian Tawn, and Bob Pavlat ( who's lengthy letter came

?TY‘ / just as I had to draw the line on the loc length).
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" We're gonna get it all together in a little cottage in the
country, man!"

Such was the phrase commonly heard six or seven years ago as a favour-
ite preliminary to the formation of a new constellation of rock stars in
that age of The Supergroup, when established rock music giants formed and
re-formed fragile alliances to boost their egnally fragile ego's, and
hopefully (but rarely) recharge faliering creativity.

Because there are those who emulate rock musicians in all their doings,
country cottages all over the land were flooded with aspiring rock groups
duly Getting It All Together, My cousin Alistair was drummer,; organiser,
and general factotum for one such semi-pro band called the King Calculatorss
or some other egually uninspiring name. ( Now he is articled to a firm of
solicitors. Sic transit... )} From his parents home in Oxford he found that
country cottages, bands Getting It Together for the use of, were in short
supply; the nearest one he decided he cnruld easily borrow was my parents'
cnttage on the western slopes of the northern Pennines, overlooking the
Eden Valley between Carlisle and Penrith, a few miles north of the village
of Gamblesby.

So one June weekend they squeezed all the pop-group's gear, plus them-
selves, into their Pord Transit van and hauled it 250 miles up the motorway
to my parents cottage. ( Let me remind any Americans reading this, that in
England 250 miles is a long way...their van was pretty old then: it's no
longer running now. Sick Transit... )

They borrowed the cottage for a week. On the first morning they tried
to set up the amplifiers, speakers, drums and other gear in the cottages’
tiny sitting room. It was absurdly optimistic of them to expect to get it
211 in. The room is hardly large enough even when empty to swing a mouse ing
and there are also a couch, three armchairs, a large coffee table, a black-
leaded cast—iron fireplace and a porch inset into the room; all reducing the
amount of room available for mouse-swinging to the point where any attempt
to revolve the poor creature is likely to cause a major head injury. To the
mouse, bhat is.

Outside, beautiful hot sunny weather with hardly a cloud visible was
beckoning, and so was the ( rolatively) vast expanse of the front garden.
The found an extension-lead and carted their axes ( guitars, to the uninit-
iated), stacks and other gear out into the garden, and happily practised in
the sun. This arrangement worked pretty well - except when it threatened to
rain and electrocute them...



Drinking was another of their guru's habits that Alistair imitated
in a small way along with his colleagues. ( Some rock stars' imbibing
routines are....regular, to say the 1east.) ‘And they so happened to
choose our own favourite local at Gamblesby when they felt like imbibing.

On hais final visit to this hosteliry Ali happenced to overhear a con-
versatinn that made him at first cather thoughtful, then finally convinced
him to keep very quiet indeed.

A fortnight earlier, the aunt of one of the farmers had died, and it
had been her dying wish to be cremated; and her ashes scattered over her
favourire field. A hayfield looking out on the broad sweep of the Eden
Valley. With all due ceremony ( and a sweeping movement of the hand fluent
from years of practice spreading other substances on the soil ), the farmer
had performed his duty by his aged relatives, and her ashes were duly scat-
tered over the field so her shades, spirits or whatever could enjoy the
view for evermore. His melancholy duty done; the farmer rciurned, relieved,
to his house teo resume his more normal chores.

Three days later, his scasonal scheduls took him back to the field -~
he ploughed it up.

The next day his son walked with his dog up to the Pennine moor above
to check on a few sheep. As he passed the field his father had ploughed up
he heard something that made him stop, listen, and blench visibly.

From the field were coming strange noises.
Thump .

Bong.

Eeeceaaa screececKEEECH. KathUuP.

He listened further, heart racing, wondering if his cars were deceving
him and he was simply hearing the blocd thudding through his cochlea. But,
the noises went on. There were bumps and screeches and eldritch wailings -
and they were all ccoming from the field his aunt had been ploughed into.

Surely, itnis was her doing....her spirit, or something, was telling
his father he had committed a drcadful wrong in ploughing her into the damp
dark humus and depriving her of her favourite view over the valley. She had
been denied her sight of the skies of heaven, and was furious.

The farmer's son wasn't all that young; at lcast fifteen. Not too
credulous an age. With a dreadful knowledge he abandoned his mission to the
sheep and called his dog back to the farm, and related the sorry tale. The
farmer and his wife, suspicious at first, but gradually convinced of their
wrongdoing set 1o brooding and wondering if there was any way they could
recetify their sin.

The next day, the shecp still neceded tending, so off the boy went
again. And again, he paused by the ficld and heard vibrations, thumps and
howls that secemed to him to be the torment of the dead rising from the very
depths. Sweating, he went on this time; up the moor to the sheep; and the
terrible distant noises finally receded. At lunchtime he returned the same
way and paused yet againi this time the ncises had disappeared. Relieved he
went on home, and told of the days events.

This time his father had some doubts. " You sure you heard them, son?
You weren't imagining them ?....You know what people say about lads who hear
VoiceS..."

His son was very hurt by this and demanded that he come and hear them
for himself.; so they both went and listened, and it was with horror that
the father heard the strange frightening noises, just as his son had.

That evening the family, again, contemplated their mischievous act.
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The farmer brought this message of doubt and dread to two of his
friends in the pub., Secking their advice. My cousin Alistair was
guetly listening, abstracted from his friends' desultory conversation
about pickups, mike stands, money, and booking gigs. { The farmer's
language was far plaincr than my flowery description above.) As Ali
listened, the farmer went on to ask his friends if they had any ideas
about how best to correct the sin, and a long discussion followed.

411 scrts of ideas werc put forward, Plough again, in the hope
tha$ some of the old lady's ashes would risc to thc surface ? Have
the field blessed; or exorcised ? Simply confess their sin to the
vicar ? Or just wait and sce il she stopped complaining ?

They eventually dcecided to mention the affair to the vicar and
see what advice he could give. At this point my cousin and his
friends left the pub,; and Ali was able to discuss freely the pain
and problems suffered by the farmer and his family.

For it was his group's amplificd open-air practice scssions the
boy and his father had, obviously, heard., No-one who heard the
noises had rcealised their truc nature; the farmer's family and
friends all believed - and believe yet, as far as we know - that
the old lady's spirit caused the groanings from the earth.

Of the many guests and visitors who have since been to our cottage,
guite a few now know of the Gablesby Chost,; as there is a lot of fum in
the idea of the family being deceived by music drifting across the fields.
But no-one has ever mentioned the ghost in our local pub, and I hope no-
one ever will. (In fact, cven my writing this article has disturbed some
of my family, lest some of you readers blurt out the truth next time you
are in Gamblesby). :

At first sight the tale scems to imply that the farmer and his family
are thoroughly naive, and holds thcm up to ridicule. Anybody though, cven
the most intelligment; wary and experienced person, can be deceived by
situations they have never cncountcred beforc. ( Strange lights in the
sky ~ flying saucers. Strange noises - spirits of the earth. Same differ-
ence. ) When people are bemuscd, puzzled or deceived by a phenomenon,
they clutch at the simplest explanation to hand. If the supernatural be
jnvoked, so be it. Similarly, if pcople care to invoke facile combinations
of science (the new religion) and the supernatural (the o0ld) we have no
right to deny them their belief (sar in gods—and—spaccmen), casy though it
is for us to see the nature of their delusions. If we go around shatter-
ing fragile glass towecrs of scothing illusion (however painful the process
of creation is to thc believer, such as the fear our farmer felt) we must
beware the consequences.

So although no shame devolves on the protagonists in this
story. They wouldn't fecl comforiable to know the truth,

’ You won't tell them, will you ?
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By

JOHN BERRY

The British Airtours Boeing 707 landed at
Corfu on 22nd of July 1976 at 1.30pm GWT ( Creek Mean Time), without warn-
ing passengers that reverse-thrust would be utiligzed in landing,; resulting
in many wide-eyed people looking at gach other in horror, gripping the
edges of their seats with white-knuckled fingers, wondering if this was
what it was like when passing into the infinite. As we slowed down, every-
one exhaled, and one or two of the more religious ones crossed themselves
fervently; then the rush started to vacate the aircraft before the sun

disappeared.

Waiting for the cases to emerge from a mystericus recess in the wall
of the airport to k a lot of patience. I had my jackeil on because my hands
would be full of luggage, and sweat flowed down my back, collecting at my
waistband and seeping round to the front. It was almost as hot as it was
at Hatfield prior to our departure the day before., Our cases were among
the last to be ejected; and my wife and I struggled through a gap between
two desks, laughingly comprising customs, hoping that our coach had not
already departed.

The coach only took a few minutes to drive from the airport to Corfu
harbour, from where our ship was to leave for Paxos., 1t was a scruffy
looking craft; it needed painting badly, and the grinning crew who watched
us staggering aboard with out luggage looked like rejects from an audition
for the 'Pirates of Penzance'., A rusty plaque on the upper deck announced
that the ship was called 'Caterpillar'.

I was worried about the sea journey to Paxos. All my life I had
suffered from sea—-sickness - indsed, I was so psychologically aware of
this malaise that I made medical history - c>;7
o



- Dby being the first person to have to take 'Qwells' whilst watching 'THE
CRUEL SEA'. This time I intended to fight it...I took up a shrewd position
near the back part of the ship, prudently close ‘to a lifeboat, and willed
myself not to succumb to any of the various facets of mal de mer which norm-
ally afflicted me, such as headaches, stomach cramp; twitching lips and
vomiting.

The ship headed southwards, hugging the eastern Corfu coast, with the
mountainous Greek mainland to our left. It took avout one and a hall hours
to itravel to the southern tip of Corfu.... a relatively easy journey even
to one with such delicate perception of marine movement as myself. It got
rougher. though, as we crossed the open sea to Paxos, but the hour's journey
passed with .ut my publicly evincing any sign of the physical or mental stress
I was struggling t~ nvercome. The ship stopped briefly at Lakka, a small
part on the northern tip of Paxos, and then salied the short distance to
Gaios, port and metropnlis of swinging Paxos.

Caios was a little gem of a seaport, with small boats in orderly
array along the quayside, riding in clear water, with a back-drop of colour-
ful houses and shops.

We humped our suitcases to a taxi, which, in convoy with a mini-bus,
took the dozen or so scekers of " an idyllic get-away~from-it-all paradise'
1o the Paxos Beach Hotel, about a mile .south of Gajos; under the management
of Demetrius, a man definitely not 'of infinite Jjest'. The hotel was
facing cast, and patrons were domiciled in stone chalets; in step like pro-
gression decending a steep hillside, amidst olive trees and probing cactii.
One inhovation was that the sliding-doors of the chalets were always lefti
open, permitting cleaners and bed-makers to flit about with extraordinary
ease, but also giving access to lizards, peculiar insects, and the managers
pet alsations, which, thcoretically, knew you were a guest because they
lined up and sniffed you at rcecception on arrival.

The bar and dining-~room were at sea-~level near the beach, and were
reached by trekking southwards round and,occasionally,across the roofs of
the chalets obstructing the direct route.
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Meals, especially dinner, were delightful affairs. The servers were
Greeky; b th male and female;, and waiting between courses was kKept to a
minimum. Normally, at most first-class hotels I have visited abroad and
especially in hot climates, water has 1o be purchased in bottles; some-
times quitc expensively. At Paxos, ice-cold water direct from a spring
was served by a young English girl called Je¢annie in eartheanware jugs. The
clever psychology here was that as you didn't have to buy water; you could
afford to purchase wine instead.

Jeannie, was an engaging sixteen year-old, rather shy and wistful,
but bearing her pitchers with great applomb, hastening to salve the parched
throats of her guests who were utterly reliant on her speed and dexterity.
With her short, fair curly hair and tall graceful figure she looked exactly
like 'Aphrodite with Water Jug' as depicted on so many ancient Greek vases.
She was so fleet of foot in racing up and down the stone-steps with jugs
rampant that one evening, in her ultra-kceness, she refrained from using
the bottom three steps, vaulting to the fourth one with grcat abandomnement,
full of desire to speed water to a thirsty throat.

I didn't actually see the fall, but I shall never forget that scream.

Tor a day or two, she carefully hobbled up and down the steps with
commendable decorum, but two evenings later, her cut kncee forgotten, she
purst upwards to the dining~room like a miniature super-nova. Once again
I missed the cartwheel, although the thud of an earthenware jug full of
water smashing onto a stone floor is rather a sickening sound. AL



I turned around just in time to see Jeannie with the handle of the Jug in
her hand; lips curled downwards in anguish as the rest of it shot shrapnel -~
like in various directions.
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Paxos is about eight miles long and two and a half miles wide. It is
very hilly, with Olive trees in stone terraces covering every spare foot of
space. An enticing booklet is available masquerading as a tourist guide,
but d-n't buy it. The roads or tracks shown on it are mere figments of a
cartographers imaginati-n. Because the island is so small, it is possible
to explore it fully on foot., My wife and I decided to walk to Fanariotika,
~n the west coast. We followed the roads as depicted on the map, but
gradually got more and more off the, literally, beaten-track. The local
beople were very friendly, and looked at us with amazement as we tracked
through the olive trees. We eventually came to a little shop and purchased
two lemonades., We sat down, exhausted, to luxuriate in the drink's ice-
coldness when an old unshaven man in a trilby and baggy trousers entered
the shop. He peered at us closely, recoghnised us as aliens in his envire-
nment, and then commenced a most bizarre recitation.

" U.S.A....Washington.D.C.,...China....Pck.ng......Iceland.. .Reyk-
javik.....Portugal...Lisbon,."; and so on,enumcrating countries and their
capitals in feultless English. &y wife, rather embarrassed, asked him if
he'd been to all these countries. His eyes suddenly crossed at this inter-
uption, and his rapidly widening pupils indicated that he thought it was a
damned stupid question. He tossed down a gquick glass of Quzo and returned
to reciting his exciting dialogue. The other pecople in the shop began to
look furtively in different directions, but I thought it polite to listen
to him in case he got one wrong. Eventually, he sank back exhausted in a
rickety chair, his eyelids dropped over blecary eyes, and he scemed to
dchydrate with the effort. We reverently crept out of the shop, and had
gone abnut a hundred yards on tiptoc when we heard a shout behind us.
Horror-stricken we turned around, and our worst fears weres realised. Phe
old man raised his head high and shouted....' Venezucla...Caracas", and
then c~1llapsed in a heap like an empily sack.

We were lost, and tried to retrace our steps towards Gaios. I knew
we'd reach the main road to the port eventually, however, so wasn't too
worried. En route we came to a bar with tables under the trees. An old
woman came out and took our order for two lemonades. She brought the
drinks and sat down beside us and conversed with us - a difficult task
since she couldn't speak English and her dialect was all Greek to me.

After an animated sequence of mime, she leaned forward and tapped my
wife's stomach meaningly, her eyes wide with anticipation.

My wife said,''No, she didn't have indigestion," but I diagnosed that
she was asking if we had any children. I nodded sagely, and held up two
fingers, "Ah". ©She clapped her hands, staggered into the store and retur-
ned with a bottle of wine which she poured into our cmpty glasses. I was
quite impressed with this kind gesture, but couldn't understand the signif-
icance; after all, we are grandparents. A few minutces later a lorry drew
up and a fthirsty driver got out. He listencd to the woman's excited talk

head on one side, mouth open.

" Is your wife expecting twins ?", he asked in good English.

" No,”" I said. A split second before my wife offered her vehement
denial,

" The o0ld lady thinks she is," he said, pnrinting to the cackling old
crone, who t-ok a quick swig out of the bottle.

Once more, we tiptoed away with as much dignity as we could muster.
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Antipaxos is a small island about a mile long and a half mile wide
situated due south of Paxos, and only a few miles away. Several of us at
the hotel, supervised by Jeannie, booked a boat trip to it lured by the
descriptive " azure seca gently lapping on the pure white sand ",

It only toank about half an hour for the boat to get to the beach, and
tn discover that the brochure was accurate. Both the islands, Paxos and
Antipaxos, were created by limestone strata rising up at 2 slight angle,
and this special beach is a geological ‘raised beach'y, so that the dimini-
shed tidal effect is considerable. The sand is exiremely fine and being of
limestone origin is completely white. Consequently, the sez;, which is
normally clear in this parit of the Mediterranean is also weedless in the
beach proximity,; the sun's roflection making the water literally crystal-
clear.

As with any paradise though, there had to be some snags...in this case
the problem was actually getting to the beach. The boat tied up to a square
of concrete in 2 rocky inlect and the passcngers then had to wade to the
nearby rocks and over them. The athletic ones amongst us were able to neg-
otiate this miniature commando course with little difficult, but quite a
number of elderly people had joined the boat at Gaios; anxious to prostrate
themselves in the warm waters of Antipaxos beach. One cynic,; regarding
the slow progress of the senior-citizens remarked that the scene resembled
a pilgrimage to Lourdes.

Boats were regularly plying back and forward to the beach from other
resorts, and it soon became somewhat over-crowded., However, the water was
really warm and it was pleasurable to lie on one'd back on the surface,
hands behind head, eyes closed, the water over the ears keeping away all
mundanc snunds, feeling as though one was in suspended animation.

Lunchtime came all too snon; and Jeannie marshalled her party together
for the return journey; via the assault course. Unfortunately, our leaving
coincided with the arrival of a large German contingent which caused some
confusion, but their demands for 'lebensraum' werc met with typical British
stoicism as we bundled pasl them, supporting our gerintrics.
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My wife and I were told of an interesting small island called Mogon-
issi Jjust a couple of miles to the south, which could be reached by a
causeway. However, affer our previocus welking experience I decided that
some other mode of iransport should be adopted and now that I'd overcome
my previous rnal de mer, pcrhaps a suitable seca-worthy craft could be hired
for our expedition.

I finally talked my wife into our hiring one of the Pedalo's owned
by the hotel. These are a twin-hulled craft operated by the passengers who,
by pedalling; cause a paddle-wheel to rovolve. Ideal, I thought, for our
journey.

We sat in the canvas seats 2nd pedalled like mad, and the pedalo shot
forward quite guickly on the. sheltered waterzs of the hotel beach. It was a
little more difficult, however, when we hit the wavelets of the open sea,
However, the wind was going our way, and hugging the limestone coast (with
mognificent examples of folded strata) we headed southwards. We passed a
small private beach where scveral couples werce sampling the delights of
nude bathing. I tried to protect my wife from this awesome sight, but,
alerted by the zig-zag course I had; inadvertently; initiated whilst try-
ing to asscss their swimming prowess, she spotted their uninhibited
exhibitionism. HMaking only the enigmatic comment that " I dida't know
Jews did that sort of thingl"

Before we reached the islahd, I saw the masts of ships silhouttced
arainst the skyline. We pedalled like mad round the corner into Mogonissi
Bay. Three large schooners were anchored there, becaring West German, Swiss,



and Canadian flags, We stesrcd between them, rammed the pedalc up onto the
sand, and walked irn our Ldathing-costumes towards the beach-bar. It was
time for afterncon tea.

The crews of the schoouners were lounging at the bar tables drinking
becr; the men were young, with beards and wore denims with the bottoms of
the legs frayecd....the bikini-clad girls sat with pouting lips, and in the
0dd power-packed moment one of them would run a long~railed finger down the
nearest male cheek. One counle couldn't stand the strain any more, and ran
to the water's edge; dived in; and swam like torpedo's to the nearest of
the schooners. :

Meanwhile, my wife and I finished our tea, and more leisurely,went
for a swim ourselves. The sun was beating dovm mercilessly though, and
after half an hour of exposure we decided to return to our hotel.

We re-boarded our craft - which I had some initial difficulty launch-
ing - and pedalled across the bows of the waterside tables; beaming proudly
at the schooner crews., Their return looks obviouvusgly indicated that they
considered the prund had sunk to a really lew level if the English had to
visit such 2 high-class establishment in such a craft.

We curved ia a widc arc to pedal northwards +the few miles to our
hotel beach, but I had forgotten the wird and the waves; which now were
coming towards us. Also, and much more seriously, we were both unused to
this extreme physical exertion, and were exhausted. The couple who had,
only a short while ago,found & sudden need to be on-board their schooner,
were pow nung over the rail of their vesscl like two wet rags, and they
looked at us in awe as we pedalled between their ship and another anchored
nearby. I was absolutely shattered, and my wifc had suddenly become limp
in her seat and whispered thet she couldn't possibly pcedal any more. 3Bui,
I refused to suffer tné emvarrassment of allowing these rich schooner
typos sce an Erglishman give in. I gritied my teeth and although my knee's
had seized up. pedalled like crazy unitil we clcared the bay and were out
of sight.

Once outside the bay, though, wc were in the open-sea, although close
in to the shore, and facing the full force of the wind that had helped us
reached Mogonissi. I shall never know how we got back. Certainly, we were
going even slower than.previcusly when we passed the nude bathers. This was
purely because we were both almost dead from fatigue, but I'm sure*'tho
nudists thought we had siowed down to see¢ them. Admittedly it was a weck
before I cnuld turn my neck without making a grating sound, but I was
really interested in the lonping strata behind them. Which was why the
pedalo was so close to shore.

If it hadnit been for this excellent navigation on my part I'm guite
convinced that even the ferocious burst of pedalling that my wife; eyes
quite glazed, now put in wouldn't have got us back to base. And I swear
that it was with my last kick, before fslling inert into the sea, that we
hit the sand cf our hotel-beach.

It tcok us the rcst of the holiday to recover from our expedition,
but we had the satisfaction of going home believing that we had upheld all
that was most noble in British naval tradition.

evesseodohn Berry.
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. Jules Verne chucked his men into space by
-_ifshooting 'em out of a cannon, a process gsuaranteed
. to play havoc with their digestion, not to mention
fgintraining their braces beyond the breaiiing noint,
7 » %N{Clinical tests indicate that the average pair of
W 7 0S braces gives way at around 2,7103 G), Jells of

15 course, beinpg an Inglishman, was craftier. Ilis
hero, Cavor stirred things up in a cooliing pot
and produced 'Cavorite'; a nifty metal which
nullified gravity and allowed for a weisjhtless
float up to the moon. Apart from the machinations
of the Selenites, the worst effect of this process
was to give the astronauts a nasty bout of sea-
sickness in sp&ace...a sort of mal-de-~void. ’Tlells
dodged explaining how one could lean over the side of a
space capsule when the lurgy struck,

T

Nothing rcally new came along for
“——gquite a while until Doc Smith sidestepped the problems by inventing
the Dergenholm which not only nullified inertia, but also allowed for
instant acceleration. It alsoc did away with broken braces and the shaky
tunsay syndrome. Unhappily for Project Apollo. not one of these methods
was available for a real Moon Landing, although there had becen tentative
plans Tor a tower of Bheer cans recaching to the moon. It was at this
stase that rockets came in.

Unfortunately, rockets were (are) nasty noisy
aessy, dangerous and expensive things and used an awful lot of power in
sinply lifting themselves by their own lug-holes. 'hat was nceded was
something new, maybe even a Cavorite-plated Bergenholm fired from a pair
of oxtended braces,

And this was where the Dean Drive camc in. I
first met this in the pages of Analog...although later, it turncd u» in
the hallowed pages of 'Missiles and Rockets'. In the Campbell version,
you ot the whole works comprising sevceral pages of incomprchensible
wordage suitably clarified by the addition of a number of incomprchensible
plhotosraphs. I gathered that one simply took an electric drill, a sct
of off-centre weights, and thc scales from the bathroom. Thesc were then
lashed together in a framework of girders stolcn from Junior's licccano
set (or Brector set if you lived in the USA), Plu, in the drill, switch
on, a2nd Binge ! ...you had a spacc drive. Well, to be prccisc, you
didn't actually have a space drive - but you did have a gadget whilch
tricd like merry hell to batter a hole in the floor (maybe it was just
telsing; of £ in the wrong direction ). Mevertheless, the scales got such
a beating that they registered a reduction in weight, and as Campbell
was gquick to point ocut, all the thing needed was a bit of polishing, some



scholarly mathematics (not to mention a touch of the old Scnse of .onder)
and the lioon would be ours, The Dean Jrive would convert rotary into
lincar :ocion to give us the stars..though what bathroom scales can push
against in a vacuum, heaven only knows.

Various magazines did crudite articles on the device,
letters flew in all directions - as did assorted pieccs of the apnraratus,
and cnoush hot air was generated to put a man on the moon. Then the thing
dronped out of sight. It cropped up again rccently in an Analog picce LY
(I thini) Harry Stine, but as usual, 'there arc a few bugs to be worled
out!, and in all the credibility gop is about the same as that for the
Loci: .iess nonster., LZven so, whencever I have to do any drilling in the
bathreoon, I always keep well away from the scales in case I inadvertently
propel mysclf into orbit.

This wasn't Canpbellfs only venture inte solving
(¢divorinlly) the problems of space flight. One issuc¢ described 2 model
airship thich hnd a magnificent new form of internal propulsion,..very
sceret, but once the bugs werc jironcd out ... By this time, the recader
may well be forgiven if he has formed the impression that all we nceed to
conguer sHace is to make Penicillin cheaply available to all inventors,

Even morce shocks were in store for Ahalog's readers,.
The indefatigable (which means quick to carn a fast buck) Harry Stihe
descrived @ series of oxperiments desipgned to give an extra hoost to a
rocizet talkking off, The nethod was delightfully simplce...simply give it

NWoos

a hefty statie charge, and this ;ava .

an inhecrent repulsion which helped to
throw the rocket away fron carthe

Tests indicated that modecl rocleis given
such a charge, tended to get up highor
than rmodels without the benefit of
Stine's charging gear. As Stiane

pointed out, full scalc tests were
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((bemonstration of clectrically-assisted take-off))

Apart from news ways of getting into spPace gampbcll ‘
explored many other avenues, but perhaps the most scream-raisin,, ya? ;ac
tdiscovery! of the Hieronymous machinc. All you had Fo d9 was Eo puila
yoursclf a lincar, Class 4 audicon amplifier a?d hoolk 1t§ 1np9t'uo on?

Eoil ané its outpit to another,.the sccond being wound 11?t betucen two
piastic sheets. You then stuffed a metal sample in the first ccil and
~ently siroled the second whilc tuning 2 variable condgnser —la prn?oss
akin to natiing one's stomach and sinmultancously stroking onc's hcau.:.
the results were about as productive., Some people reported the Pl&stlc
sheet Telt 'tacky', others reported a rough surfa?e, ?umps, shociis ?r'
¢ven hiceups. Eric Jones mad. onc, and when I trl?d % 3 aftc?_tg?‘m?mcnts
of strokin,, John Camobell apncared...but to be fair, I was §1tulfg in

the foyer of the King's Court during the '5S7 Worldcdh.:.and Al mé?i a
nifty lecd in for a tongue-ticd (on my part) c?nvcrsaﬁlonu..you “LLhF say
that we rot stuck on the samc Hieronymous machinc. JUC later wcnt.on to‘
publish o symbolic version. I constructed one, 2nd got results which uere



consistently and 100% reproducible....nothing ever happened.

Despite such negatiive rosults, SF definitely widens onc'!s
montal horizons. - Take the case of parapsychology and Dr. Rhine of Dule
University. Having encountered thig psi stuff in mahy a story, it ‘was
only nadural that I dig out the books and rcad throughe...and of coursc
it was only a matter of time before I made . up my own set of BOP cards.,
T tricd valiantly to develop my wild talents along the approved lihecs
loid doun by various authors. I bashed away at telepathy, tolekinesis,
Cluirvoyance, ‘'‘down-through' and all ¢«the rest, but sadly, I never got
tha% Hlidins headache (except aféer a binge) coupled with the sudden
flash of "discoverye I wonder how many other fen have concentrated
1lilze mad, sritted their teeth until the enamel powdered away, and their
bacl: collar stud shot out of the window as they attempted to nove soile
inaninatce object. Useless, no matter how you strained, it was utterly
imposcible to get the bathroom curtain to fall down as the girl across
the road was performing her ablutions.

: \ _ Dven so, strange powers exist in this universe, The
mathenaticions tell us that if you toss a penny & hundred tines, you
can cxeet an almost 50-50 distribution of 'heads' and 'Tailst, ha |
but you try tossing a slice of buttored toasi, and with sickening
reguloedty it will land sticky side down 99 times out of 2 hundred.
Clearly, further investigation is called for - a logical step would be
to try tossing buttered pennies. Moving even further into psionic
investisation, there are fine hunting-grounds waiting for, souc future
Phd to plunder them for his thesis. How about the correlation between
car-woshing and rainfall 2 - Any Sunday-morning car shiner will rate:
it as a far better winner than any Hopi rain-dancer when it _comes to
bringinsg down the wet stuff. I am not ruling out the: possibility taat
car paint has Thiotimoline in it as a tracc element in - this donnectiona
Nearer to hom than the family car on the drive, any housewifc will tell
you the quickest way to make milk beil over is to turn your back on it,
Tts conversec is framed in the old adage.."A watched pot ncver bollst. o
Mow why th. hogk doesn't somebody bung a bucket on the boiler and check
that one out for a PhD ? Want more 7 How about the winning lire
on & ;0-ls coupon which only comes up the weck you forgot to send it dn,
or the young blonde bombshell at the of fice who asks you.for a 1ift ‘
home on the one night you promised to pick up the wife ? ! '

_ There's no-doubt about it, this world is full of wonders.
Hany peonle catch pneumonia by paddling up and down Loch Ness in scarch
of o Seotiish publicizy man's brainwave. They try the same oné (with a
difrorent animal) cvery year at London Zoo.. comc and see the Panda,/
Chinp “wolf/man-eating-banana and so on. Now if only they startcd a few
runionrs about a phantom animal from another planet which nakes flecting
aprearances in different cages, the place would be packed all the
tinc. ,AlD the thing would be seen by 'reliable observers'., Aftcr all,
if UTO's can be spotted so often..and by so many, why not an alien .
watere-wigzler at Whipsnade ? : ' '

. Speaking of UFO's touches on-another PhD topic. ihy is
the ratio of UFO's photographed, tc the ratio .of UFO's photographed
bodly, out-ofofocus and upside down, so nearly a one-to-pne ratio ?
Adnitfedly, one must accept the pessibility that thu Dean=Drive powvered
UFO's are steeped in antibiotics to dk-bug them, and their operators
arc skilled in the telekinetic arts so that when they sec¢ sorc would-~be
Ceei Deaton lining up on then, they simply make a mystic moetion and
givo the camcera the screaming hab-dabsi Such a possibility doubtless
has & probabllity of 9,0000000001, but some people arc never daunted by
the odds, Still, since there's ‘no smoke without fire, I wonder if the
Saucers ore really piloted by Loch Ness Monster 2

Bestest
. BeSteSLamarry
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.. Uhat in: TATF ? - The Trana«Atlantmc Fan Fund was created in 1953 for the

purpose of providing funds to bring well-known and popular

- fanu across the Atlantic. . Since that tine, TAFF has repgularly’ brought

suropean fans to the U.S.A. and sent.American fans to Turopean conventions,

| TAFF, exists solely through- the support of fandon, The candidates are.

voted for by interested fans all:éver: the world, and each vote is accoup=
anied by a donation of no less' thahn §1.00 (75p). These votes aad tne
continued Jnteregt of fans are what nakes. TAFF’p0551ble.

Tho may vote ? Votlnw is, open to anyone who was active in fandom (1.0.
fan21nes, clubs, conventions, etc.) prior to September
1975, and who contributes ne less than 1,00 (75p) to the fund,.

" Contribitions in’ excess of the mininun' will be gratefully accented. Only
_ one vote per person is allowed, no proxy vetes,.and, ;you MUST sizn your

ballot. 'Details of voting will ‘be Rept secret, and’ ertemlnu are pernitted.

;Loney orders and chequest should be made payablo to thc relev1nt adninist-

rator, not to TAFF, . f”mh.. n~.51_:f. Faetes ool el L

C DADLIKE Vote§ mustwréach the admipistrators'by ndon,'Easﬁé% honday,ﬁ977

. [y

Voting details: TAFT uses the Australian® oyutem, which guarantees an
autonatic’ run-off and a najority win., You rank the candidates in the exact
order you wish o vote, If the leadmnp first-place candidatso ‘does not get
a nﬂﬂorlty, ‘the votes of the lowest-ranking candidate arc dropped aand the

‘secoond-place vetes on the ballots are counted. This process goes on until

on¢ candidate has a nmajority. It is'therefore inportant to vote for 2nd ,

rd, otc, place on your ballots. .It is_also a.wastc -of time te pub one --- — - -

“nenie’ in more than one place.

T

Hold Over Funds. This choice, similar to 'No Award! on Hugo halloting,

- gives the voter the chancg to vote for no WAFT trip if
the oandldates do not appeal to him, or if he fecls that TiFF should slow
down its nrogramre of :trips. 'Hold Over Funds' can be voted for in any
posltlon,,just as ‘if it were a candidate, }

Dotiationss TAFF necds contlnuous donations of noney and naterial (to be
aucticned) in ordér to oxist. If you aré ineligible to vote, or do not
feel qualified to vcte, why not donatc anyway ° It's a good chuse.

CAIDIDANS, uach candidate has pronised, barrlng acts of Gox, to travel
to the 1977 Worldegn in Miani Beach, Tlorlda. They have postacd bond and
rrovided signed nominations and platforns which are reproduced on the
other side of. this. sheét along with the ballots (For purposes of voting,
couples are counted as 2 single candidate)s

51D CCMPLETED BALLOTS AND CONTRIBUTIONS TO :-

LURO; AL ADMINISTRATOR AMERICAN ADHINISTRTOR

Peter ‘leston . _ Roy Tackett

72 Decohes Drive ' _ S . 915 Green Valley Rd., NW
drdington A " Albuguerque

blrnlﬂ ham .B24 ODT, U.K. : Mew Mexico G7107 U.S.A,

""" #x‘-s@:&*****t:«**v**twur;t*t*v***tr**tmt***ﬁ**t***~r~>mx R R LR T EE

Q;QCILL AIQUNCEMENT  Your Ballot and contribution entitles you to & free
' chance at a sp001a1 1ottery. Luropean ULnﬂOr will

---------

awhrccd to the Amerlcan wwnnon...-....k~.... ..... .o

R R I I R L E P R T P R R I R R EEE R R EEEEEEEEE TR R R R ] BAECIRE VIS
Reproductlon of this form is cncouraged providine omly that the text is.
reproduced complete and unaltered.
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PIRRY JEBVES TAFF Candidates.. Editor of British Fanden's longest-running

‘fanzine ERG « now in-its 17th year of publication! Founder-
nenber of 0ifP4y and of the BSFA for which he edited VECTOR in the formavive
years. . Creator and purveyor of Sogries and nungrous: other cartoon-critturs
to fanzinos far and wide, A fan who has been. agtive in fan-pubhing and who
has becen attending convgntions for even longer than he cares to soy. odut
not an old-fan-and-tired, Terry still brings = brlbnt inventive nind to his
fana6 ond has recently turned hlo.cartocnlng skills to the naking of soveral
cwiarG-yinnlng anjnated s.f, films, Hunmcrous, of course., We ~ the 'wibly
undersigned - can't think of a better delegate to send Stateside to rioct the
pcoplo he. already knews through cerrespondence., ' IRGe - IT iV TO 8o JUIVIS
FOR.®.IF !} i

g}

Tric Senteliffe, Lynn Hicknan,®Ed, Conncr, Chris'Fowler, Jan Howard Findor

PETER RCLULIZ " One of Britain's best-knowh .and nost active founs, Petor oberts
has since 1968~ publishecd #iore than 100 fanzines, including the Cb :clipoint

‘newsletter, The Little Geu Guide tc S Fanzines, and the ever gonul T GG,

He esntributes regularly to both British and Ancrlcan fanzines ond’louks
forvard to writing a full TAFF report, if clccted., Just as active in couven-
tions, in Critain and Europe, Peter was Fan GOH at the 1974 Belgian SFancon
anl the 1975 Oritish Eastercon. He helped nrganisc the successful 1975

35000 and’ is currently'cn the connittee for the 1979 UK Worldcon hid. e has
a pleasant, friendly perscnality, cnjoys neceting wveople and is hapniest whea
drimzing a Guinness and discussing anything fr.n_éssifrages and science
ficitdon to fanzines and Cornish nationalist vegetariznisiie In short, Potor
Roberts is the ideal TAFT ¢dandidatc.

O

’

Harry Bell, Terry Hughes, Jerry Kaufman, Waldenar Kuving, Tan nule.

PLTLR PRISFORD  Although Peter can be teriled a 'seventies fan!, he is plcased
to have se nany fricends frem all walks of fandomn, So far as
pubbing his ish is concerncd, he has produced two %zines, MiDCAP, wihilch has
been enjoying sorie success as a genzine, and of course, MoLFPUHCTION, which
as he »puts 1t, "has bDeen grubbing about in the rocts of UK fandont fsr yearsh,
Having put in his stint as a conventicn chairman at this year's lastorcon
Peter now feuls hie has fained enough insight to do justice to the awe~insp
iring task of standing feor TAFF, "Mf I ¢cme out of this alive,’ he wds heard
tc say, "I cortainly won't let down anyone Zcod enouch to vote for me.”

Brici Robinson, Steve Sneyd, Peter Knifton, Paul Ritz, Bruce Townley

2 #ru* This is.your balloty use it now | ¥*=: o ‘
I vote for: (List 1, 2, 3, &) Signature -
Terry Jocves . Name (print) D, e
Peter ilobeorts Addpess

e PSS 85
Peter Prosford "~ S Y Y —

e e

Hold Over Funds

Inclosed is ny contribution to TAFYF of':
(1,00 or 75p nininun ariount)

JIf you thinl: your nane ay not be known to the adninistrators, in order to
nake sure of gqualifying for veting please give the we - 2nd addresse & ol
a fan or fan group to whonr you are known:

i poame
l‘?m‘_le.oiloc.‘.in"Il..l.v..l_..b.l"r ‘L‘L‘l"

1 ' A gool cause

-'ld(.'lress S9N LI LBETIPIOIAILEOEEETLDSI OO DSS

gl "o *RETURH THIS BALLOT T0 THE APPROPRI.TE ADMINISTL WCR #2379
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