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RADER B~ ARY

Hapny Christmas, dear reader! And welcome to another issue of this price-
less fanzine....priceless? ~ell, sure, that's why you don't have to vay for it.
As usual, fifty conies of paralilNalia are being distributed through the CI'F-TRAIL
AGAZINE PUBLILHTRS' ASS0CIATICN, and a further thirty are being sent to various
kindly readers, just tike you. Other conies may or may not be distribtuted on
request, depending uvnon my supvly of duplicating vaper, the liargin of "rror I
have to allow while duplicating the magazine, and the requests. Further issues
beyohd this tenth one will be avoilable on the usual termss you have to be a
friend, a trader (with another fanzine), a member of OQiiP4, a contributor, or a
back~scratcher to be sure of receiving any copies.

RTADER R AD ON

The Contents of this issue are varied from mere flippancy to earnest honesty.
Pirst, there was the cover; which is based on an idea expressed by Peter G. Taylomn
Following this brief apology of an editorial is a story, HO FaNS 70 TRITE, which
I have reprinted from the first mailing of the IPSEO in a last ditch attemnt to
explain why fangzine wfiters write so slopnily. 1In the nages that do or do not
follow the story is or isnot a surnrise. It's so much of a surprise that even
your beloved editor isn't too sure what it might be. However, if it 's there
you may be surprised and delighted to read it and if it isn't there then I will
be surprised in my turn.

THL EVANGTLIST aAND THE SIWNTRS, which comes next, is printed here in the
hope that it might put a stop to some of the rumours that the Faster lionday
gathering at Hyde Park, London, decided to expel your cherighed editor from
this fair land of Britain. They did not want to Ban the Burn. Tven more
serious is GOLS LIKI GRASS,; which is taken from a chaptery, THT GOLS OF CULTIVA-
TION, OF a book called THE EBVOLUTION OF THE IDEA OF GOD. Your adored editor
recommends you to read the whole book.

After such a long-hair article, you'll be eager to read -IAl-, the letter
column., Various quotations from letters are placed in various parts of the
magazine because at first I decided not to inciude a letter column. But, I
changed my mind and now you can read the few pitiful missives that cramp the
tiny space of the letter column, and read of the amazing peovle of “ellington,
NZ, and Los Angles, USA, as recounted by Mervyn Barrett =nd Len Moffatt.

In each issue of paraFANalia your splendid editor tries to vresent a new
short story. 'Jell, thistime I didn't have time to write a stary for you; so
you'll have to make do with the three brief episodes that occupy the last pages
of the issue,

RIADTR TARIDVELL

As you stumble through this issue; tripving over typoes and toppling into
split infinitives, I'd like you to think that pargFalNalia #10 wishes you a
lierry Christmas and a Happy New Year. TYou won't and it can't tut your honouratle
editor does.
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by Bruce Burn.

-

Usually when I write I know vnretty closely just what to eay and ~hen to
eay it. But nct so todays Harry's not here. I usged to diescuses 2ll1l of ny writings
with Harry, before I1'd get down and write them., We'd chew the rag, argue a theme
into existence for 2n article, thread the nlot of a stery, and t en with the hard
work done I'd write the article or story and some lucky fanzine would land it. A
lot of my stuff was written like that, before Harry disapeared, =nd most of the
material in my subscription fanzine grew from the talks we had. Harry even began
to write a regular column in my zine, but somehow it never did quite patch the
interest of the re-dere and he seemed to get little enjoyment out of churning it '
onto paver so that stopped after only a few columns had anpeared. A pity, but I
don't think gen-zine writing was quite Harry's line. Somehow he didn't seem
comfortable in the strict format of a column, presenting a sort of comvlete
etatement or fully develomed idea with each issue. It was then I had the brain-
vave .

As you'd expect with a hyner-active fany, I was in touch with a large number
of other fans. Post of them had something to do with my fanzine, of courses: sub-
scribers, letter-hacks, regular writers; a few even traded their own fanzines
for mine. And one or two of these fans had suggested I join an ava, but I was y
too busy nublishing my ovm fangine to actually use un my few leisure moments
publishing a snecial apazine a2nd I1'd declined all offers. But it occured to me
that an apa might be just the place for Harry, what with all the emphasis on
Discussions and generally an informality of writing, and that's why I decided to
tin him off about the then currently popular FLAP, or Fellowshin of Lazy amateur x

Publishers. I remember the evening I called on him to tell him about the apaesese

I knocked on the front door of his house, hating the blunt sound of the arc a J
archaic knocker., I waited a while, then began to retrace my stevs down the
garden nath towards the hinge-less gate that kept Harry's dog in off the road. i
My thovshte had already turned towards the editorial of my next issue, when
suddenly Harry's voice called out from behind me. I stopved and turned.

"Harry. I thought you must be out. Didh't you hear me knocking?"

"o.0.." he seemed bewildered and €omehow suroriced to see me., "I... I
was juet doing some wrk in my room. Didn't hear the knocker; you know how it ii
is when you're writing. Come on in." s
Me went into the hall of the house. His mother and father were sitting in ]
the dining room, watching television. She looked un and smiled at me, but her .

eyes were focused for the flickering screen and she squinted back to it. Harry's
dad didn't even stir enough to look around at me. He was lost in the world of
the teevee navel, sitting there in a battered armchair and sucking at'a stringy
cigarette. I muttered an inaudible 'hello' and we vpassed on, up the cramped
stairs to the first floor, trading softly on the thin carpet that barely covered
the stairse.



- .

"Verg's out at the cinema." Harry muttered. Vera is his older sister by a
couvle of years, which makes her about eighteen, and a more typical older sister
is hard to imagine. She can't understand Harry and she's never yet missed a
chance to try to make him look sitly. And with Harry being the garrulous sort
of person that he is she gets lots of chances. To make the problem even more
involved, though; Vera has a stunid idea that I'm somebody vretty important, which
is of course a lot of rots Oh sure, my dad's probably the big man around here
with the Suvermarket he owns in town, but I'm just a sbhool~boy after all and te
way things are going I'll never get qualified to do much but starve as a writer.
Anyway, she's got this empty fixation on me and always tries to impress me. And
most of the time she tries to do this by making Harry look stupids thingking, I
supvose, that that'll make me feel big. She's wrong of course. The reason I
visited them was to talk with Harry and his sister only made me feel embarassed .

We entered Harry's room; above the dining-room gt the front of the house., It
wase tidy as usual, with the curtains pulled aside from the window to let in a
shaft of sunlight that gave mome colour to the well-worn carpet on the floor.
But stacked in one corner of the room were a few reams of paper and a small
hand-pperated dunlicator. One of those tedious rocker models that are used like
a rubber stmmp. I turned to Harry and grinned.

"Hey, you putting out your own fanzine?"

"Oheoo' he smiled weakly. "I've just done a little work.. nothing much..."

"ell, where is it? What's it like - not a crudzine like mine?"

"Well, noj not a crudzine I suppose..." He seemed shy of telling me more,
but I was interested. I pressed him for more detail. Finally, I pieced the
whole story together. In essence it was that Harry had found out about apas
form himself and had been invited to join one.

"What'!s it called?" I asked him,

"Oh, it's a new one. You won't know of it.."

"But, gee Harry, this is great! I came up here to tell you about an apa and
here you are already joining one! Come on, which one is it? Is it FLAP?"

"No, it's not called FLAP, and I haven't joined yet. I'm still thinking
about it. Anyway, why should I join an apa? I don't know anything about apas
and I'm not a publishing fan: why should I join?"

"ell?" He knew the tone and the question. He was being unusually reticent
about the whole deal and I was curious to know just which apa was going to get him,

"Oh, you won't know it. It's called CAPS, and that's how it's spelt. 1It's
not a well=known one. It's a sort of mundane one and there aren't any fans in

1t at all,."

"No, I've never heard of it. Wonder if it's a new one from Locke or some-
one? Whoe's the OE? Uhat does CAPS stand for, anyway?"

"Well," he squirmed a little restlessly in his chair by the desk. "Don't
laught tut it's caAl led thé Cosmic Amateur Publishing Society...."




‘That rolled me un alright. "iighod!. Cosmic... Not Deglar is it?" I
esuffawed a bit but Harry still 1ookec palned .+ "Well, of all the goshwow names.."
I started. Lo .

"No, it's not a bit goshwow. As a matter of fact it's a vretty serious
apa." ' i ' wi

' ”Aifight, alright,; but it sounds like something out of a Gerber story. . Who
is the OE?"

"Look, I can't lie to you; so I'd better not tell ycu 2nything." I went
to 1ntorupt, but he talked on. "Hang on. Let me tell you. I can't give you the
name of the OF, but it'e not Gerber, or Locker, or sven Teglar. Let's just leave
it at CAPS, a Mundane Ava. When I was invited to join I had to promdse to keébp
quiet about the whole deal." S

"A cosy little in-group." I sneered.

"Call it that if yov like. It's vretty selective and I'm probably the only
member on... on the fannish eide of things in thl apa." Ag2in, he squirmed
un-comfortably.

UWellw_okay. If you can't tell me abcut the CAPS, what are you going to do
in the apa youself? Comments on comments on comments I sunroge?"

"That's not really what I'd-expectied of you."

"Well, what could ycu expect? You calmly tell me you're joining an apa
but you won't tell me whose or where it is and now you'll just disappear from
the fangine field like most of:fandom's writers! They »op up for a while then
. fade away into some,cliquish ama , and the gengines can go to hell!

"Alright, my fanzihe can get along witholt one more writer I suprose, but
why do fandom's best writers join the apas and use unr a 1 thefir time writing idle
chitchat: in some tiny little crudzine? Don't they want to write for oroper
fongines?" : '

: Harry grinned and leaned back. Thie was chewing the rag, thies wes his forte.
"Pan writers simply went to write., They don't care much for having someone else

publish their stuff for them; they writer from a need to converse rather an con-

* verts It's.a gestalt they seek, not 2 public meeting. And their stories are

more fragments of their devious imaginations than .plotted ficticen. But,a pub-

liching fan ~ like you - needs those constmucted articles and guided stoéries as

completeitems in his fanzine." He rose suddenly and pnicked up some sheets of

pan er from the desk. "Look, read this. It's a cony of my first apa—zine. You

wouldn't use this in you fangzine would you, baut it'show I need to. wrlte."

1 looked at the zine. It was just a tymewritten niece of work7 badly dunli-
cated, tut T couldn't really make out whether it was a story or an article. It
wae written like a stream—of-conscienceness story, but it wae about Harry and his
family., It rambled on about school, buses, thoughts on 'kahkind', a piece of

gself-analysis, lots of trivia of everydsy life. It was colled; in simnle ostenta-

tion, "A Boy's Eyes, of Harth", and it h~d not real form or flow. Harry had made
no effort to provide a beginning or end. It read Just like someone talking; no
vlan, no nloty, no embhasis excent that of the subject itself.

., . -



"Oh I can see you revelling in Mailing Comments, Harry, you've got just the
style. But where's thie interest in stuff like this?"

"Well, I find it interesting." He grinned. "And,most importent, I
enjoyed writing it. As for other readers." He looked thoughtful. "From what
I know of this particular apa, they'll love it."

I was exasperated at this. "But where's the diciptine of writing stuff
like this?" I cried. "Good - really good — writing takes work, hard work.
This soéwt of thing isn't work - why it's not even comvlete. It's just like
snatches of tolk, switthing from one conversation to another. What's the point?"

"A point? Oh, so now you want a Reason, a Purpose." He took the papers
from mey, tossed them onto the desgk, and turned and pointed a finger at me. "Who's
getting Deglerish now?

"Mighod, when has there ever been a voint to fandom or to fangines, or for
that matter to anything, except fhe object of personal enjoyment? OCh sure,
some peonle enjoy working for an end, and in fandom these are the peonle who keep
on writing for the gen-zines — perhaps thaey enjoy the work more than the end,
which is some twist of thinking - but that sort of person is as out of date as
the shambling apeman who had tc be king of the tribe. Now, Man's capable of
being the Big Boss of anything he likes, 8b where's the voint to that?"

"But you've still got to master a thing! Otherwise how can you ever know
iten

"You can coexist with it." He sooke quietly.
That stopped me for a moment.

"But that's off the subject." I said. "What about writing? You've got to
master a skill to »nut an idea or feeling across." 1 thought I had him there.

"Not if your means of communication is something so clear that you can
transmit all of your impressions to someone at the same time,"

"Belevathy?"

"Could be." He grinned. "But do n't get worried;I'm no Slan., And
actually, that manuscrint is my credential for membership, so who knows I
may never join the CAPS."

"What if you do? Will you too disanvear from gener=1l fandom?"

"If ¥ join - rather; if I'm accepted - I won't have time for fanzines at
all." He looked cagey again. "In facty, I won't be around very much at all,"

And that was it., That was all I could get cut of him., It was perhavs
one of those nointless conversations that fans are apt to have, but it did form
the basis of my rather vitriolic editorial against apas that appeared soon
afterwards, and it's memorable if only as the last time I medt and spoke with
harry, and I have a serruvtitiously-sneaked copy of that ana credéntial to
remind me of it. You see, soon after that Harry disavpeared. No-one seems to
be about to tr-ce him. It became the mystery of the year in town. A school-boy




completely disappears, taking nothing with him. I was questioned, along with
all sorts of “ther people, to see what wild guesses I could throw out about
where Harry might be. But I wasn't much help. How could I help them; the only
idea that I had was so wild as to be a piece of fantasy. It's drawn from oud
convergzotion that last day I say him, and from that apa credential. At the end
of it he typed his name, then added his address and the wrds 'Sol 11T delegate.!
I wonder: how Cosmic can an apa get? e

the end

1 Egan St., West Richmond,
Victoria, Australia.

MERVYN BARRETT: 17/10/60

oscl knew that Welkington would start falling apart once I left it. I've had:
word -~ though not from the main source - that Richard Paris is married. Anna
Hoffman is in goal up at Mount Eden for selling reefers to a cop. Ron Polson
has moved up to Aucklana. Keith Field got arrested for being in possession of
reefers. Actually it was Pclson that the cops were after. They got a warrent
to search the Aro Street flat; found no hing in Ron's room but found a time with
gome pot in it in Keith's. Actually in this case they'd been planted there'

by a dame that was there the night before. That wasn't proved but that's the
bit. Keith got off becausethere's no law against being in pessession of Mari-
juana - only cocaine; opium, and heroin. Jack Harrison moved up to Auckdand
but came back after about three weeks because he and Maureen couldn't get along
together. You remember Pat O0'Neil? She the plum short dame with bhck hair who
like Sonny Rollins and was usually drunk on Scotth. She leaves for Panama in
about three weeks time. She was originally going to go to Jamaica because Rum
is so theap there but she changed her mingd. '

and 17/12/61

Peaple have been leaving New Zealand like anything and nowin London are Raywin
and Denzil Philp. Remember them? John Esam 1s over there now too. A hell of

a lot of people have moved out of Wellington and gone to live in Auckland

and the 0ld place must be something of a ghost town at the moment. Alan Hender-
son is over here at the moment playing in the vit band of a show. ...Were you
tol® of the death of James Clark? It came as quite a shcock to us.e Jill had
been over here only a few wecks when we got a telegram from a girl that Jill
shared a flat with in Wellington telling us of his death.. Jill had been seeing
James quite a bit on the scene in Wellington before she came over here and she
thinks that he was living pretty hard because he must have known that he didn't
have much time left. «.. Brian Bell got himself picked up in Hastings or some-
where like that a couple of months ago. The police hbgtcok him for an escaped
convict or something. Victor Smethurst is doing quite well as a cartoonist and
is having a lot of his stuff in the listemer. John Morgans is back from the -
United States apparently. .. Annz Hoffman has been getting herself arrested
and aquitted with almost monoctonous regularity. Ben Goffman is over here now
living in Melbourne: He tells us about how well Ron Polson is doing in Auckland
what with his £35 a week job with. an ad agency plus the £8 a night that he's
getting for singing. John Esam!'sbrother Gorden is obver here living in Sydney...
and those girls he used to kick around with - the twins, Mona and Winifred - are
now in England.
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/ ! i Ty Bruce Burn.  # ! L .
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As I stood among the pidgeons of Trafalgar Square, I reflected that at least I'd
picked a good day for a walk. Peovple were jostling around me, throwing crumbs
to the birds, and over at the foot of Nelson's Column stood an earnest banner-
wielder warning the casual onlooker of the Wrath to Come. A peaceful scene of
sunshine and bright colourss not much traffic. A warm Easter Monday.

One of the cohorts of the banner-wielder weaved his way towards me.

"Be saved!" he cried, glancing at my well-worn duffle-coat and unshaven chin.
"Believe and ye shall enter the Greater Glory!" J

I smiled wistfully.

He waved a pamphlet under my nose. "Do you believe that 1life everlasting is
before you?"

I looked at him, before me: greenish thin tweed jacket, light brown cord trousers,
off-white shirt with rust-coloured squares; lined, hard face, thinning hair and a
tie that matched his jacket. His fingers were thick and clean; as if he had just -
removed gardening gloves.

"No." I smiled, embarassed.

"Ahhh!" he gasped, happily, "I used to be like you. I used to be blind to the
really important things." He forced a pamphlet into my hand (green ink, printed,
with headings like WHAT PRAYER DOES and WHO IS YOUR SAVIOR?) and looked at my
left ear as I caught his gaze. "You need Jesus." he intoned.

"Look." I scratched my stubbled cheek. "I don't want to be rude but I'm sure
there are more worthy people here who'd like to talk with you."

"Ahhhh!" he gasped again with relish., "Ahhhah! You're so smug!" '

I gulped and shuffled my feet.

"Yes you ares you're smug." He wagged his finger before his eyes. "But you'll
fihd out one day, just as I did. TYaulll find that everlasting life can only be
gained by accepting he whe was senf to save you."

I forced his pamphlet back into his hands. "Thanks very much but I think I'll
worry about that in my own way." My hands dug determindly into my pockets.

He gazed a desperate look right into my eyes, looking for my soul. "Well, I've




told you haven't I?" he whined, "I've done my bests I've warned ycu., Ly
conecience is clcar. If-you want “t-rnal Damnation it's your fault." He shook
a tear {from each cye. "Goodbye."

"[hankyou." I sighéd, "Seec you in Heaven."

I looked around me once morc. No vast crowds were aonarent in the Square, snd I
had to walk a ways to find a vpoliceman.

'Conetrble," I, looked steevly unmwarde at the lofty heights of a guardian of the
neacey; "when will the CND marchers reach here?"

The nolicemen looked at me from hic awesome altitude. "They won't, sir."

He sounded quite decided about the matter, and I 'thought I detect~d a certsin
stiffening of his unver liv. :

I smiled. "Ch. Uh, where are they going then?"
"Are you one of them?"
"N-no. “Thy?"

""ell, if you were I wouldn't tell you where they are." He stenned back a
pace, "But as you're not, they're meeting in Hyde Park."

"Oho" I grinned and chuckled, "Huhuh, I just want to teske some photos of them."
I indicated my camera, but the law had lost interest in me go I started walking.

Up to Piccadilly Circus first, then along Piccadilly itself to Hyde Park Corner,
I reconéd. A long walk, but it can be int-restingsometimes. This time it was
fascinating, for the streets were almoet deserted. One of the clock on a Hondy
afternoon and the Hub of the "mpah deserted! I looked’'in awe, and moved along
the pavement to where some artists were offering their works on the railings of
Green Park, which extends almost half the length of Piccadilly.

Various paintings there reflected the world the artists saw - or the world they
hoped their tourist-customers think they should see - with a supremely nonchalent
regard for the section of 'real' London wherein the canvases were hung. Against
thesolid and coft greens ofthe Park hung viclent reds and harsh yellows of rain-
dzonled scenes of 8ocho. Teird blocks of solid colours flushed violently with tk
indignity of such close juxtavosition with the soft brovmsand greys of the rail-
ings and vavement. Tine o0il details vied for clarity of conception with the
late spring trees that chowed the bare wood detoiles of their tracings of the
overlong winter. . One or two bunches of pedestrisns gtood eilently edmiring one
or two naintings of bunches of nedestriane with blured lighte and colours of
London's "est T™nd all about them. Some soft wintetr views were hung there,
Ireaming, with a warm spring sun heating my shoulders; I could .-dmost see the
snow banked in great billows by frogen vponds with patient trees waiting nearby
for the cold to leave their starkly naked bolighs. 4nd there were stroange
varnish-slickened night-scapes of the awesome autumn sumscts.

At the end of the railing was a nmoster with a nicture of a war-wrecked child
and parent in a desolated street, and the noster bore the clrgans "This is what
we want to prevent." The CND sign on the noster reminded me of my objective and
I briskly walked the length of Green Park away from thc quiet artists to Hyde
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Park Corner.

The Tark looked deserted from where I crossed Park Lane just north of the Tuke of
Wellington's luseum. Several neople walked intently in different directions, all
attending to their own business, but there was no large ingredible crowd as I had
exvected to .see; and there was no loud deafening noise as I had believed I would
hear. oot

But as I moved nearer to the grass ineside the fence I realised that the colours
about a quarter of a mile inside the Park were those of many vpeonle in many
coloured clothes. The slight haze in the air gave the scene a soundless dream-
like apnearance, whith stayed with it while I apvoroached. Nearer, I could see
banners moving from left to right as a hidden body of marchers moved into the
Park between an avenue of onlookers., Briefly, I joined the latter and took one
or two photographs, but then I wdked on to a place at which the marchers were
gathering. I walked around there, aihlessly, wondering just what was suprosed
to happen. A stage had been erected between two trees, and a number of loud-
speakers hung from thebranches of the trees or bristled over the windscreens of
parked vans. DPeonle were everywhere, walking it seemed as aimlessly as I. lost
of them were clean and suitably dressed for a day spent in the Park., These
surely weren't the marchers; I thoughs BRad I marched for three days I would be
covered in grime and sweat, but these peovle looked fairly fresh. Later, in
talking to marchers, I found that most of them had had the good sense to travel
to their homesthe night before (when they had marched into the outskirts of
London) in order to cl ean up.

I climbed a fence and took some photogravhs of the Park, which wasbeginning to
£ill with many thousand peovle. Then, I suddenly recalled an article in one of
the werkend's papers in which the writer hadmentioned that Devucvations would be
vresent to revresent Japan, Australia, Fiji, 2nd... New Zealand,

I clambered to the ground and dug my way through the teeming thousands to the
dispersal noint of the marchers. I waited; wondering if I might be lucky, and
right on cue a banner for "New Zealand" bobbed and weaved al-ng with the coloumn.
Nobody there I recognised, except.. Could it? Yes. Carl Freeman, a friend from
Wellington days cheerfully shifted the banner he was holding ("Kiwis say No to
Pacific Tests") and sauntered along with the mob,

I followed, and when the column stopped for a moment I joined them. It was good,
though startling, to be back amcngst Kiwl accents again after such a long time
away from home. Carl and I hailed each other, spoke briefly, and then the column
staggered ony, eventually to come to afinal halt on the grass; where we were

asked to sit down.

For a while I felt out of place, After all, I hadn't been in the march, and I
felt rather a cheat to sit with these people., True, some of them had marched
only the one day, but they hadn't gone to the Park in the touristy, gawking,
frame of mind that I had. I put on an expressions of polite, friendly, keen,
wryly-astonished interest, however, and talked to some of the folk around me.
Some looked vaguely familiar, and within a few minutes I found about six or eight
people who had seen me on stazge or who had friends in common with me or who had
gone to the same school as myself. This is not an unusual thing with New Zealad~
ers: everybody is somebody's cousin.

Gradually, I found more pluck, and decided to brazenly join the devutation. I




asked the veonle about wme where themarch was to end and wae informed that they
were expecting to march down "hitehall and diesperse there. They spoke lightly

of a rumour that there might be .z cit—-down in Trafalger 3Square and — more likely =-
a silent assembly at the American. Fmbagsy in protest of the imminent exmlosion

of the U.S.4. "Rainbow" bomb.

Talking and arguing with the CHD members, I began to find out héw wrong was the
public image of their organisation. MNostly, the CHL is tied in the the UN League
in Britain, ond its members are not all pacifists, unilateralists, or beatniks.
They are not 211 despoilers of virgins endbabies alike or even hovneless nihilists.
They do not swallow bezedrine pills with every drop of the saliva that does not
drip from their non--existent drooling lips. Thelr eyes do not burn with a crage
for exhibitionistis fervour from cretinous filthy faces, ) g

They are neonle, and they believe, ulmbly, in banning the testing and ctockplllng
and threat of using nuclear weanons.

Anyway, I decided %o join them in the final sectioen of their march. Tor awhile
then, & sat with them 2ll on the grass of Hyde Park in the middle of London° one
vagrant among more ‘than 00,000 demonstrators.,

After a while, I became aware that somewhere - mrobably on that stage between the
treces - someone was speaking. I couldn't hezr more than 2n occassional hakf-word
borne by the siight Srringtime breeze and I was too drowzy under the warm sun to
worry about listening closely. But 1t did momentarily occur to me.that it was a
bit silly for all Ihese people to have done so much and then not be able to hear
speakers give voice to their own silent demonstration. But then I realised the
strange strength behind such demonstrators. These people weren't particularly:
interested in hearin® the declarations and sunnositions that were being tossed |
about from the speaskers' platforms their interest was more personal. They know
that simply by being in & large c¢rowd they much attract attention., It mattered.
not a®t all tha} they received no individual egoboo, no private aclaim, no
personal agreement. The importanct of the occassion was that as individuals

they could demonstrate their protest simply and quietly in this neaceful gather—
ing and that becausc so Jgizny individuals had gathered together their belief
might gain some recognition,; so _me sympathy, and perhaps some suvport.

Soon, we left the Park and began:to walk through the streets of Knightsbridge
that lead to Victoria and thence to 7hitehall. As we walked - oh a shambling
rabble we were! - peonle un the pavements and in care, buses, even in houses-
and showng, reacted to the sight in their own ways. Some made breast-feeding -
signs at us or wointed their middie fingers our way. Some raised a cheer and
wagged their thumbs at us in the popular "Swiggin'" sign; big grins of aston-
ishment on their faces. Others roared at us "Ban. 7ar - not'the bomd" and we .
roared back '"MacMillan - Juty Kennedy -~ Outs Krushchev — Qut!"™ To complete the
ludicrous impossibility of the chant I occac31ona11y added "Shirt-tails - OQut!"
but this didn't catch on.

Most of the way I carried a banner (the one Carl Freeman had borne earlier) and
for some time I helped keep the "NZ' banner zloft and well clear of the much
larger "Australia' banner. The pace of the column was fast snd I had time and
breath for only a few sketchy and frontic conversations with various demonstra-
tors. It was wonderful, that day, to meet people who were willing to go to a
great deal of trouble of an ideal -- who would put up with more than their ghare
of personal discomfort for the sake of an ethie. Sveaking in breathlessigasps



with so many peonley, I reassured my mind that the demonstrators were sincere in
their belief. Though they mey look scruffy, or may be clowning and guffawing
with raucous laughter, or my be rapturously yelling a slogm in a sedate back-
gtreet, they were honest in the one thing they claimed to be honest in. They
want to ban the bomb, “hy shouldn't they enjoy the marching, why shouldn't they
enjoy high spirited exhuberance? Just because they intent is serious they need
not forego-an enjoyment in their method.

his we neared Victoria and the inevitable traffic snarl-up I stevped out of the
column and viewed the whole affair from the kerbside. Healthy protestors marched
and trotted past me. Banners briefly caught my eyes - in particular a banner
borne by the Japanese contingent which wes closely followed by a banner for

thoese "unable to attend" -- an obvious reference to the casualties of Atomic
warfare.

The sound of tramping feet and of laughs andjokes was subdfied by the chants that
came bellowing from the hoarse voiced Cynriot delegation. 4And they in turn were
drowned eventually by the throbbing of a 7est Indian Steel Band that beautifully
weaved its way in the wak: of the Commonwealth contingents.

I hadno time to wait for all the contingenfs to pass me, but what I saw covered
most of a mile of road and I believe the whole column was near to seven miles
in length!

Along "hitehall we trudged and my feet began to ache from being pressed against
hard tarmac - yet many of the people around me had marched over thirty miles

on these roads in ill-prenared shoes. By the Cenotaph the whole column observed
some silence in pity for the dead and bereaved of waré of other generations.,

e turnedoff "hitehall into back-streets and eventually passed Canon Collins,
who stood welcoming the contingente in a square near the Embankment of the
Thames. And then the march was over.

People milled about in the square and in the streets around it. Some conting-
ents continued to march, drunk on the euphoria of exercise and comradeship.
Loudepeakers crackled harshly with the voicee of organisers trying to tell every-
one that we could 2ll form up again in an hour to march in silent vrotest to the
American Tmbassy. A van with a sneaker crawled amongst the mob and exhorted the
campeigners to stage a sit-down protest in Trafalgar Square. On the side of the
van was a sticker 1dentifying it as & "Committee -of 100" vehicle. This was

clear evidence to me of the split between the CND and the Committee of 100%

There was noise like confetti in the air and everywhere neople walked and crowds
surged. I stood and watched and talkéd with my fellow Kiwis.

Later, we stood silent for ten minutes outside the American Tmbassy in Grosvenor
Square. In the dark some thousands of peonle stood quietly, obedient to the un-~
needed police who kept the roadvay clear for traffic. At the endof that astound-
ing time a ripple of apnlause flowed around the Sfimame as Canon Collines and
others ascended the steps into the "mbassy, delivered their letter of protest,

*The Committee of 100 was formed by the Campeign for Nuclear Tisarmament to break
the Conspiracy of Silence (during which CND activities were receiving no publicity
in press, radtho, or television). Having done so with spectactlar protests. they
have refused to disband and continue acting indenendently.




| then lefts dignified, quiet, earnest,

Later still a quiet ~nd friendly NZ contingent - shrunk in numbers,; but enlarged
in epirit - found its wey back to Hyde Park via the brightly 1it Taster Oxford
Street. Somehow, the threatened flash of nuclear explosions was not dimmed in
our minds by the opulent lightss; nor was the honesty of .ocur faces made petty
by the facade of enjoyment that lined the fancy street. '
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MERVYN BARRTTT: 17/12/61 (cont'd.)

i Egan St.; Test Richmond,
Melbourne, Vic., Australia

seol'm told that Jack Richardeon has comnletely fallen prey to TV and no one
ever sees him these days. Ilinurice is living with Good 0ld XKen and Ray Lee in g
flat over in Te Anau Rd. and Jill tells me that yourold lover ilerlene is going
to marry iiark Young - I don't know if you remember him but he was a young,
red-haired, neurotic bas piayer with the Vareity Jazz Cluh.

and 29/4/62

Ron Polson who moved un to ruckland soon after we left has merried and is now in
Sydney trying to make it as a singer. I'm sure he will but it tokes time for
peovrle to get to know that one is around. John Esam is or wi's, last time I heard,
living in Paris. If you get across there lock around the Left Bank for him and
if you find him then give him my regards. Do you remember Cushla Condoh? She
was the dame that John lorgane locked himself in the bach with one night at one
of the parties we had at No. 6 Doctors Commons AnneFlopgon tells me that she's
in Londcn now. Also in London - I can't romember whether I told you thie are
Minifred and Mona. They were those dwins that used to kick around with Gordon
Lsam. He wsg in Sydney for a while but has now gome back to Hew Zealand. Ben
Goffman also of the Polson/Fsam circuit is now here in Melbournc and marricd.
Fred Cebbie.and some other guy up in Auckland have chartered a J=@anese Liner .
and are going %o run a passenger service bhetween New Zealand and Japan with stors
off at all the mail Faster.Ports. Victor is doing quite well for himself on the
cortoon bit 2nd sends me. clionings from the local papers. One of the concerned

a "Torld Twist Competition" at-the . Sheridan (you remember it - near the Tete a
Tete in IHerbert St.)‘Ballroom‘which wng being hostessed by - anna Karins Hoffman.
Since you left kinna h=s been on agein off agein with the nolice and has had one
jail sentence and a couple of charges on which she w s fined. Ailan Henderson was
over here with a show and when Jill snd I were in Sydney at the beginning of the ;
year we saw him quite a lot. Never an exactly solid tooking cat he vn~s ldoking
thinner than ever. Keith Feilde is suvnosed to be coming over here when Ron

gets established. a4anne tells me thzt Bryan Harman now hae a c2r and has his
friend Bridon to drive him:azround in it.,. You remember Raywin and Uengil Philnps?
He vorked at Thompstons =nd she w-e a teacher. You were sort of smooching

around her at the housewrrming varty at No. 8. They are in London now toe.

and 12 /9/62 ' . .
I forget whether I toldyou. that the Von(ruckae have two children nov. Tell, if
I didn't, they have. GSo it looke as though the home front there is reasonably
solid. Richard Paris is building a_house at Paramatta. Jack Richardson has
another child - a boy tyne. Johrn lorg-ng has &z desk job working for a shioning
company. §(§Fascint~ted and bewildered re-ders alike are referred to the lettercol§)§ .




f:::h‘ I was having & cup of tea in the canteen. I wasn't <
back on duty, understand, the doctors said they thought I'd be fit to 2

L commence in a couple of weeks. But not being married, and not having a home l
| to go to, I was lonely, and I wanted to see the boys again. It was about

half ten, I'd have to go soon, the canteen closed at elevene..but when you! ve
been on the force as long as I have...28 years, you sort of feel an instit-
ution, and, I suppose it's rather selfish, but you feel that the others
will think something is amiss if they don't see you around.

I'd chatted to a couple of the "E" squad men, then
they were whipped away to a serious assualt near the docks. I envied them,
you know...l itched to get back again, to sample the battle of wits which
a detective fought many times a day...the lightening change of plan to suit
the demeanour of the person being questioned...knowing the exact time to
offer a cigarette...when to sneer...when to give a sarcastic grin...when to
play it off the cuff and threaten to arrest end charge, when you haven't
any evidence...it all came by experience, I had & score years of ite. Put
me in a room, and I could tell whether a suspect was innocent or guilty by
just having a few words with him.

"Halslujah."

I drained the last lukewarm drop of tea, and looked
up as a young cub sat next to ms.

"How ya feeling, Mike ?" he asked. He looked worried.

Nice lad. Probationer. Came on the Staff a couple
months before I went sick.

"I feel great, son," I smiled. "What's wrong, girl
not turn up ?"

He 1lit a cigarette.

"No." He shook his head, screwed up his eyes.

"Tell me what's eating you " I askeds Only too pleased
to helpe..to have someone talk to me.

"Well...." he hesitated." I've a chap in for a breaking.
I picked him up a couple of hours ago. I know he did the job, because he left
a couple of fingerprints. Unfortunately, the dabs were only fragmentary, and
can' t be produced as eovidence. And he wont talke..just sits there laffing at
me. I'11 have to let him go."

I tried to hide the twitch that rippled across my lips.

"Look, son," I said. "I've over 20 years experience at
breaking mene. Let me have a go, will youeee.to sort of keep me in trim. Doc
says I'll be starting soone..,will you....please?"

I must have said the last word too pleadingly, as in fact
I'd meant to.

"I'1l have to learn sometime,” he grumbled...

"You' ve just time for a cuppa.s..let me see, in exactly
twelve minutes osome Lo the Interrogetion Room, and say thiSeesecsoss’

He hwlinked, looked at me strangely.

"I promise he'll be ready to write a statement," I grinned.
*Hk ok * o



evidence.%25e2%2580%25a2.it

I felt triumphant...you know? .

I looked 2t him across the desk top...the old familiar Interrogation
Roor desktop, with the brown cigarette stubs, the blots of ink...and red
ink ( not bloodss.s') and doodles and dates and the odd witty criminals
legend 'Charlie did it'....I breathed in the fuggy air, and I felt I was
living again.

I smiled 2t him politely.

"Name, son?"

"Smitten, dad," he sneered. "Red Smitten."

"On account of your hair," I grinned coyly.

"Yer a genius," he sneercd. He ran 2 hand through the ginger hair
which almost hung like a mane over the dirty Harris Tweed jacket.

"Now tell me about this job you did last nighte"

"Me ? A job ? Listen, pop, get lost."

I sat back, abashed. A tear came into each eyes. Honest. I was
superb. My training see.

"Give me 2 break, son," I whined. "Must be 2 coupla years since I
got a good case. I'm getting old...I used to be good, but, you know how it
is. "

He seened to.

"Keorist," he jeered."First of all s greenhorn babbles about a job,
and now you come ine Where do they get 'em ? I arsk yn. Lemme out of here,
I've a popsie waiting at home...eh?"

He gave me a dirty wink

liy hand trembled as I pulled out a packed of fegs. I took one.
Smittoen leaned across, took one....and then, I never saw this befors, he
took the whole packet off me, and put it blatantly in the breust pocket of
his jacket. He snapped his fingers for a light.

Hadn' t lost my touche I heard a symphony orchestrc...strings
shimmering higher and higher, until the climax almost hurt ne...there was
something almost primitive about it...like & sabre-toothed tiger allowing
an antelopc to drink from the stream, whilst settling himself for the spring
eeeit was exhileratinge...

"Oheescr.share, Red."

I held the match to him. He took a deep breath, seemingly trying
to get the smoke down as far as his toes.

He stood up, hands thrust into his jeans, balancing on the balls
of his fcet.

I turned back, shoulders bent...'when'..that wes the whole point
of my twenty years of experiences..l knew 'when.'

I leapt on the desk.

I reached both hands upwards, reaching for the celling.

"HALLELUJAH" I screamed.

I ruffled my heir, and I looked down at hime. I forced the bubbling
saliva from between my lips. I nsver saw such terror and bewilderment in
anyones seyes before. The cigarette dropped out of his mouth.

I was supreme.

I held my jacket tails, stretched them out like @ bird, and leapt
at him. He staggered backwards, he hands threshing in front of him. I crossed
over, and looked into his eyes...mine e2n inch from his.

"JUDAS" I screamed as loud as I could.

He looked over my shoulder towards the door, hope flickering in his
eyes .
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It was the cub.

"There's a squad car going past St.Leonard's, Mr.Johnston," he
said, looking at me, saying his lines just as I'd told him...."want a lift?"

Smitted sobbed...l turned the screw, sce. Ste Loonard's was e
home for the insanesesthe violent types, you know?

"Get hinm outa here, quick," Smitted breathed. He actually gripped
the cubs lapelse..."Sure I did the job...now get me into a cell, quick."

I winked at the cube. Twelve minutes flat, from a toughle who'a
aduit nothing to a babbling coward who'd admit blowing up Fort Knox.

The cub dragged Smitten away, and I tidied myself up. I combed my
hair, had to be careful, not a lot left. I went back to the canteen, got
a last cup before the girl pulled down the shutters. I %took my time over
the tea and the cigarette. I relived those precious moments., What a technique.
Hadn't lost my touch, in fact, I prided myself that I'd improved with the
layoffs I couldn't wait to resume again.

I put on my overcoat, pulled the collar up. I went down the steirs,
through the billiards room, waved to a couple of the boys, along the corridor
to the Sergeant's Desk.

"Hi, Sarge," I greated

"Why, hello Mike. How's the form 2"

"Starting in a coupla weeks. Doc said I'm almost well."

"Goodesegood...can' t do without a good mon...well.e.goodnight.”

"Good nighte...er...say, Sarge, any chance of a Squad Car to run

me to Steleonard's 7" i LN
¥ o o sk e e ok sk e ok o8 ok ok ok oK ok ok o John L"erry 1962.
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iy carcer as a footballer is rather unique ( at least, was
unique, because it's all a remory now — at least, competative play is.)

To most footballers, ball play and positional skill come at
an early age, but with me it was many years before I developed the necessary
techniques, end then I was too old to play and had to retire. I remember uwy
last game, a couple of years ago. For half an hour I was superb...l got the
ball, sized up the situation, and with superb skill sent uncannily aoccurate
cross—field passes to my wingers ( I was centre forward) and was ready in
front of goal for the return pass and the resultant kick or head into the
corner of the net. In this half hour period I  scored three goals; one
glancing header...one knee-high volley from 25 yards, and, as & sort of
unconventional pice de resistance, to show my superiority, the third went in
off my backside, as I was tying up a bootlace.

Then, unhapplly, my age began to assert itself. I knew what
to do —~ where the unmarked players were, but when I tried to kick the ball,
my muscles didn't respond, and my right boot grazed the grass where the ball




had been about fifteen seconds before. I becare a physical wreck - after
nalf time, the rest of my teax had to turn me round to face in the new
direction of play. It's a horrible feeling when you know whet ghould be
done, but you haven't got the requisite physical alertness and agility to
do it.

So, on my retirement, I decided to pass on to my son the lessons
it had teken me twenty years to learn...

Lad ] e e e e e
I purchased a light plastic ball, the correct football size, &nd
used the square of lawn at the back of my house as a practice ground.

A young man, Pete, who lives next door, came round at my sugges tion
( he actually leapt over the hedge), and stood in the goal I had knocked up
from two brooms end a length of bamboo. This boy, Pete, is & superb goal-
keeper, with a feline agility and a sort of oxtra~sensory perception, giving
nim a knaok of knowing exaotly in which direction the shot is ocoming from.

I planned to make Colin a centre forward, and I reasoned that with a
first cless goalie to face, and with my expert tuition behind him, goading
him on, he'd be & cert.

"A gentre forward must have a camnnon-like shot," I said,"like this."

I stood a dozen yards from Pete, looked to the left of the goal, and
kicked the ball hard with the outside of my right foot. The ball zoomed to
the right of the goal like a bullet, and Pete, watching my preliminary gaze,
had wrongly decided my shot would be to the left, 2s I had planned he should do.
But, like a gazelle, he twisted in mid air, and tipped the ball past the
broom,

"That was to test Pete," I gritted," now I'll send in & hard shot."

It was most certainly a herd shot.

Pete's eyes grew wide, and he flung himself over the hedge. The ball
passed where his head had been, through the goal, hit the back door, rebounded,
and hit me on the nose.

"Mopal, Colin, " I said, after the tornique had been applied round nmy
neock ( rether tightly, I thought )..." 2lways keep your mouth closed."

Pete roturned after his mother had thrown a bucket of cold water
over him, to stop the hysterics.

"The oross from the wing, and resultant header," I explained. "Pete
in goal, you as centre forward, I'll cross for you to head."

We took up our positions. I dribbled superbly amongst the lupins,
hefted the inside of my right hobnail, and floated a perfect ball across the
goals Colin looked at it as it sailed past.

"Yonderful cross ball," he nodded in admiration.

"You were supposed to hit it in the goel with your head," I screamed.
"Colin, you get in goal, and I'll show you how. Fete, cross the ball from the
lupins, will you ?"

Pote was o good wingman, too. His cross ball rose like a swallow, and
I leapt forward like an over-sexed stallion, my head thrust forward aggress-
ively.

They dragzed me out of ths dustbin, and plucked poteto peelings off
e,

"Saw an act like that on the circus on TV the other night," said Colin.

"Where did the ball go ?" gasped Pate, rising to his feet, and clutching
his stomach.

"Flip the ball," I gritted......"Colin, there's a wonderful game

called Poker, you play with cards...nip upstairs and get your money boxe...
John Berry
1962
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By far the most interesting in the curious group of artificially-made gods are
. those which are sacrificed in connection with agriculture. These deities anveal
to us from several points of view. In the first nlace, they form, among agri-
cultural races as a wholr, the most important and venerated objects of worship.
. In the second place, it ies largely through their influence or on their analogy,
as I beliewe, that so many other artificial gods came to be renewed or sacri-
ficed annu=lly. 1In the third place, it ies the gods of agriculture who are most
of all slain sacramentally, whose bodies are eaten by their votaries in the shape
of cakes of bread or other foodstuffs, and whose blood is drunk in the form of
wine. The immediate connection of these sacramental ceremcnies with the sacrifice
of the mass, and the identification of the Christ with bread and wine, give to
this branch of our enawiry a peculiar importance from the vmoint of view of the
evolution of Christianity. We must therefore enter 2t some little length into
the genesis of these peculiar and department2l gods, who stand so directly in
the ma2in line of evelution of the central divine figure in the Christian
religion.

All over the world, wherever cultivation exists, 2 special class of corn-gods

or grain-gods is found, deities of the chief foodstuff, - be it maize, or dates,
or plantain, or rice — and it is a common feature of 2ll these gods that they
are represented by human or dquasi-human victims, who are annually slain at the
time of sowing. These human gods are believed to remppear once more in the form
of the crop that rises from their sacred bodiesg their death and resurrection
are celevrated in festivalgy and they are eaten and drunk sacramentally by their
votaries, in the shapec of first-fruits, or of cmkes and wine; or of some other
embodiment of the divine being. We have thecrefore to enquire into the origin of
this curious superstition, which involves, as it secems to me, the very origin of
cultivation itself as A hum » custom. Ard I must =2ccordingly bespe~k my readers'
indulgence if I diverge for a while into what may seem at first a purely
botanical digression.

Most people must have been struck by the paradox of cultivation. A varticular
plant in a state of nature, let us say, grows and thrives only in water, or in
some exceedingly moist and damp situation. You take up this waterside vplant
with a trowel one day, and transfer it incontinently to a dry bed in a sun-
baked garden; when lo! the moisture-loving creature, instead of withering and

from "The Bvolution of the ldea of God", and enquiry into the origins of relig—-
ione, by Grant Allen, published by Grant Richards, in London,; 1904. First onrinted
» October 1897. My cony is the 4th. Printing, dated July 1904.




dying, as one might naturally expect of it, begins to grow apace, and to thrive
to all appearance even better and more lustily than in its native habitate. OQr
you remove some varched desert weed from its arid rock to a moist and rainy
climates; and instead of dwindling, as one imagines it ought to do under the
altered conditions, it spreads abroad in the deep rich mould of a shrudbecry
bed, and attains a stature impossible to iss kind in ite original surroundings.
Outr gardens, in fact, show us side by side plants which, in the wild state,
demand the most varied and dissimilar habitats. Siberiar cquills blossom amic—~
ably in the same bed with Italian tulips; the abpine saxifrage sprcads its purple
rosettes in friendly rivalry with the bog-loving marsh-marigold or the dry
Spanish iris. The question, thercfore, sooner or later occurs to the enquiring
minds How can they all live together so well here in man's domain, when in the
outeide world cach demands and exacts so extremely different and specialised a
situation?

0f courcse it is only an inexperienced biologist who could long be puzzled by this
apparent paradox. He must soon see the true solution of the riddle, if he has
read and digested the teachings of Darwin. For the read .fact is, in a garden or
out of it; most of these plants could get on very well in a great variety of
climates orsituationg — if only they were protected against outside comvetition.
There we have the actual crux of the problem. It is not that the moisture-loving
plants cannot live in dry situations, but that the dry-loming plants, specialiscd
and adapted for the post, can compete with them there at an immense advantage, and
80y in a very short time, live them down altogether. Every species in a state of
nature is continually exposed to the ceaseless competition of every others; and
each on ite own ground can beat its competitdrs. But in a garden, the very thing
we aim at is just the restrict and prevent competition; to give each species a
fair chance for life, even in conditicns where other and better-adapted species
can usually outlive it. This, in fact, is really at bottom all that we ever mean
by =2 garden — a space of ground cleared,; and kept clear, of its natural vegetation
(commonly called in-this connection weeds), and deliberately stocked with other
plants; most or all of which the weede would live down if not artificially pre-
vented.

We see the truth of this point of view the momeént the garden is, as we say,
abandoned - that is to say, left once more th the operation of unaided nature.
The plants with which we have stocked it loiter on for a while in a feeble and
uncertain fashion, but are ultimately choked out by the stronger and better-
adampted weeds which compose the natural vegetation of the locality. The dock
and net.le live down in time the larkspur and peony. The essential thing in the
garden is, in short, the clearing of the ground from the weeds — that is, in
other words, from the native gegetation. ‘A few minor things may or may not be
added, such as manuring, turning the soil, proteccting wi th shclter; and so
forth: but the clearing is itself the one thing needful.

Slight as this point seems at first sight,; I believe it includes the whole secret
of the origin of tillage, and thercfore, by implication, of the gods of ~gricul-
ture. For, looked at in esscnce, cultivatiom is wecding, and weeding is culti-
vation. When we say that a certain race cultivates a certain plant-staple, we

" menn no more in the last rcesort than that it sows or sets it in soil artificailly
cleared of bompeting species. Sowing without clearing is absolutely useless. So
the question of the origin of cultivation resolves itself at last simply into
this - how did certain men come first to know that by clearing ground of weceés
and keeping it clear of them they could promote the growth of certain desirablg
human foodstuffs?



To begin with, it may be as well to premise that the problem of the origin of
cultivation is a far more complex one than apvears at first sight. For we have
not only to ask, as might seem to the enquirer unaccustomed to such investiga-
tions; "How did the early savage first find out that seeds would grow better
when planted in oven soil, already freed from weeds or natural competitors?" but
also the other and far more difficult question, "How did the early savage ever
find out that plants would grow from seeds at all?" That, I take it, is the
real riddle of the situation, and it is one which, so far :1s I know, has hither-
to escaped all enquirers into the history and origin of human progress.

TMully to grasp the profound nature of this diffaculty we must throw wurselves
back mentally into the condition and pogition of primitive man. We ourselves
have known so long and so familiarly the fact that plants grow from seeds -
that the s eed is the essential reproductive part of the vegetable organism -
that we find it hard to unthink that piece of commonplace knowledge, and to
realise that what to us is an almost self-evident truth isto the primitive
savage a long and difficult inference. Out own common and certain acquaitance
with the fact, indeed, is entirely derived from the practice of agriculture.
We have seen seeds wown from our earliest childhood; But before agriculture
grew ups; the connecticn between seed and seedling could not possibly be know:
or even suspected by primitive man, whe was by ne means prone to make abstract
investigations into the bcftanical naturc or physiological object of the various
organs in the herbs about him. That the seed is the reproductive part of the
plant was a fact as 1ittle likely in itself to strike him as that the stamens
were the male organs, or that the leaves were the assimilative and digestive
surfaces. 'He could only have found out that plants grew from seeds by the
experimental process of sowing and growing them, Such an experiment he was
far from likely ever to try for its own sake. He must have been led to it by
some other and accidental coincidence.

Now what was primitive man likely to know and observe about the plants around
him? Primarily oné thing only: that some of them were edible and some were
not. There you have a distinction of immediate interest to all humanity. And
what parts of plants were most likely to be useful to him in this respect as
foodstuffs? Those parts which the plant had specially filled up with righ
material for its own use or the use of its offspring. The first are the roots,
stocks, bulbs, corms, or tubers in which it lays by foodstuffs for its future
growths the second are the seeds which it produces and enriches in order to
continue its kind to succeeding generations.

Primitive man, then, knows the fruits, seeds, and tubers; Pust as the squirrel,
the monkey, and the parrot know them, as so much good foodstuff, suitable to

his purpose, But why should he ever dread of saving or preserving some of these
fruits or seeds, when he has found them, and of burying them in the soil, on the
bare off-chance that by pure magic, as it were, they might give ris® to others?
No idea could bc more foreign to the nature and habits of early man. In the
first place, he is far from provident; his way is to eat up at once what he has
killed or picked; and in the sccond place, how could he ever come te conceive
that seeds buried in the ground could possibly producc more sseds in future?
Nay, even if he did know it - which is well-night impossible - would he be
likely, feckless creature that he is, to save or spare a handful of sceds to-
day in order that other seceds might spring from their burial-place in another
twelvemonth? The difficulty is so enormous when one fairly fazces it that it
positively staggers one; we begin to wonder whether really, after all, the first
steps in cultivation could ever have been taken.

T i S .




The savage, when he has killed a deer or a game~bird, does not bury a part of it
or an egg of it in the ground, in the expectation that it will grow into more
deer or morebird hereaftecr. Why then should he, when he has picked a peck of
fruits or wild cereals, bury some of them in the ground, and expect a harvest?
The savage ic a simple and superstitious persons but I do not think he is quite
such a fool as this proceeding would make him out to be. He is not likely over
to have noticed that plants in the wild state grow from sceds - at least prior
to the rise of agriculture, from which, as I believe, he first and slowly grined
that useful knowledge. And he certainly is not likely ever to have tried
deliberate exveriments unon the properties of plants, as if he were a Fellow of
the Royal Society. These two roads being thus effecturlly blocked to us, we
have to enquire, "Was there ever any way in which primitive man could have
blundered blindfold upon a knowledge of the truth, and could have discovered
incidentally to some other function of his life the two essential facts that
plante grow from seeds, and that the growth and supply of useful food-plants

can be artificially increased by burying and sowing such seeds in ground

clearcd of weeds, that is to say of thc natural cpmpeting vegetation?"

I belicve there is one way, and one way only, in which primitive man was at all
likely. to become familiar with thesc facts. I shall try to show that all the
operations of primitive angriculturc very forcibly point to this strange and
almost magical origin of cultivation; that all savage agriculture retains to

the last many traces of its origing and that the sowing of the sced itself is
hardly considered =so important and essential a part ofthe complex process as
certain purely superstitious and bloodthirsty practices that long accompany it.
In one word, fiot to keep the reader in doubt any longer, I am inclined to believe
that cultivation and the sowing of seeds for crops had their beginning as an
adjunct of the primitive burial system.

Up to the present time, so far as I know, only one origin for cultivation has
ever been ceven conjecturally suggested; and that is a hard one. It has been

said that the first hint of cultivation may have come from the observation that
seeds accidentally cast out on the kitchen-middens, or on the cleared space

about huts, caves, or other human dwelling-places, germinated and produced more
seeds in succceding scasons. Very probably many savages have observed the fact
that food-plants frequently grow on such heaps of refuse. But that observation
alone does not bring us much nearer to the origin of cultivation. For why should
early man connect such a fact with the sceds more than with the bones, the shells,
or the mere accident of proximity? We must rid out minds of 2ll the preconcep-
tions of inductivc and experimental science, and throw ourselvcs mentally back
into the position of the savage to whom nature is one vast field of unrelated
events, without fixed seduence or physical causation. Llorecver, a kitchen-
midden is not a cleared spacei on the contrary, it is a weed-bed of extraordin-
ary luxuriance. It brings us no ncarer the origin of clearing.

There is, however, one set of function in which primitive men do actually perfomm
2ll the essential acts of agriculture, without in the least intending ity and
that is the almost universal act of the burial of the dead. Burial is, so far as
I can see, the only object for which early races, or, what comes to the same
thing, very low savages, ever turn or dig the ground. We have seen already that
the original idea of burial was to confine the ghost or corpse of the dead man

by putting a weight of earth on to of him¥ and lest this should be insufficient
to keep him from troublesome reapncarances, a big stone was frcquently rolled

*¥in an earlier chapter, the author showed conclugively how burial began as a
fearful prevention ageinst any inclination a 'dead' man might have to wander.,BB



above his mound or tumulus, which is the origin of all our monuments; now diverted
to the honour and commemoration of the deceased, But the point to which I wich
just now to direct attention ig this - that in the act of burial, and in that act
alone, we get a first beginning of turning the soil, exposing fresh earth, and so
incidentally eradicating the weeds. We have here, in short, the first necessary
préfude to the evolution of agriculture.

The next step, of course; must 34 the sowing of the secd. And here, I venture to
think, funeral customs supply us with the only conceivable way in which such
sowing could ever have begun. For early men would certainly not waste the preciosw
seeds which it took them so much time and trouble to collect from the wild plants
around them; in mere otiose sclentific experimentes on vegetable development. But
we have seen that it is the custom of all savages to offer at the tombs of their
ancestors food and drink of the same kind as they themselves are in the habit of
using. Now, with people in the hunting stage, such offcrings would no doubt most
frequently consist of meat, the flesh of the hunted beasts or game-birds; but they
would also include fish, fruits, seeds; tubers, and berries, and in particular
such righ grains as those of the native pulses and cereals. Evidence of such
things offered at the graves of the dead has been collecting in such abundance

by Dr. Tylor, Mr. Frazer, and Mr. Herbert Spencer, that I need not herec adduce

any further examples of so familiar a practice,

What must be the ohvious result? Here, and herec alone, the savage quite.
unconsciously sows seeds upon newly-turned ground, deprived ofits weeds, and
further manured by the blood and meat of the frequent sacrificial offerings.
These sceds must oftcen spring up and grow apace, with a ragidity and luxuriance
which cannot fail to strike the imagination of the primitive hunter. ZEspecially
will this be the case with that class of plants which ultimately develop into

the food-crope of civilised 5001ety° For the peculiarity of these plants is that
they are one and all - maize, corn, or rice, pease, beans, or millet - annuals

of rapid growth and portentous stature; plants which have thriven in the struggle
for existence by laying up large stores of utilisable material in their seceds for
the use of the seedling; and this peculiarity enables them to start in life in
each generation exceptionally well endowed, and so to compete at an advantage
with a2ll their fellows. Seeds of such a sort would thrive exceedingly in the
newly-turned and well-manured soil of a grave or barrowy and producing the: .

a quantity of rich and edible grain, would certainly attract the attention of
that practical and observant man, the savage. For though he is so incurious
about what are non-essentials, your savage is a peruliarly long-headed person
about all that concerns his own immediate advantagc.

What conclusion would et once be forced uvon him? That seeds planted in freshly-
turned and richly-manurcd soll produce threefold and fourfold? Nothing of the
sort. He knows naught of seceds and manures and soils; he would at once conclude,
after his kind, that the dresded and powerful ghost in the barrow, pleased with
the gifts of meat and seceds offered te him, had repaid those gifts in kind by
returning grain for grain a hundredfold out of his own body. This original
connection of ideas seems to me fully to explain that curious identification of
the ghost or spirit with the corn or other foodstuff which Mr. Frazer has so
wonderfully and conclusively elaborated in "The Golden Bough".

Some 1little evidence is even forthcoming that vegetation actually does show
exceptional luxurin~nce on graves and barrows. The Rev. Alexander Stewart of
Brllachulish mentione that the milkmaids in Lochaber and elsewkere in the Scotch
highlands used té pour a littlemilk daily from the pail on the "fairy knowes" or




prehistoric barrowss and the consequence was thnt "these fairy knolls wecre
clothed with a more beautiful verdumve than any other spot in the country."

In Fiji, Mr. Fison remarks that yam-plants spring luxuriantly from the heaps of
yam presented to ancestral spirits in the sacred stone enclosure or temenoss and
two or three recent correspondents (since this chapter was first printed in a
monthly review) bBave obligingly communicated to me analogous focts from VMadagas—
car, Central Africa, and the Malay Archipelago. It is clear from their zccounts
that graves do often give rise *to crops of foodstuffs, accidentally springing
from the food laid upon them.

Just at first, under such circumstances, the savage would no doubt be content
merely to mick and ent the seeds that thus grew casually, as it were, on the
graves or barrows of his kinge and kmnsfolk. But in the process oftime it would
almost certainly come about that the arca of cultivation would be widened some-
what. The first step toward such widening, I take it, would arise from the
observation that cergals and other seeds only throve exceptionally upon newly-
made graves, not on graves in general. Tor as soon as the natural vegetation
reasgerted itself; the quickening power of the ghost would seem to be used upnl
Thus it might be found well tc keep fresh ghosts always going for agricultural
purposes. Hence might gradually arise 2 habit of making a new grave annually,
at the most favourable sowing-time, which last would come to be recognised by
half-unconscious experimmnt and observ~tion. And this new grave, as I shall
show reason for believing & little later, would be the grave, not of a person
who happened to die then 2nd there accidentally, but of a deliberate victim,
slain in order to nrovide a spirit of vegetation - an artificial god - and to
make the corn grow with vigour and luxuriance. Step by step, I believe, it
would at length be discovered that ifonly you dug wide enough, the corn would
grow well around as well as upon the actual grave 6fthe divine victim. Thus
slowly therc would develop the cultivated field; the wider clearing, dug up or
laboured by hand, and finally the ploughed field, which yet remains a grave in
theory =2nd in all esscntials.

I have ventured to give thislong =nd apparently un-essentinl precabble, because
I wish to mnke it d enr that the cultivated plet rcally dates back to the very
origin of cultivaticn. Without 2 god, therc would be no corn-field at at; =2nd
the corn-field, I believe, is long conceived merely as thc embodiment of his
vegetative spirit. N~2¥, the tilled field is often at our own day, and even in
our own country, a2 grave in theory.

It is 2 mcre commonplace at the present time to say that among early men and
savagos every act oflife has a sacred significance; and agriculture especially is
everywhere 2nd always invested with = special sanctity. To us, it would seem
natural that the act of sowing secd shculd be regarded =s purcly practical and
physiologicals that the sced shouldbe looked upon mercly as the part of the
plant intended for repro’uction, and that its germinaticn sheuld be accented as
a natural and nommal proccss. Savages and carly men, however, have no such
conceptions. To them the whole thing is a piecce of natural magicj you so seceds,
or, to be more accurate; you bury certain grains of foodstuffs in the freshly-
turned soil, with certain magical rites and cercmonics; and then,; after the
lapse of a certain time, plants begin to grow uvon this soil, from which you
finally obtain = crop of maize or wheat or barley. The burial of the seeds or
grains is only one part of the magical cycle, no more necessarily important

for the realisation of the desired end than many otkers.

/§/There follow numerous cxamples of religicus immelaticn for practical
agricultural purposes, for which we have not room encugh, Butoossos/§/



/§/The 'numerous examples' cover fourteen pages and most of the world, while the
fellowing passage sums uv most of the argument,/§/

The gena=l conclusion I would incline to dr~w from =211 these instancew ip briefly
thie. Cultivation probably began with the ~ccidental sowing of grains upon the
tumuli of the dead. Gradually it was focund that by extending the dug or tilled
area and sowing it all over, a crop would grow upon it, provided always a corpse
was buried in the centre. In process of time divine ccrpses were annually pro-
vided for the purpose, and buried with great ceremcny in each field. By-and-bye
it was found sufficient to offer ~ single victim for a whele tribe or village,
and to divide his body piecemcal =mcng the fields of the community. But the crops
that grew in such fields werec still regarded as the direct gifts of the dead =2and
deified victims, whose soul was supposed to animate and fertilize them. As
cultivation spread, men become familiarised at last with the concepticn of the
seed and phe ploughing as the renlly essential elements in the process; but they
still continued to attach to the victim a religious importance; and to beliecve
in the necesgity of his presence for good luck in the harvest. With the

graduzl mitigaticn of savagery an animal sacrifice was often substituted for

a human onej but the fro mentse ofthe animal were still distributed through

the fields with a mimic or symbolicnl bur)al, just 2s the fragments of the man-
god had formerly been édistributed. Finally, under the influence of Christianity
and other civilised rcligicns; an effigy was substituted for a human viectim,
though nan animal was often retained side by side with it, and a real human

being was playfully killed in pantomime.

/§/The editor hopes that rcaders of this extract with realise that these nre
only the bare bones of the thesis covercd by Grant Allen. Indeed,; before
the foregoing, there are 290 pages of illustr~ticn, argument, example, and
convincing evidence that climaxes with this chapter on the "Gods of Cult-
ivation". And following the chapter (only half of which has been reproduced
here) are a further 150 pages of further examination, elaboration, and even
more conclusive evidence of the way the author re-constructs the Evoluticn
of the Iden of God.

As indicnted earlier, another chapter of Gront Allen's book deals with the
attitude 2 primitive man would have towards 2 Dead Man, ~nd I would like to
quote these earlier passages here. Howevery, I have found a similar passage

in another book which covers the same subject (thcugh not so theroughly) in
rather more beautiful form. The auther of the bock is Winwood Reade, and the
books title "The Martyrdem of Man" anpeared in the lists of Watts & Co., 1945.
It wns first published in 1872, three years beferc the death of its author./§/

.. .when through the over~tion of the lonw of growth the intellectu=nl faculties of
men become improved, they begin to observe their own nature, and in coursc of
time a2 curious discovery is made. They ascertain that there is something which
resides within them entirely independent and distinct from the body in which it

is contained. They perceive that it is this mind; or scul , or genius, or spirit,
which thinks and desires and decides. It commands the bedy as the chief commands
the slave. While the body is asleep.it is busy weaving thoughts in the slecper's
brain, or wanders into other lande and converses with pcople whcem he, while awake,
has never seen. They hear words of wisdom issuing from the toothlese mouth of a
decrepit old man. It is oevident that this soul does not grow old, and thecrefore
it does not die. The body, it is clear, is only a garment which is in time des—
troyed, and then where does its inmate go?




IWhen a loved one has been taken chc haunts the memory of him who weeps till the
image imprinted on the heart is reflected on the curtain of the eye. Her visicn
appears not when he is quite asleep, as in an ordinary dream, but as he is
passing into sleep. He meets her in the twilight land which divides the world
of darkness from the world of day. He secs her form distinctlys he clasps it in
his arms; he hears the accents of her sweet and gentle voicey he feels the
pressure of her lips upon his own. He awakes, and the illusion is dispelleds
yet with some it is so complete that they firmly believe it was a spirit whom
they sawe.

Among savages 1t i1s not love which can thus excite the imagination and deceive
the sense, but reverence and fear. The great chicf is dead, His vision appears
in a half-waking dread: it threatens and it speaks. The dreamer believes that
the form and the voice are real; and therefore he believes that the great chief
still exists. It is thus that the grand idea is born. There is life after
death. When the house or garment of the body is destroyed the soul wanders
forth into the air. Like the wind it is unseens like the wind it can be soft
and kinds like the wind it can be terridble and cruel. The savage then believes
that the pains of sicknees are inflicted by thc hand which so often inflicted
pain upon him when it was in the flesh, and he alsc believes that in battle the
departed warrior is still fighting with unseen weapons at the head of his own
clan, In order to obtain the goodwill of the father-spirit, prayers are offered
up to him and food is placed hesicde his gragees ooocos

/§/the end/§/ —

10202 Belcher, Downey,
LEN MOFFATTs 9/5/61. California, U.S.A.

Had a Mad Hatter type party at LASFS Saturday before last. (Everybody was
supposed to wear a crasy hats most did, and prizes were awarded for Most Fannish
Hat, Most Prosaic, etc.)

During a hot bongo drum gession a character walks in, attired in cap, sport
shirt, slacks, and sandals (no sox). No beard, but he gives general impression
of being beat, or oddball, or wothavia. He talks to Bjo and me, tells us that
he's a real Flying Saucer bug. Can't understand why the government wastes so
much money on noisy old rockets when they could save time, money and effort by
using the atmosphere to lift saucers instead of fighting the atmosphere with
rocket tlasts. He wants to know if he'd be wel come in the club, suspecting
that most s-f fans do not go for the flying saucer bit. We agreed that this
wag true, but that anybody was welcome as long as he didn't become offensive
about it, and was willing to take jibes and jeers when he brought up the subject
of saucers. While we talked he was listening with one ear to the fast, stcady
beat of the bongo drums; and one of his handswandered idly over the key board
of the piano we were leaning against. Suddenly he stoppedtalking, sat down at
the piano, and began to play like crazy, picking up the bongo beat, and then
taking the lead. The bongo beaters gathered around him, and a really jazzy
concert ensued. Maybe I had had too much home brew, bit it sounded Great to me.
Some time later (half and hour? fifteen minutes? who knows, when you're drinking
home brew and trying to forget your troubles), he stopped for a break, and

asked for a cigarette and a beer, with which he was promptly supplied: He
played some more after that — and then disapveared. Not into thin air, but
someone said he simply left, mounted his bike parked outside - and rode away.
(Yes, they said, it was a bike, they were sure, and not 'a saucer...). Havendt
seen him sgince.
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It's ben a long time since - -
appeared in these hallowed nages,
Mainly, of course, T haven't been
o5 in the mood or position to procuce
SN B . B ; o a larger issue of »araFin-lia
: \ | | until recently. But also, I've

i f f\ Voo _ dronned most of my corresvond-
B s A1 i \\ \ ence to a bare minimum ~nd so

! o receive very little mail that
i 4 Vi P Tead could apvear herein. Come on,
e o e _—_ gentle reader, send me a letter

of comment that I.can publish in my next issue, due Real Loon Now.
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LR HMOPFATTs 2Q/8/6O 10202 Belcher, Downey,
' Celifornia, U.Z.4.

«.-The quotes from nd commentary on your 'novel'y; Bruce, was prob'ly the most
intrreeting thing for me in -F.¥- 6, as I have suffered the szme 'nosteslgiwv!’
experiente myself... that ies, digging out stuff I wrote Seriously years ago,
and chortling (and wincing) over it.....hs I say, enjoyed everything in all

3 mages (=F.H~ 6, KI'TFull 11, & SIZ:R 3), even the noetry (I'm not much of 2
fan-poetry fan, but thig w s better than most.), and home the Continued
mat-rial IS continued somewhere, including Art 7ilson's Judo for Ladies bit.**

JIH LIw 'Q0Ls 12/9/60 10 Meadow Cottages,
. ‘ : Netherfield, Notts., UK.

No sooner had I said frrewell to you at 7aterloo Steotion, I srrive home 1o

find 3 of your mage had been delivered in my absense. Avart from Kiwifan,
Paral:Nalia, and Sizar, you'd encloseds 1, quotecard concerning MNanoleons

2, a booklet on the art of thinking and spesking (for vhich taw; I've always
wonted to think and speak, yuk, yuk...); =2nd 3, a June '60 calendar mage show~
ing a leggy-femme saying "Let'e go" as she oveng the docr of her gnerte cor...
reminiscent of my hitchiking exvperiences. § I Iiked Lynette's self-vortrait-
on the cover of varaFiifalia 6: why did she ever get married, and not contemplate
visiting ngland? "The "andering Chu" is of course my fevourtie HZ fan-column,
and for some recason or other I like fen writing zbout their tyvers...Yes Cir,
I'm proud to say I cAarried Bruce Burn's Naumaan Trika through the streets of
Southampton! § There ie a recording of "COreen Hills of Tarth" out over here;
it's from a radio series 'Journey Into Space'y but I'm not sure if it contzins
the Heilein lyrics or not. § Again, another nice self-portrait of Lynette on
page 26. :

BILL 1"MPLEs 10/10/61 : 7 Flm Road, 7embley,
Middlesex, UK.

Many thanx for sending me a co~y of parafFlialic ﬁ%, which is = delight to the
nose. I enjoyed continugng to follow the odyssey of aroma, which brings him,

I see, to the Garden of Aden. § Sometimes I got the impression that I was
prying into romebody's vrivate inter-femily corresnondencéﬂ but what of that?
Like ~1la, I'm one of those nosey Parkers. 4 I home to be able to continue the
eaga, and I hove you get to London in the end.

*¥*That '"To Be Continued" material might yet materialise in the form of a one-
shot called, avovronriately, THI maGIC STYLUS.: _
*fhe first draft of TH  ANDERING GHU was a long letter home. It chowed, eh?

— — p—




ROGER HORROCKLs 14/11/61 18 Hazelmere Rd.,
: ' auckland 51, WN.Z.

Thank you for paraFi‘alia 8, which arrived this morning. I narticularly enjoy-
ed TH TAIDERI G GHU - you have'a flair for writing about personal exverience -
and I hove that you are going to continue tae chronicle in "nglaznd. § Did you
keep a diary, or are you remembering it all? “hen I look back over the two vears
or so since you left, I can hardly remember a think. § There avpme-r to be
changes in the Burn style of writing - 2nd mersonality! Tven vwarsl ¥alia has a
new, Britishy look.*

MIRVY® BARR T7: 17/12/61 1 Tgan St., "est Rich-
mond, Vic., australis,

Your f=nzine (paral:iialis #8) arrived a counle of monthes back. Ton't know if
there is much that I can sy about it. The only thinge that sort of stands out
in my mind is that the drawing which accomvanies the article cn Colombo in your
narrative dné€ which I think is meant to look like some one standing on a cliff
edge with hie hands in his pockets gazing out to sea looks instead like a draw—
ing of a guy urinating into the ocean.,.

DUNSTUITBAKLRs 23/2/62 _ c/o Miss 7. Cullen, 7966
' 7. Beach Drive, i,
Taghington 12 Z.C4 U... .4,

I'm writing thie the day after Project Ugf¥dd ilercury, woe comnleted, 2nd it's
fantastic., The Human Race I mean. All over "ashington, neonle walked -+ith
their ears glued to transistor radios. The only question the women in the
stores agked w2gy, "Is he Down?™, 4 friend of mine, an "nglish girl called
Margaret, seven months pregnant, was meking the rounds of various airlines vhen
Colonel Glen was uvp there. She said that no one was ggigg anywhere., They
simply stood there waiting. “hen he re-entered the atmosphere, there was
silence. Union Station had it's largest crowd since the “ar, all listening to
the radio. “hen he landed there was silence. The only time in my life I
remember “eshington quiet. § I think Clarke once wrote about #» man alone in

a space cavsuleg; in orbit. The whole ™orld reached out to him. I think that
maybe the Yorld, or at least more peonle than ever before, reached out to Glenn
in that way. M=n reaching out to a man alone, to a little part of Himeelf, a
part alore 2nd cut off. I think that peonle, here at least, felt for the first
time in a long time, and as a wholey, the truth that "'e are men, and as such,
we are involved in Man". § 1I've often seen the World weev at the death of a
great man., It is seldom I have seen meonle happy at a man's triumph, and never
so many so happy over something that is so clearly a triumph for Hum=nity. The
Ruseians miseced a good thing when they did not give Gagarin the coverage and
notoriety he deserved.

BITLY KUTu'as 4/8/62 2819 Caroline, South
J Bend914’ Indiana, UoE)vo

I thank you for naralalalia #9.....1 do hove that if you DO procered with your
tale of Coming to Blighty that you'll include me in on the issues. I found this
segment very intrresting to read. § I'd-love to see what you have to say about

*Britishy? Perish the thought! THE 7ANDTRIJG GHU was written mainly from memory,
tut I was cenny enough to jot douwn memoes to myself during the trivo.



your landing in Southampton and all about the first st-ggering reactions to
Britifen in the living flesh, co to speak. I recall well Jill Adams's letters

of that era on how you were coming ~nd how thig one and that one w=s coming down
there to meet and greet you and =211. Love to see/read how they a1l etruck you

- provided it isn't all egobooey nicey-nicey stuff but the actual reactions ~nd
impreessions...dig? § Jesus, the elang of your hcmelsnd — and the terminology!!
I pride myself =2s being not too bad on knowing stange trrme...buty, Buster, you've
got szome straight out of thie world! ILike you vuz comin' . re from Mars yet!
'Hiawsthast....l0afer-mocassing?* ‘'haka’'?? Sounds like an esoteric Jzpanese
style of poetry.** § Your comments on Tgypt...yeh, mate;, yeh..rezding in TINE
that the 1il gals who live in those little WNile-side villages marry at 14 and are
on their death-beds before the age of 40.. and the tomsfolk of all ages with
bellies distended from =211 the many intestinal vparasites that thrive there. §
Howecome you didn't see ncne of them there belly-dencers?? Pity.***ind a Doctor-
ate in Egyptology is indeed a rasnectzble degree to attain =nd means m-u-c~h in
academic circles....snecially thinking of having to be able to read and decipher
the ancient writings and all... § I gotta feeling, doll, that at Pompeii you
weren't shown all of the pornouhavhlc wall-victures. Iy @aﬂ and sten-mother were
there a year ago last winter — che wasn't allowed in (which zrotched her gonsider-—
ably)...and during the War('” 2) a budy who w-s a sailor thoughtfully brought home
to me as a sentimental(??) birthday gift a bocklet of the reproductions....now
Brucey; I feel these were intended as spoofe or satire a la MAD magazine...ecos.
ceessColige many of the scenes I found bawdily hilarious (either that or I got

a V RY kookie sense of humour, eh?)...designed more to cause ‘merriment than to
aroung the erotic urges.c.leﬂstways I was laffing not panting,*¥**

and a last little piecc from
mervyn barretts 12/9/62

John Baxter has got himself married and ie in dMelbourne 2t the moment. He svurned

my invitation an is etaying with Leo Harding. Thesc imvortant pros must stick
tegether. I've seen very little of him during his stay here. He csame along on
Saturday night tc¢ a party I gsve herc at which we showed feelthy slides (Ben

Goffman still has his 'Khama Sutra' glides 2nd those nudes he hads I have some

that I brought back from Hong Kong =2nd John brought some that Roger Dard got him |
in Hong Kong). I didn't get much chance to t2lk to John though and 2l though he |
was going to ring he hasn't yet done =0 and could have for all I know shot back |
to Sydney., He didn't bring his wife to the varty because she doesn'™t like crowds

and lewd music and Public nornographic presentations.® § Tuo nights ago there

came 2 lould bash at the door and u~on opening whom should I find darkening my
doorsten but Alan Perry and his vartner Bill Tams. Bull is on his way to Japan

‘for a holiday and is going via Hong Kong - lucky bastard. Alan czme ov-r with

him and they have some bueiness to do here, They left their old emnloyers and
started their own business and have been doing well at it too. Hence nine week
holidays in Japan and all that jazz. § Did I tell you that Bart Cox had won

£10000 in a lottery? “ell, if y-u didn't, he did. § Ron Polson in living in
Sydney now after having got married =2nd is storting to meke it ae a single. His
wife plays viano snd is 2 great help to him. He c-me dovm here for a TV appear-

ance and s=ng this song cslled "RAGS D OLD IROL” by a new cat named Oscar

Brown, end that's the thing that they've released.

*¥=nd** Lifetime subscrintion to first reader to answere Betty's nroblpms.

*%*%¥The belly-dangers were all dovm with intestinal disenses.

*%¥%x%Tyy THY AND RING GHU I was concerned with revorting what I was seeing and
thinkings I had no room for detz2ilc of what I thought I should have seen.

° paraFANalia does not sumnmort pornography, but does support slide-shows.
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Standing on ths Tel=nd of Tternal Contentment, Jyorfel looked across the Swamp
that rigged his home and g=zzed hungrily at the Treasure that secm~d to be so near
on the purnle hills beyond the Swamp. »11 summer he had enjoyed hie life in the
Land of Plenty Beyond those hille and had hapnily consented to moving, #s all
.young men had to some time or other, to thies isgland. But nor thet sutumn had
merged with "'inter hie growing awrreness of the Treasure had become a fully

- develovned curiosity and his whlctful thirset for knowledge h=2d become z desnrerzte
hunger for a wealth of discovery.

Ohy how his fingeres burned to g-ther together all the wonderful knowledze that
ley waiting in those roysl coloured hills beyond the inert bog! How his senses
reeled when he thought of the secrets that chould reside there, nestled by
bosoming mouritain slopes! His head! It wes surely swelling with an anticipation
of the appeasement of his avnetite for knowledge.

Buty he was fsr from home, far from the [reasure, far from the knowledge he had
sought 211 Summer. ~ithout instruments to record hies thoughts, without the means
of purcuing hie investigations he wss helvless and unable to seed his schemes
about him. Now he could only stand on his barren Island of Tternal Contentment
and: contemplate the comforts of cold wisdom in vlace of the heated ecstacies of
knowledge he had cr=ved. He =at, thinking, reaching for that content that comes
when goals ind wante are recognicsed unreachable. He sat there, a criminal in

his prison.
. 00 00004

Y U THINK, TH RUFCE™ I Awm GUOL
He wasg a telepath, and he liked to be well thought of.

He liked to be well considered so much, in fact, that he'd moved into a circle
of friends who all liked him. He squandered his interest upon them and wallowed
in the resulting aura of good thinking. He would buy them just the things he
knew they wented, and they would favour him with a puzzled smile and a thought

of what a good fellow he was. Or he would say the thing he knew they most wanted
to hear and they would shake their heads with bafflement and think of what a
sympathetic man he was. Or somethimes he would write to them when they were a
long way from him and from the distsznce he would feel the thoughte of how con-
siderate a friend he was and he would bathe in the glorious knowledge that- he
wes well thought of.

But there is one trouble =bout being -a recentive telepath. You see, when you
take something from someone they no longer have that something and so it is with
televathy. Tech time he feasted in the egoboo of being well thought of he robbed
the good thinkers of the kind thoughts they had generated. N

Pretty soon no-one thought much good of him and so they killed him.
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The Commercial Traveller wss sitting o' his desk in his flat in a threadbare part
of the City. He was, one might be astoniched to seey, at home. He had been at
home all day, and most of the time he had been sitting just as he wre at the end
of the dey. A4t his desk. 7You see, this Commercial [raveller was. no ordinary
Commercial Traveller who knocked on farmhouses when dusk wae falling. This
Commercial Troveller was a fan, was a member of OuPA, and ~ ¢ worried that the
deadline of the last malling of hie current membership was close and soon to
fall., His activity ovver the year had been non-existent and he -~ unlese he gould
produce something before morning - e in peril of being Dromnned.

He swested, thinking in blurred shapes that rcfused to form themselves into
words., No good., Hothing, but nothing, could he think of to write about. The
clean stencil still looked wide-eyed at him as it had done all day long.

Sundenly, there wes a knock at the door.

The Commercial Travelier etarted to rise, then sank once more tnto his chair,
determined to save his mecanbership. ©Startled, his fingers found themselves unon
the keys of the typewriter., One of ‘these nervous digits tensed itself, about
to hurl its miniseule strength at the indifferent tymewriter key.

But the knocking a%t hie door csme ag='n. Louder.
Frantic, he ran to the door and flung it owen.

"1Ullow.". said the rtraw-haired, dPluff-faced, dung-nerfumed, clay-nippd, grinning
Farmer who stood with one wripkled nnnd still raised just beyond the door. "Oi
wanderred 1v yew waz in," :

"7ell I'm rather busy." eaid the miscrable Commer#ial Travekler, vnrevaring to
close the door.

The Farmer stﬁck his booted foot againet the door,

"1'Tpe nows foid awn." He took hig nive and emntied it against the door-jam, "0
"0i'm stook in taovm an' 01 ecanit jnegt sleep awn th' raod." He sniffed and
grinned ingratiatingly. "Oi thart yew moight put 0i up. Arfter awl, yew fellers
get a go~! toin orv uz wien yor in th' gountry."

Distrrcted with hie own nroblemes, tne Commercial Traveller gave into the inexora-
9

ble logic of the Farmer's apveal. Thowing wide the door he bade the Farmer enter,
The latter cakkled politely.

"7orl," he said, "there be only wun problem,"

"Oh, whatfe that?" muttered the Commercial Traveller, sensing the tange of
csome familiarity in the flow of the conversation.

"Torl, 6i've brung me Darghter wif me,"

Impatience wasked through the Commercial Traveller in a furious flood. "Alright.!
he said. "The usual deal. Okagy™®

‘The Farmer nodden ponderously. "Arr."




"ell you can have the spare room and your Daughter can get into my bed."™ He
closed the door after his surprise gueste had entered, barely glancing at the
beautiful Daughter who chyly folbwed her farther. "I'm busy now so if you'll
both just get to sleepy, I'll..." he neused, suddenly lost in thought. "..I'll
do what I'm doing..." he finicshed lamely.

The Commercial Traveller strode to his desk in decisive manner, re-ceated him-
self before his clean-lined writing machine, placed his fingers on the keys
determindly and with the 1light of inspirztion in hie eyes he sat there, whirling
thoughts in hishead refusing to be battrred into the shapes of words.

The Farmer and Daughter, un-noticed by the Commerical Traveller, went to their
separete roomsto sleep.

In the silence, the Commercial Traveller struggled on. Frantically, he thought
of all the words he knew, but in v2in. Not one word seemed to want to start his
mind on writing. He leafed through a thick dictionary, hovning there to find some
magic word with which to begin. A4n encyclopedia followed it, then an eventing
paper.

And etill the wide-—-eyed virgin stencil watched him.

Suddenly, a shnttering noise filled the flat. The Commercial Traveller shuddered,
threw the pa er on the floor, and leapt to the door of the mare room. It onened
swiftly and the noise increased in volumn. "ild-eyed, the Commercial Traveller
stared into the gloom,

The Parmer was asleev,

The Commercizl Traveller then gave up all hope. VuPa was a Lost 7lorld for himg
his membershiv would expire within two days if he etill lacked activity by then.
And surely he could never face fandom again. His choulders drooned tiredly and
he switched off the light on hies desk, He waslked slowly to the door of his own
bedroom, feeling the sleevless wide-eyed stencil mocking him silently. He omened
his door and with a last regretful look at hie desk he entered his bedroom.

He removed his clothes and put on other garments and climbed into bed. Torment
filled him and his head was filled with the dread of the empty future.

Deep in his misery, he became voguely aware of a comforting hand that stroked his
ripnled brow. From deep desvair he began to emerge to the lesser sorrow of numb
anguicsh., He turned to fmce the Daughter, in the bed beside him, and she emiled
shyly, yet surely, at his haggsrd features. Herhand gently smoothed the hair that
matted his chest, and as she did this the Commercial iraveller felt some relief
from his gloom. For suddenly an ider had occurred to him. A fl=2sh of insniratbn
g0 wild that he must surely give himself uv to it. He reached for the Daughter.

He held her chin, and gently turned her face from him until he could sea her small

coyly curled ear. He moved to be closer to her, his mind a whirl of hones and
doubts. ould it do? Could he? ™as she what wae really wanted? Of course she

isy, he told himself, she's vhat any fan would wsnt rather than O’ Pazines. And
she could come more frequently than at cuarterly intervals,

He lemned closer to her fragrant young body, and pressed his line to her ear.
He wisvered softly, " re there forty-nine others at home like you?"
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