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Ebook Notes
The harp that once through Tara’s halls
The soul of music shed,
Now hangs as mute on Tara’s walls
As if that soul were fled.
– Thomas Moore, Irish Melodies

Only the harp. Lovely. Gold glowering light. Girl touched it. Poop of
a lovely. Gravy’s rather good fit for a. Golden ship. Erin. The harp
that once or twice.
– James Joyce, Ulysses

This ebook collects almost every instalment of Walt Willis’s legendary
fanzine column “The Harp that Once or Twice”. These columns were
widely appreciated for their insight into science fiction and science fiction
fandom; for genially engaging humour in strong contrast with the rare
intervals of deadly seriousness (such as the polemic on Heinlein and
Starship Troopers in the twenty-eighth instalment); for cunningly crafted
puns that sometimes didn’t detonate until a second or third reading; and for
broad erudition modestly and entertainingly presented. (The learned
Instalment 43, “The Rats That Ate the Railroad”, was incorporated almost
unchanged into Walt’s professionally published 1969 book about his
country, The Improbable Irish as by Walter Bryan.) There has been
nothing quite like them in fanzines, before or since. They remain
eminently readable today.

“The Harp that Once or Twice” began in Lee Hoffman’s Quandry
(published from Savannah, Georgia) in March 1951 and continued to
appear there until mid-1952 or late 1952... depending on how you count.
As well as the regular Harp column, Quandry 11 (June 1951) also began
the serialization of Walt’s long 1951 convention report “The Harp in
England”, which continued in issues 12 and 13. In Quandry 22 (July 1952)
the “Harp” column was replaced by a second “Harp in England”
convention report covering the 1952 LonCon. Both these reports have
been transferred to the companion ebook The Harp in England, which also
brings together other Walt Willis reports on English conventions. His swan
song for Quandry was “The Harp Stateside” in the double issue 27/28
(December 1952), being the first lengthy instalment of his 1952 US trip
report. This segment was reissued as the 2017 TAFF ebook The Harp at
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Chicon, and its much expanded revision The Harp Stateside (33,000 words
longer, first published in 1957) became a TAFF ebook in 2023. With this
now freely available as a single continuous narrative, it seems sensible to
omit its scattered Harp column serialization.

After Quandry, “The Harp that Once or Twice” continued in Oopsla!
edited by Gregg Calkins in Santa Monica, California, beginning with issue
12 in March 1954. (Lee Hoffman had published her final issue of Quandry
in 1953.) Several of the Oopsla! columns included further chunks of The
Harp Stateside, and two of them – in Oopsla! 18 for August 1955 and
Oopsla! 19 for November 1955 – were wholly devoted to chapters of that
trip report. Again, these sections are not reprinted in the present ebook,
and so there’s no Instalment 19 or 20 in the contents list.

The Harp’s last appearance in Oopsla! was in the March 1960 interim
issue, between numbers 29 and 30; the long delayed issue 30 (September
1961) was the last. Meanwhile the Harp column had moved to Warhoon
edited by Richard Bergeron in New York, and appeared there from issue
10 (January 1961) to issue 19 (February 1964). The final incarnations of
the “The Harp that Once or Twice” were in Tom Perry’s Quark (based in
Omaha, Nebraska) from issue 7 in 1964 to issue 10 in July 1965; again in
Bergeron’s Warhoon 23 (May 1968) to 26 (February 1969); and lastly –
after a long Willis absence from fandom – in Science-Fiction Five-Yearly
8 and 9 (November 1986 and November 1991) edited by Lee Hoffman
with various helpers.

Pausing only for fulsome thanks to Fanac.org for making important
source fanzines available online, to Bill Burns for heroic proofreading, and
to Irwin Hirsh for reminding me about those late Science-Fiction Five-
Yearly instalments, I urge you to read on....

David Langford, March 2023
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Instalment 1, Quandry 8, March
1951

Romantic Ireland is covered with a soft mantle of slush, and peace reigns
over the whole land – except, of course, for the muffled sound of
Nationalists knocking the Partition – as I sit here wondering what I can say
that would be suitable for a magazine published in Savannah, Ga. That
“Ga.” had me fooled for a bit by the way – I always thought the name had
been patented by Sid Gluck – but I quickly realized it meant Georgia and
probably expressed your editor’s astonishment at finding himself in such a
state. Very little is known about Georgia. Hastily cashing a check on my
memory bank I examined my vast store of inaccurate information. Georgia
is, of course, in the Deep South, where for some reason they don’t like to
be called Yankees and where they fry chicken and have a White Problem.
It is supposed to be hard to get off your mind, probably because Josef
Stalin was born there, and apart from that everything is peaches. I used to
read books that weren’t sf you know, and I picked up a lot of useless
information like that, about things that have already happened and all that
sort of junk. I suppose Joe’s parents were some of those liberated Slavs
there was all that trouble about we heard of in Gone with the Wind. I used
to go about with Margaret Mitchell, but I don’t think it was the one who
wrote the book, or if she did she never mentioned it. Come to think of it, I
never asked her, but what I can’t figure out is where she could have got the
time. But this train of thought has left me up a siding. Perhaps I had better
get on with the column....

Naked Fraud

All fanzine editors must be grateful for one thing in Mr. Browne’s attack
on us in the February Amazing: he didn’t mention any of us by name, so
we can all say, “Ah, now if only he had seen MY zine...” But in spite of
Mr. Browne’s kindness, there is one point I would like to take him up on.
He is righteously indignant because some fanzines which have criticized
his magazines for having half-naked women on the covers have naked
women on their own covers. Apart from the fact that on his own admission
the fanzines obviously give better value Mr. Browne’s attitude is
unreasonable. Fanzines have naked women on their covers for two very
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good reasons:
1. Fans being human – or at least humanoid – like looking at naked

women and, being broadminded, are willing to admit it.
2. Fans like drawing naked women, mainly because they are pretty

easy to draw.
Now far be it from me to say anything about Mr. Browne’s personal

approach to naked women, but the reason his magazines have, or had,
them on the covers is very different from either of the above. Their bodies
appear on sf magazines for the same reason that George Washington’s
head figures on the counterfeit dollar bills, and they are just as much of an
unprincipled fraud. The sex starved adolescent, the publishers think, will
snap up their magazines if they make them look like High Heel, and once
he has put down his 25 cents he is not very likely to say he wants it back.
This may be good business though I doubt it, but it is also rank dishonesty.
I admit that some prozines have made some effort to make their stories
live up to the covers, but any pornography I have ever seen in any of them
wouldn’t graph even the finest porn. Cornography is the word. The
publishers would probably retort to this charge with the immortal
Goldwynism, “It rolls off my back like a duck” but they should ask
themselves if their magazines might not make better sales in the long run if
people stopped being ashamed to be seen reading them. Sexy covers give
sf a bad name, and that’s why fans resent then. Their own fanzine covers
are not seen by the public, so they can be obscene for all the difference it
makes. The fan editors can put what they like on their covers, and if what
they like is naked women, well, so much the better for the future of the
race.

Rube Goldberg, Esq.

Among the attractions at the Festival of Britain will be an “Eccentrics’
Corner” where fans will find some of the few inventions which have not
been anticipated by any sf author. If you are in London for the Festival
(and the World Science Fiction Convention, May 10th to 13th, 1951) it
might be worth your while to have a look at the collapsible windmill, the
rainbow generator, the bottled circus, and the wave machine. This last is
just what its name implies. It doesn’t wave hair, or goodbye, or rules, or
aside, or anything crude like that. It is an elaborate apparatus of curtain
rods, sawn-off hatpins, cotton reels, door stops, and other components
which does nothing but wave, and this it does to perfection – languorously,
beautifully, unmistakably. As a smoke-grinding machine grinds smoke, so
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this machine waves. If you have never seen a smoke-grinding machine
there will be one there too. It grinds smoke in coarse, medium, and fine.
What else? But even more important than any of these useful inventions
and filling an even longer felt want, is a Morale Raiser or Ego Booster, a
machine which might have been designed for fanzine editors. Worn on the
back, it emits through a phonographic arrangement a constant commentary
of “Well done!” and “Bravo!” and loud clapping. I predict that this will
take the place of the old-fashioned “Clubhouse”. Every man his own Rog
Phillips.

The Best Fanzine We Have Never Seen

Almost every evening two silent figures can be seen, and probably are,
cycling to an old dark house in the suburbs of Belfast. They ring their bells
outside and a door opens silently. They make their way upstairs and lift
their eyes hopefully, plaintively, at their host. “Has it come?” they ask in
mute entreaty. The haggard figure gestures despairingly at the day’s mail
on the table, surrounded by torn pieces of frantically opened envelopes,
wet with tears of disappointment. The newest and sexiest Galaxy, seven
fan letters, six subscriptions including an 1879 issue of Horrible
Adventures with mustard on page 95, another unacceptable mss from
Robert Heinlein with an accompanying letter threatening to commit
suicide, and 137 fanzines marked “Exchange?” They gaze at the pile,
broken fen. Then, pulling themselves together, they start to work. For
hours they toil, burning the midnight megawatts. In each mind burns the
Thought: we must make our fanzine good enough to exchange with IT, we
must get on Johnson’s mailing list. A bouillabaisse, Mr. Merwin calls Orb.
How they long to see a fanzine that looks like a fish stew.

The Other Science Fiction (I)

Twenty years ago sf was a much more international thing than it is now.
The old quarterlies used to be full of translations of long novels by French
and German writers, and even reprints from Jules Verne. Very dull they
were, of course, and used only because the translation rights could be
bought for a song, but they did have their influence. So did European sf
films, until the advent of the talkies killed the international cinema. Small
though it may have been, this influence had its effects, if only to make
readers realize that there was always the possibility that the Earth as seen
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from space might possibly show something else besides the continents of
North and South America and that some other flag might be the first to be
planted on the moon. These ideas gave us the same healthy shock as we
get when we realize that the French think God said, “Que la lumière soit”
and not “Let there be light.”

But for many years now sf has evolved by itself in America and I
want to show that it has developed some of the faults as well as the virtues
that might be expected from inbreeding. In future columns I will, at the
slightest provocation, say what I think has been happening to American sf,
and compare it with the sf of other countries, principally England, France,
and Russia. An indigenous sf exists in all of these countries, and shows
very interesting divergences both in style and content from what we
subconsciously accept as the norm. There I go: I mean it’s not the same as
what we’re used to.

Lucky Dip

If Lee doesn’t mind, I’d like to review here each month the last fanzine to
have plopped through the door of 170 Upper Newtownards Rd, Belfast, N.
Ireland. This time it happens to be Nekromantikon 4 (Manly Banister)
which is lucky because I would have wanted to mention it anyway. This is
another remarkable issue of a remarkable magazine but it’s especially
noteworthy for two revelations. The first is that Banister can make with the
column commentary with the best of the “individzine” people, and the
other is that John Blyer is, as I have occasionally suspected, a genius. His
“Poetic Vendetta” is nothing less than a masterpiece, and leaves Stanton
Coblentz’s story in the same issue standing at the post. In fact it’s better
than anything in Nekro yet except maybe Marjorie Houston’s “Humling”
and that is saying something. I might also mention that there is a very
funny cartoon by the Rev. R.R. Phillips, which took a great weight off my
mind. I’d always been worried about my failure to appreciate the Rev.
Phillips’s drawings: if only I had known they were meant to be funny all
along.

Odds and Ends

So it’s war to the knife between Gold and Campbell. Seems Gold got the
needle over not getting the “Needle”... I hear Merwin is to be allowed to
throw off the cloak of nominal anonymity (say that quickly) he wears over
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one shoulder in TWS and SS. Well, he’ll just have to print his good stories
in his own magazine now and peddle the crud elsewhere. He did write a
good story, you know – “Judas Ram” in Galaxy.... What’s all this
indignation about Incinerations? Fandom getting stuffy or something?
People who get indignant about Davis’s opinions should admit that theirs
might be just as irritating to him. Only they’re not usually just so
pungently expressed, unfortunately.... As far as I can see, people who
subscribe to TWS or SS are mugs. The mags are on sale on the newsstands
weeks before the subscription copies are posted. Do subscribers get the
unsold ones or what?... Campbell had an article out the other month
explaining why it was impossible to send out sub copies of ASF in
envelopes and then Gold goes and does it. How tactless... Has Marvel got
no best friends who might tell them?... Don’t look now but Super Science
is breathing down the top two’s necks... More Hubbard in ASF, still
plugging dianetics. Wish someone would plug Hubbard. Dianetics is either
science or fiction but not both.
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Instalment 2, Quandry 9, April
1951

Somebody in N3F finally got around to sending me some literature the
other day. About time too, and me a member for more than two years. And
don’t anybody say it was because I didn’t renew my subscription; I’ve got
an answer to that only I don’t want to be unpleasant.

There were six of these leaphlets. (I use this spelling as a mild protest
against the “pamflet” in Fanspeak.) One telling new members about all the
benefits they get from N3F, most of which I had never heard of but which
seem very sound, and five more ambitious jobs. There’s a pretty
comprehensive pro-author pen name list about which the only comment I
have to make is that I’m pretty sure that Arthur C. Clarke is NOT Hal
Clement. For one thing I can’t imagine Arthur “Ego” Clarke keeping quiet
about it if he had written so many other excellent stories, and for another
Hal Clement was, according to Campbell in a wartime ASF, piloting a B24
while Clarke was working in British Radar research. Then there’s the N3F
Library, which has the most extraordinary assortment of books I ever saw.
Some of them are pretty good however, and there’s even some science
fiction. Fanspeak is very good, an efficient selection, with additions from
the great Fancyclopedia. There’s a prozine checklist which shows us
European fans exactly how many magazines we’ll never have the chance
of reading and, finally, a list of fanclubs. This last reminds me that it’s
about time there was an Irish fan organization, so here goes.

As leader of the most active fan group in the world, outside of
America, I hereby announce the formation of Irish Fandom, or IF. The Big
Wheels of IF are myself as Chief Spokesman, Bob Shaw as vice-president
because he knows so much about vice, and James White as Treasurer
because he’s working on a linocut of the Bank of England notes. All we
need now is some members. There’s George Charters of Bankor, Co.
Down, of course, but since we’ve been quite unable to get any money out
of him we’ve had to make him an honorary member. The OO of IF is Slant
and we’re willing to affiliate with any organization that doesn’t have
Claude Degler as a member.

SOS
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One thing you might notice about these benefits of N3F is that many of
them are not much use to European fans, and yet we pay a great deal more
to subscribe than Americans do. I know all about the rate of exchange, but
will a dollar buy you three good meals, as 7/6 will? (As soon as a
European representative was appointed the sub for some reason more than
tripled.) However what I was going to say is now is N3F’s chance to show
what it can do for fan solidarity. British fandom needs help in the biggest
blow it has had since the dollar famine. Briefly, Street & Smith have raised
the British sub rate for ASF to TEN DOLLARS. It has always for some
reason been 75 cents more to us, but this increase will mean that no one
will be able to subscribe to the magazine. No doubt the dealers will be
overjoyed, but the fans have started as a first step to organize a protest to
S&S. A circular has been sent to all members of the old British Science
Fantasy Society and readers of Slant suggesting that they write and ask
Street & Smith for an explanation. If and when this is forthcoming we can
decide what to do next – send the mag to Coventry, circularize Brass
Tackers, try to get the writers on our side – but in the meantime we need
all the support American fandom can give. Publicize this protest, and let
S&S know that you resent on our behalf this mean discrimination. After
all, apart from being fellow-fans, you have had a lot of profit from the
goodwill ASF has built up over here – many of its best stories have been
from British authors.

The Other Science Fiction (II)

In the last issue I was talking about how America has drifted away from
the European current and how, as deCamp or somebody once said, “finds
itself up a well known tributary without adequate means of propulsion.” If
you think there’s nothing wrong with modern sf, have another look at
recent issues of ASF and the pulps. I accuse most of their stories of being
both anti-science and anti-human. In 90% of those dealing with the future
science and humanity are made out to be despicable failures, for either
there is a war somewhere about, or where there isn’t the people are no
better, happier, or more hopeful than 20th century Americans. Science is
not shown as helping mankind, only as creating new weapons of terror and
destruction, and the heroes are usually not scientists at all but All-
American halfbacks using those weapons for personal aggrandizement. In
the exceptional stories where the future is better, the improvement has
usually been brought about by some escapist device like superman or
galactic fairy godmothers. ASF itself may not be so bad as some other
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mags in fouling sf’s own nest, but from the humanist point of view it is
much worse. The stories far too often not only insult the readers’
intelligence with crude political propaganda, but peddle unhealthy
glorifications of war, hatred, violence, cruelty, and naked power. Leader in
this prostitution of talent has been paranoiac L. Ron Hubbard, but Heinlein
came down to his level in “Gulf” and even the lesser fry have been joining
him in the gutter. Take for instance “The Mercenaries”, by H. Beam Piper.
In this story the “heroes” are a group of bought scientists, selling their
murderous capabilities to the highest bidder, in this case the United States.
They find that a piece of their equipment is, quite accidentally, likely to
wipe out the city of Smolensk and all its people. They are not at all
worried about this, in fact they are pleased and amused. In face of such
terrifying lack of imagination it is almost irrelevant to point out that
Smolensk is in Poland, and that in any case the USA is not at war with
anyone, now or then.

If ASF is really read by as many scientists as Campbell claims
insidious propaganda like this is all the more dangerous, but it is typical of
the war-happy madness that seems to be current among some of the men
who claim to represent us. Their false claim is denied by a few far-sighted
people – Banister, for instance in his “You Who Have Slain Me” (in Nekro
4), and Professor Toynbee in his already famous slogan “NO
ANNIHILATION WITHOUT REPRESENTATION” – and it is up to us
to help in our small way by insisting that pulp fiction shall observe the
minimum standards of human decency. It can be done, and in the next
article in this series I hope to show that in some places it has.

Lucky Dip

Fanzines have been leaving 170 Upper Newtownards Rd., Belfast in
sheaves the last few days, but only one has struggled in against the stream
so there’s no difficulty in picking out the last arrival. It is an object called
Dziggitia, produced by Sid Gluck for FAPA and SAPS. It is a hideous
purple thingy with one of the sloppiest covers I have ever seen. I don’t
know what the reproductive process is, hekto or ditto, but if I was the
manufacturer I would think it good business to buy up the whole issue and
hide it. Nevertheless I read the mag. I read all the fanzines I get from cover
to bacover anyway but since this was by Gluck I read it rightaway. I have a
very strong weakness for Gluck. I have loved him like a brother ever since
I read a passage in one of his stories called “Second Wednesday of Last
Week” (The story, not the passage: passages only have names like
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Northwest.). You must understand that this story was about a guy who
wakes up one morning to find he is somebody else and no sooner does he
get used to this idea than he finds he is someone else again and so on
through the morning. Very confusing. To steady his nerves and help him
ruminate on his plight he decides to have some gum:

“William Johnson dropped a penny in the gum machine, and
held his hand under the slot.

“No gum came out.
“The whole world was against him. First all that trouble

about his name and then – this.
“No gum!”

There is no stroke of wild genius like this in Dziggitia (with great moral
courage I admit that I haven’t a clue as to what that title means. Wish he’d
never changed from Gaaa, I knew what that meant all right.) but there is a
very competent story by Jack Drosdick called “Once In A Lifetime” and a
very short short by Gluck. Even in this fellow-admirers of Gluck will find
some of that completely uninhibited imagination which makes him one of
the most original writers in fandom. Take his horror stories for instance.
These are all about ten times as horrible as anyone else’s, in fact he lays it
on with a bulldozer where most people are content to use a trowel, but
behind all the over-writing – which in anyone else would be merely
ridiculous – there is such enthusiasm, such gusto, and such genuine if
uncontrolled talent as to compel one’s respect. I feel that Gluck will go far
some day, but I find it hard to say in what direction. His trouble, it seems
to me, will be to sober down his style for general consumption without
losing that sort of primitive drive which gives him his individuality.

Odds and Ends

According to the grapevine van Vogt hasn’t been able to write a good
story since he was cleared. That’s one snag Hubbard couldn’t have known
about... F.J Ackerman reveals that dianetics has cured him of a life long
fear of dogs. I shouldn’t have worried about them if I were you, Forrest.
What’s in a name?... Edwin Sigler is reported to have disappeared since
the slating he got from readers of SS for his racial propaganda. Search
parties are advised to leave no stone unturned... Ackerman reported to be
coming to the World Convention in London in May... Gillings (Science
Fantasy) retired from sf owing to ill health... New British fanzine coming
called (of all things) Sludge.
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Instalment 3, Quandry 10, May
1951

The title of this column comes from the Irish song:

The harp that once through Tara’s halls
The soul of music shed...

I mention this because I’m afraid the allusion wouldn’t be too well
understood in the States. A lot of Americans come over here in the
summer – we know it’s the summer because the rain is distinctly warmer –
and we put on our thickest brogues and be as Irish as anything, which
pleases them no end. But maybe the ones who stay at home have never
heard of the place. Let’s hope that from now on it will be a little better
known, in sf circles anyway. There have been Irish sf authors of course,
from Swift to Belfast’s own C.S. Lewis, but now I am proud to announce
the first Irish prozine. To be quite honest it’s not exactly a prozine, but a
pocketbook. Its cover is a nice little affair in blue and silver, simple but
attractive, and depicting a spaceship called Grianne (the atom). What
makes the book quite unique is that it is written and printed in Gaelic, the
first sf ever to appear in the language. This typewriter has no Erse
characters, and I wouldn’t be surprised if Lee’s hasn’t either, but the title
can be transliterated as “Reics Carlo Ar An Wgealaig”, by Cahal
O’Sandar. The intrepid space heroes are called Eamon O’Neill and Brian
O’Ruairc, which makes a nice change. It’s published in Baile atha Cliath –
Dublin to you – and I can supply copies to completionist collectors (if
there are any these days outside the nuthouse) for two current prozines.

Filth Column

One of Howard Browne’s accusations against fanzines was that their
gossip columns are full of lies. So I now offer a new type of gossip
column, every item in which is guaranteed to be as thoroughly truthful and
reliable as Mr. Browne’s forecast of a slick Amazing.

The Dianetics Foundation will be holding a Convention this summer.
In gratitude to the organizers of the Nolacon the entire proceedings will be
given over to science fiction, except for a few addresses by prominent
speakers on such subjects as “How to be a clear and not let your wife see
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through you”, “The Discontent of our Winter”, “Dianetics’ rich field for
development and how to make it poorer”, “Can Dianetics survive L. Ron
Hubbard?”, “The Law of Supertax”, and “Auditors and Auditors”.

The proprietors of Flair have their Eye on a Certain Magazine, but
have been advised that they cannot take proceedings against a minor.

Beginning with the October 1951 issue, Amazing will be published on
tissue paper, with a hole punched right through the top left-hand corner.
This will enable passers-by to glance quickly through the magazine
without even lifting it up, but it is of course designed for the convenience
of readers.

The Bernard Shaw Foundation, established to revise the spelling of
the English Language, has received a claim from a Mr. Douglas Fisher.

Was My Boggs Redd

The February issue of Quandry has just wandered in as I am writing this
column for the April issue. A pity about this time lag, but there doesn’t
seem to be anything to be done about it. The column can go by airmail but
the mag is Quandry, not Squandry, and till the introduction of a special
airmail rate for fanzines – there’s something for N3F to get their gums into
– they’ll just have to struggle across on the back of that ocean-going
tortoise the Post Office are using these days for Third-class mail.

But what I was going to say was that I was very pleased to notice that
Redd Boggs is joining Lee’s chain gang of columnists. I’ve been feeling a
bit guilty where Redd is concerned, because I published in Slant 4 a
column in which Clive Jackson devoted some of the best jeers of his life to
“File 13”. And since Redd had never done me any harm I felt a bit uneasy
when the release of that issue coincided with the collapse from under him
of Redd’s platform Spacewarp, and with the publication of Banister’s
Egoboo. It seemed a bit too much like organized Redd-baiting – “kick him
again, he’s still breathing” – and what Redd thought of the barrage I never
found out. I sent him an “uncomplimentary” copy of Slant and offered him
space to reply, but all I got was an unbaited copy of Skyhook, with no
mention of the matter at all. Whether he was perfecting an atomic bomb to
fit inside an ordinary envelope, or whether he had reacted to all these kicks
in true Christian fashion, by turning the other cheek. I had no way of
knowing. Eventually however I emptied out the barrel of oil that had stood
ready beside the front door and started to sleep again.

Recently the bookshelf where I keep the mimeoed fanzines began to
overflow and since I find it much harder to borrow bookcases than books I
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had to do something about it. Of course I can’t find it in my heart to throw
any of them away so I took the trouble to bind the best of them, like
Quandry and Spacewarp. Naturally I finished up by reading them all over
again, and something in the first Warp of my collection rather startled me.
It was in Tucker’s reasoned refutation of the hoax report of his death. He
convinced me all right, of course, but apparently in the fake obituary there
was reference to something called “Fandom Inc.” Does anybody know
what this was? It sounds horribly like my own firm of “Proxyboo Ltd”,
which runs fandom for BNFs on an agency business and supplies all the
prozine material provided by its chief rival, Vernon McCain Incorporated
(better known as Henry Kuttner). It makes me wonder, did I really invent
Proxyboo, Ltd. all by myself, or had that hardly noticed reference to
Fandom Inc. been festering in my subconscious. Perhaps it’s as well that
the turnover in fandom is so rapid that newcomers can do everything over
again and get away with it. Maybe one of those days the Society for the
Prevention of Wire Staples in SF Magazines will be founded anew by
some innocent neofan. The idea is bound to have a fundamental appeal to
readers of the new Amazing.

The last thing I noticed in Warp brings me back to Boggs again. It
was that famous piece of his, “Banister Gets It In The Nek”. There can’t
ever have been a column that caused such an uproar. A whole string of
replies in the next Warp, Jackson’s “Chewing The Crud” in Slant (Jackson
had never heard of “crud” before and thought it was peculiar to Boggs)
and finally Egoboo. It was a great pity Warp folded at that point, for it was
going to be wonderfully interesting. However for all I know Redd has
already written a “Slant Gets It In The Pants”. If so, this is where you
came in.

Lucky Dip

Sludge #1 (Bob Foster) Four issues for one prozine. This modestly named
effort is probably the most extraordinary fanzine I have ever encountered.
Of course, I was in at the birth of it, and I know that the editor is a
bricklayer, that he entered fandom only a few months ago, that he knows
nothing of the ins and outs of fan publishing and that he hasn’t got a
typewriter or a mimeograph and that he in fact started with nothing but
guts and enthusiasm; but even so! He wrote to me some while ago for
advice on linocuts and when I saw his first effort I feared for him. It was a
thin and brittle piece of inlaid lino – already fallen to pieces in the mails –
and this he had rolled with water paint and a wooden roller and tried to
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print by hand. (I expect that Lee has some fellow feeling for him!) But the
ones in his first issue show what can be done with determination. They are
printed by foot pressure, of course, but nevertheless they are amazingly
good. The zine’s contents, too, are better than most first issues, but the
editor with a modesty unusual in faneds has only distributed copies to the
five fen he knows, so you’ll have to ask him for a copy. Do that: this zine
has promise.

Odds and Ends

Does anyone else suspect that James H. Schmitz, of the Vega stories in
ASF, is really Old Doc Smith making a comeback?... After probably the
shortest and most successful fan agitation in history, by British and Irish
fans, Street and Smith have apologized all round them and reduced their
foreign sub rates from $10 to $4; from the ridiculous to the merely
exorbitant... Further articles in the series “The Other SF” in this column
will be delayed till after the World Convention in London in May, at
which several French fans will be present... British SF Book Club being
formed.
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Instalment 4, Quandry 11, June
1951

Whipped up by ceaseless propaganda in books, magazines, films and
radio, the interest of the great British public in sf has mounted almost to
the point of indifference. No longer does the man in the street say, “But
what do you want to go to the moon for?” No, he has now progressed to
the what-does-the-rocket-push-against-if-there’s-no-air-up-there stage.
From hostility to ignorance is a big step, and it will be dreadful when any
of the morons studying to be halfwits who read the popular press are liable
to start and try to tell US all about sf. They will probably refuse to believe
us when we say we practically invented the stuff. Ah well, such is the fate
of pioneers, but did you ever think that one of the basic appeals of fandom
is that it is a very exclusive and almost persecuted minority? When
everybody is a fan we shall just have to start producing nonfanzines.

In Britain the number of new magazines is very much less than in
America, but there has been one development which is quite unique – the
first fortnightly prozine. Some months ago there appeared among the mess
of juvenile sf which currently infests the newsstands a sequence of
pocketbooks with a connected series of stories. Suddenly the pocketbook
began to call themselves Science Fiction Fortnightly, and soon developed
into a regular prozine with editorial, reader’s letters and finally fan news.
The editor says he wants to help fandom in any way he can, if in return
fandom will help him with their honest criticism. This is a very fair offer
indeed, and the symbiosis can certainly do fandom a lot of good. Science
Fiction Fortnightly is edited by L.G. Holmes and H.J. Campbell and
published at 1 & 2 Melville Court, Goldhawk Rd., London W12. The sub
rate is $1.50 for six issues. The mag publishes one book-length novel each
issue by new British authors. Some of them are remarkably good, and the
standard is constantly improving.

Came the Imaginative Collector

I see that in Dawn & The Imaginative Collector that well known
litterateur, Russell K. Watkins, has something to say about my remarks on
fanzine nudes. (Unfortunately he doesn’t mention just who made the
remarks, thereby reducing the egoboo content by about 80%.) He says it’s
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ridiculous to say that nudes are easy to draw. Speak for yourself, Russell.
Even I who cannot draw an egg can draw a recognizable nude. I admit that
I’m not particularly interested in eggs. Mr Watkins goes on to say that the
squalid material of some fanzines is bringing fandom a “disreputable
name”. I say, that’s bad, isn’t it? We could have stood any sort of a name
but a disreputable one. He then calls on all “high-minded fans” to help him
form a “censor bureau”. This is what I resent. The world is already
cluttered up with pompous busybodies who think they are fit to decide
what everyone else should read. Usually their minds are so high that they
smell. If Mr. Watkins wants to improve the standard of fanzines let him
start nearer to home on zines that print things like this about Destination
Moon:

“In the outer space scene when one of the crewmen floated off
into space why didn’t the ship leave him behind with all its
speed? It was going thousands of miles an hour.”

This, in a science fiction fanzine! Though the rest of the zine is pretty good
I cannot forgive this. Mr Watkins: the earth itself is hurtling through space
at thousands of miles an hour, yet if you jump off it won’t leave you
behind. Unfortunately.

Pageant of Page Ends

Fanzines may lag behind the prozines in format, legibility, artwork, and
even sometimes material, but there is one department in which they reign
supreme. Their fillers. Take the fillers in Amazing, for instance, which
through some miracle of editorial don’t-know-how contrive to be even
worse than the stories. Maybe this is being hard on Howard: it could be
that these fillers are a cunning ruse to force the readers to realize that the
stories could after all be worse – like the restaurant in the old joke which
employed midget waiters to make the portions look bigger – but I doubt it.
I don’t believe Howard Browne even knows what goes on. I think that
when the printers find they have a blank space left over they just measure
it carefully and tear off at their convenience a strip of filler of the correct
length. It is not generally known that rolls of this filler material are
supplied at so much a mile by Messrs. Endpapers Ltd. (“We serve your
ends”), a firm originally founded by an eminent doctor to brighten the
lonely hours of sufferers from constipation. The material itself is written in
a basement factory by a few miserable wrecks of humanity who have been
driven to madness through having been rejected by every fanzine in
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existence.
Fanzine fillers, on the other hand, are sometimes so good that I

suspect that whole zines have been published just to work one of them in.
Or maybe it’s just that the harassed editor is in such a frenzy to get the
stencil finished that the genius which lurks in the subconscious of every
true fan takes over. Anyhow there are scores of fanzines which are
memorable only for their filler material. I suppose that it’s too much to
hope for that fanzines should consist entirely of fillers but I would like to
see an anthology of them.

Here’s one that I would nominate for a start. It’s from a prewar
British mimeoed fanzine called Novae Terrae, whose title, translated into
English as New Worlds, became that of Ted Carnell’s excellent prozine.
Ted Carnell was associate editor of the fanzine, along with somebody
called Arthur C. Clarke. Among the fan contributors, and later to become
another associate editor, was William F. Temple. In the June 1938 issue
the following appeared at the foot of page ten.

Letter to the Editor from William F. Tumple
Dear Sore,
I am ½sorry to see that amother of my artikles in the blast

issue of NovFa Terrae has been spoilt by by carless typing. How
can a writer put hisn work in-to his heart when fconstant
mifprintf mike it appear ridiculousy? Please try to do@ butter in
future,

William F. Simple

Bad Spell

It occurs to me that at the moment there are precious few faneds who could
have been trusted to reproduce that last piece without adding a few errors
of their own. It’s all very well to mis-spell for effect, as Sneary does. His
misspellings are inspired. Some of them like “rockous voice” are better
than the original. But nowadays we are getting a lot of faneds who are just
plain careless. Even if they really can’t spell themselves they should be
able to copy someone else’s stuff accurately. But look what happens to a
contributor in one of these zines:

“the shirking universe theory,” (I’ll bet the theory doesn’t work
either.)

“The only way to discrible Bradbury’s writing in this piece is
poignate.” (Go on, you can’t really have been trying.)
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“What a scared cow stf is becoming.” (This editor deserved the
Scared Order of the Brass Neck.)

Lucky Dip

The Rhodomagnetic Digest: Recently I thought I detected from Berkeley a
strong smell of folding fanmag. But no, it was something cooking, and on
the front burner too. Here is the Digest back again on the upswing, with a
new editorship that has already lifted the magazine straight from the grave
into the groove. This is the most adult and intelligent of all non-fiction
fanzines, and is one of the very few you can show your non-fan friends
with confidence. Blumenson, Murr, Willis (oops! did I say they need
material?), Silverberg, and Fabun write in this issue. Artwork by Beetem
and Goulart. Production mainly by Don Fabun and a good job too.

Odd Ends

Seems to me from Wilkie Conner’s column in Q 9 that his neighbours in
Gastonia have about the same degree of understanding of science fiction as
he has of political realities. I don’t want to spoil Lee’s zine by arguing
politics, so I’ll just say that someone seems to have been feeding Wilkie a
lot of lies about conditions in Britain. I saw Destination Moon in London,
and extraordinarily enough, the wretched slaves there seemed to be able to
take a more intelligent interest in the film than the really civilized people
of North Carolina. No jeers or vacant laughs, though I did hear a few
technical arguments going on here and there in tense whispers, one in front
of me about escape velocity and one in the back row about zip fasteners. It
was pathetic to see these poor English people looking so healthy and
contented, ignorant of the fact that their country was staggering under red
dictatorship to bankruptcy. I can hardly wait for Wilkie and his friends to
“Whip the whole red earth” and introduce the remnants, if any, to the
North Carolina Way of Life... I apologize to everyone for the lack of
eyeballs in my picture on page 6 of the last issue of Quandry. Guess it’s
my own fault for having female eyes... By the time you read this Irish
fandom will have invaded England en masse, for the World Convention in
London. The organizers asked me to do my best to help the Con, but I
refused to stay away.

25



Instalment 5, Quandry 12, July
1951

There is going to be no Harp in this issue of Quandry. I’m sorry, but if you
could see this mountain of post-Convention correspondence you’d
understand why. First, look at this long letter from Manly Banister, which
certainly deserves a reply. It is a very long letter. To be exact, it measures
11 inches by 7½ feet. Banister has recently taken up oil painting and this
stuff is called layout paper. Banister says you lay the letter out on the floor
and walk and read and by the time you’ve paced the length of it you’re in
the bathroom – then you know what to do with it. There are great
advantages in this paper. No trouble with changing sheets, you just tuck
one end into the machine and type until exhaustion sets in. I suppose you
could even give the end a twist and join it to the beginning and type on
both sides without taking it out of the machine. But then this has already
been done by Ken Beale who published a zine called Mobius. I’ll bet he
called it “The One-Sided Fanzine”.

Talking of being one-sided, here’s a letter from Eva Firestone which
is worrying me a bit. She is sore at the flippant way I talk about the N3F.
She is very sore. Among the indignant things she says is that “the few of
us who have been trying our damnedest to give our best service deserve
something else besides ridicule by inactive members.” She called me an
armchair critic. (I have the highest possible opinion of armchairs.)
Seriously, I agree that N3F is a very worthy organization, and I respect the
people who work hard for it. (My own interests don’t run to organizing
people but I do give Slant free to all N3F members in Europe, which is
more than some of their own fan-eds do.) But I don’t for the life of me see
any harm in poking a little amiable fun at it occasionally. In fact it’s good
for the organization that inefficiency should be publicly criticized, since
the ordinary members mightn’t bother to complain or might even be
ignored, (Are you going to jump on Redd Boggs too, Eva, because he said
he didn’t get FanSpeak either?) Besides, it’s all publicity.

No, I don’t feel at all guilty about pulling N3F’s leg, but something
else Eva says has me covered with confusion. She quotes something I
wrote about “all the old women of fandom”. Is my face red? I ask you all,
isn’t it obvious I just meant stuffy fans, not actual elderly ladies! Gorsh, I
hope it is. I never thought of anything different.
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Then here’s a letter from Pat Eaton, who pulls me up for making
“dirty digs” at Amazing. (Who would be a columnist? I thought there
couldn’t have been a safer target.) Pat says, “Amazing may not be the best
promag on the market (I’ll bet that’s a weight off Mr. Gold’s mind.) but it
certainly isn’t the worst, not by a long shot.” Wait a minute, Pat. Let me
guess. Is the long shot called Fantastic Adventures? Since Browne has
admitted he intends to run “cowboy-action” stories, and we all think they
are trash, I don’t see any harm in saying so. And even if Browne were
trying to turn out a good sf mag I’m not conceited as to think that this
column would make a difference of even one copy in his net sales. Pat also
defends Browne over the “slick” forecast business. Well, Pat, Browne
started this by bringing his big guns to bear on little fan columnists who
print inaccurate information. How does he know they didn’t think it was
just as true at the time as Browne thought his was? And another thing.
Everyone knows that hundreds of trusting fans took out longterm subs to
Amazing on the strength of Browne’s promises. Have they ever been
offered their money back? And, incidentally, what happened to all those
stories by top authors he was supposed to have ready?

Then there’s a heap of other unanswered letters from people like Eric
Frank Russell, Henry Kuttner, Poul Anderson, Bertram Chandler and Max
Keasler (see how casually I throw all these big names about? I hope you’re
impressed all to hell) but they’re hidden under a pile of unread mags.
Here’s SF Quarterly for instance, with a most extraordinary advertisement
on the back. A picture of a young man leering at a girl in a nightdress, with
the caption, “Want the thrill of imposing your will in another? Try
Hypnotism. This amazing technique gives full personal satisfaction.” Well,
well. I wonder do they know that, legally speaking, this amounts to
incitement to rape?

And here’s the latest National Fantasy Fan. I see they voted Hoffman
best faned of 1950. My opinion of N3F goes up with a bound. This is the
most sensible thing they’ve ever done. If I had got a ballot paper (I’m
sorry, Eva, I just didn’t) there’d have been another vote for Lee.

Finally, here’s a gleaming Kromekote-plate Wastebasket, from
Vernon McCain. It was no surprise to me that when McCain settled down
in the West his zine went printed. They are wonderful printers out there. I
never used to like western movies until I started printing, and now you
can’t tear me away from them. Some day I hope to find out how they do it.
The other night for instance I saw one solitary compositor, at the point of a
gun, set up a whole issue of the Arizona Globe and run it off in less time
than it took to rob a stagecoach. Unfortunately they didn’t show you him
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actually at work, but it must have been quite a sight to see him pick up that
type. I suppose the knack comes from having to be quick on the draw.
[Mebbe he used a bit of boiler plate, – Leeh] Anyhow, Wastebasket is a
beautifully printed job, and well worth reading too. There’s two pieces by
Hoffman, for instance, though one of them is not quite up to his usual
standard almost any genius could have written it; and lots of other good
material. Ask Vernon for your free copy.

Well, I seem to have written a sort of column after all, which is all for
the best. It’s like the mimeoed edition the London Times published during
the General Strike – not worth much but it keeps up the tradition. I’ll be
able to say, “Yes, of course I’ve been writing the Harp every month since
March 1951. Don’t trip over my beard as you go out.”
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Instalment 6, Quandry 13,
August-September 1951

I had a letter the other day from Chuch Harris, after he got the Q with the
first few chords of “The Harp In England”. “I got Quandry,” he says,
“Decent of you to let Lee get a word in edgeways.” Hmmmmm. I wonder
what he’ll say when he sees the next issue, especially if Lee has wedged
all the rest of the Convention Report into it. How did it happen that I, the
laziest fan writer that ever panned a prozine, took up such an indecent
amount of space in what had been your favourite fanzine? I’ll tell you.
Way back in the mists of antiquity Lee started muttering about this annish
of his. He even took to putting the deadline on the flaps of his envelopes as
if he had tripped over it on the way to the mailbox. At that time it was so
far ahead I viewed it with the same courageous equanimity as I do the
dissolution of the universe, but as the months went by I began to get
nervous. I mean, this was important. This annish was going to be a big
thing, the sort of thing you tell your grandchildren about, providing they
haven’t already learned it at school. Here was the great event looming near
and I hadn’t a wise cracked. I was as worried as a sheep in a wolf-pen.

Then the solution came to me in a flash. It had been a long time
coming, but I still thought it was pretty hot. (It must have been a thermos
flash.) Why not do a Convention report? Through some slip up on the part
of the authorities the Convention was taking place in the lull between
issues of Slant, there wasn’t another British zine with the space to devote
to it, and surely if I liked to read about American Conventions they might
like to read about ours. It was difficult, because you can’t make a
convention sound as interesting to strangers as you can to people who had
been there or knew people who had, but I done my best. I covered the
Convention as thoroughly as scum covers a pond, and sank back with
relief.

But one day I came to my senses with a jerk. Bob Shaw was the jerk’s
name, the fiend whose cartoon of me in Q 10 was part of an odious plot to
oust me from my position as Ireland’s No.1 Fan and drive Ralph Rayburn
Phillips out of business. “Bob,” I says, “I am a silly columnist. What
number is the annish of Quandry?” “Thirteen. Of course,” said Bob. “Any
fool knows that.” Obviously, he was right. A catastrophe! I had done my
annish piece for No. 12 instead of No. 13, and left myself completely in
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the lurch. Well, in a warm summer like this a lurch is not a thing you want
to stay in too long, so I climbed out and began racking my brains with an
old luggage rack I happened to have. It used to belong to an Uncle of
Bob’s who worked in the Tramway Depot and had a habit of taking things
home with him. One night someone rang a bell in the street and the whole
house moved off, with Bob’s uncle leaning despairingly out of the first
floor window. But that’s another story. It seems a bit unfair that I should
have to do two annish pieces in succession – you’d think this was some
zine like Talisman where every issue is an annish – but it had to be done.

Now I didn’t know, in fact I still don’t, whether Lee has saved some
of the Con report for this issue. If he has, I only hope it keeps in this hot
weather. Anyhow I figured the best thing to write would be something that
could be cut down to size without impairing its artistic unity (Haw!). But
I’m damned if I can think of a lot of little self-contained pieces like those
in “File 13”. It’s a mystery to me how Redd does it, selecting one topic,
polishing it off with a few well-chosen and sensible words, and stepping
over the body on to the next. I could start with a topic all right, like John
W. Campbell or something, but I’d be liable to finish up seventeen pages
later burbling about something that has no connection with him at all, like
Mrs. G.O. Smith. The trouble is I keep being reminded of things.

Finally I cast my mind back to a parcel of old fmz I got recently from
oldtime BNF Mike Rosenblum. And incidentally I want to sound a word
of warning here. Never cast your mind about recklessly like that,
especially where there are old fmz lying around. I got mine simply covered
in dust, and for some reason that I don’t like to think about, the only thing
that will clean it is a vacuum cleaner. However I came up with a dusty
answer to my problem. It was part of an editorial in the second annish of
Novae Terrae, about what the readers liked most.

“Some liked the news and interviews and articles; they liked the
articles about magazines, about philosophy, but most of all they
liked the articles about fans. They liked to read about fans: about
fans in London, fans in Leeds, in Liverpool, in New York, in Los
Angeles.”

Now this seems to me to be very true. I like reading about Conventions. I
go there mainly to find out what other fans are like, and if I can’t meet fans
personally the next best thing is to read about the day to day fan life of
Sneary or Boggs or Hoffman – what letters they get, whom they write to,
what fanzines they read and so on – why not do a survey of one week of
my own activity? I could call it “Mess-Observation Report”, or “A Week
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in the Life of an Actifan”. So for two weeks I made notes of all the letters I
got, all the replies I sent, and everything I read. Now, looking at all that
information, I hardly know what to do with it. I see, for instance, that I got
32 letters and 13 fmz, but I only wrote half a dozen letters. And that’s one
of the snags. What with a couple of tennis tournaments my fanning is even
feebler than the usual summer level. Another snag is that the American
mail arrives in batches and some days nothing happens at all. So I think
the best thing to do is pick a few specimen days and tell you about them. If
I know anything about myself I will digress all over the place so it won’t
be so different from an ordinary column, but I will still like to see someone
do a proper detailed analysis of a week’s fulltime fan activity.

Saturday, 23rd June, 1951. Letters from Henry Burwell, Battell Loomis,
and the July ASF. I might have realized this was no ordinary day. In the
first place this was the day of our tennis club’s annual garden fete, and it
wasn’t raining. Definitely, THEY had slipped up. In the second place the
July ASF arrived only three days after publication date. Not only that, but
it had some good stories. It’s lucky I didn’t read them all at once. I would
never have got over the shock of finding that they were all good. What
happened? No cheap political propaganda, no dianetics, no Sprague de
Camp potboilers, no third rate imitations of second rate George O. Smith –
just good science fiction. On top of that, one of the letters in “Brass Tacks”
actually looked as if it hadn’t been written by Campbell. Can such things
be?

Henry Burwell wanted permission to reprint from Slant in his Science
Fiction Digest and since he said he had written before without a reply (I
never got it) I answered him immediately after lunch and gave him the go
ahead. Then I put Battell’s letter regretfully on the file to wait another day
and went around to help with the garden fete, the organizers of which were
completely demoralized by the sunshine. I remember noticing that Battell
wanted to know where I sold (what egoboo!) and whether I had any pen
names. Well, no, not really. I have an old steel pen I call “His Nibs” but
the fountain pens have no names at all. When I want one I just shout and
they come running.

Round about half past six that evening I was sitting outside in my
slippers – sometimes I wish I could afford a chair – when a telegram boy
arrived carrying, of all things, a telegram. I opened it. It seemed the only
thing to do,

MEET ME GREAT NORTHERN RAILWAY STATION
GLENGALL STREET 7:40 THIS EVENING BRITISH
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EUROPEAN AIRWAYS TERMINAL FORRY

“Steady now”, I said to myself and clambered down off the roof. I dashed
through the front door to show the telegram to Madeleine. I think she
suspected the moment she saw me that something was up. Feminine
intuition I suppose, or it may have been the fragments of wood and glass
hanging around my neck. I really should have remembered to open that
door first. If you have ever seen a woman who has just been told to expect
an important visitor in less than two hours you’ll know what happened
next. I stepped hastily out of the path of the blur of motion and through the
back door. (I lose more doors that way!) Then I leaped onto my bicycle
and tore off to borrow some money from my father and order a taxi. Don’t
think I spend my life ordering taxis – there was a strike of public transport
at the time. Don’t ask me how they knew Forry Ackerman was coming.
Then I went back to the house: it was vibrating rapidly like a power
station. There were all sorts of things to be done, apart from moving all the
pigs out of the living room. I won’t bore you with the complications – I
haven’t decided yet just what else I will bore you with – but at the time it
seemed to me that I had spent the greater part of my life knocking beds to
pieces, carrying them up and down stairs, and putting them together again.
It was a scene of utter chaos and indescribable confusion, something like
the subscription Department of Galaxy.

Finally the taxi came and at exactly 7:41 I found the World’s No.1
Fan standing quietly in the middle of the railroad station, like a petrified
Forrest. I brought him home in triumph and left him with a copy of
Quandry 11 while I mounted my rusty steed once more to send telegrams
to James and Bob. I thought of telephoning them, but it would have been
rather difficult since none of us happens to have a telephone. I found they
couldn’t be reached that night so I told them to come early the next
morning and went back to Forry. Yes, Lee, I got a distinct impression that
he liked Quandry. At any rate the first thing he asked me when I got back
was whether he could get his suit cleaned and pressed. I looked blank, and
he explained that he had got it all dusty from rolling about on the floor.
And the Irish are supposed to have a reputation for making extravagant
compliments. As far as I can see the Americans are way ahead of us. For
instance Forry told us later about one Dr. Keller paid to his wife. They
were both seeing the Grand Canyon for the first time. It was a romantic
and impressive sight. “You know” said Keller, “when God had made the
world he thought it needed something like the Grand Canyon: so he just
scored his thumbnail across it and made all this.” He paused and looked at
his wife. “But,” he said, “when God made you, dear, he had to use both
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hands.” I thought that was perfectly charming, and I should imagine the
Kellers are very happily married. It will take more than dianetics to break
up that home.

James and Bob arrived about ten o’clock the next morning and stayed
for lunch and tea. Whether through delayed airsickness from his first flight
or some mutated virus, Forry wasn’t feeling too well, for which we all felt
unreasonably guilty, but he didn’t let it get him down. He revealed an
unexpected talent for mimicry and his impersonations of various fans were
delicious. He also passed on a lot of interesting gossip, parts of which will
probably be popping up in this column eventually. Incidently I found the
reason for that habit I mentioned he had of going “Mmmmmmm?”.
Apparently he had great difficulty in understanding what people were
saying and didn’t want to be asking them all the time to repeat themselves.
We were a bit surprised at this: after all, we only talk about four times as
fast as he does and of course as I told you we have no accent at all.

In the afternoon I showed him my magnificent collection of books
and magazines, which covers the whole field of science-fiction from A to
B. It must have taken all of two minutes. Then, showing a laudable
freedom from envy, Forry wrote a couple of little commemorative pieces
for the next Slant, and we set up one of them and ran off a proof. The other
was an unbelievably complicated pun which we didn’t feel strong enough
to tackle just then. Doubtless after time has exercised its healing influence
we will be able to face it again. It was a real punster’s pun, as methyl
alcohol is a drinker’s drink. We thought it was wonderful, but then we are
funny that way, or at least try to be. It was built up for about 150 words
and then crashed about your ears with horrifying uninevitability.

Not quite 24 hours after he arrived Forry had to fly back to
Edinburgh. It seemed an awfully long way to come for such a short visit,
but we thought it was worth every penny of Forry’s money. I only hope he
thought so too.

Monday, 25th June, 1951. Letters from Eva Firestone, Russell Watkins,
Max Keasler, Alfred Babcock, and four new subbers. Also Fan Variety,
Committeeman, Adozine and a review copy of F.G. Bayer’s new book.
Also two back numbers of Sinisterra from G.M. Carr and a copy of the
Life article from Eva.

After the mere trickle of mail last week all this is very pleasant. A
dam must have broken somewhere. Sometimes I suspect the Post Office of
deliberately holding up my mail, but I must admit they’re not nearly as bad
as they used to be. Last year for instance they had a habit of not giving me
anything for days, and then ostentatiously sending up their parcels van
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with an enormous bundle, tied up with rope in a very pointed manner, and
containing an extraordinary collection of stuff: letters and fanzines and
prozines, and parcels and postcards and circulars and books – everything
but a medical certificate from the mailman. However I refused to take the
hint and they stopped this childish game.

I was rather pleased to get the Life article. Thousands of people had
written to tell me about it, but everyone of them said that since thousands
of people would be sending me the article itself themselves weren’t going
to bother. Everyone, that is, except Eva Firestone and Manly Banister,
bless them. I see that there is right enough a plug for Slant, not to mention
an oblique reference to one of our articles, but if Life thinks I’m going to
return the plug they’ve got another think coming. Their review of fandom
is far too slipshod. It’s friendly, I agree, but they’ve got half their facts and
most of their terms wrong, as journalists always seem to do. When you see
the botch newspapers and magazines make of reporting something you
know about, you wonder how much reliance can be placed in their reports
of things you can’t check. However, James is pleased enough with Life.
They have reproduced part of one of his linocuts, so he can now say that
his work has appeared in Life.

Russell Watkins’s letter is in reply to one of mine and to the “Let’s
Clean Up Watkins” piece I had in Q 11. He is so amiable about it that I
feel quite a heel, especially since I’m just now finding out that Merwin had
jumped on him at the same time in “The Frying Pan”. Everybody wants to
get into the act! I’m afraid I’m not cut out to be one of those fearless
vicious columnists, relentlessly exposing this and abusing that. It’s a pity,
because insulting people is an awfully easy way to write an interesting
column, but I just haven’t got what it takes to be violently rude to well-
meaning people. In fact I don’t think I even want it. I hand the banner back
to Laney.

Scraping some coals of fire off my head, I notice that Watkins gently
suggests I should have said in Q what I said in my letter, that I can see his
point of view. Very well, Russell, I can. I can see everyone’s point of
view, but I disagree with yours. I can see that some people are obviously
mortally offended by sex in fmz, just as some are allergic to butter, but I
would be very much annoyed to see anyone getting up an agitation to ban
butter altogether – even though some of it isn’t the very best butter. No
one is forcing the stuff on them, so let them keep their dietetic peculiarities
to themselves. I think sex is just as wholesome an invention as butter, and
a lot more fun. It does no harm to anyone, which is more than you can say
for most human activities. The fear these pornography-haters seem to have
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is that some young fan might get all steamed up after reading Fanvariety
and dash out and rape somebody. You might as well suggest that
whodunits encourage people to murder.

Talking about filthy fanzines, I see that an even deadlier blow has just
been struck by Adozine. It runs an advertisement from a Monsieur Ziegler
of Paris offering sexy magazines like Paris Cocktail, Paris Sex Appeal, La
Vie Parisienne, Paris Hollywood etc direct to fandom. Most of these I
know, and as part of my service to my readers I might warn them that there
is nothing worth reading in any of them, except of course, La Vie
Parisienne, which has some amusing articles, in French of course, in the
same vein of innocent naughtiness as the Folies Bergere. Gay, pleasant
light-hearted stuff, with none of the grim seriousness of purpose which
extinguishes most pornography in English. But the other magazines are
very dull to read. The pictures aren’t bad, though they’re all what is known
in the trade as “retouched”, a custom which probably causes more nervous
breakdowns among innocent young bridegrooms than anything else in
contemporary civilization. However I have written to M. Ziegler to see just
what he has – purely in my capacity as a conscientious columnist of course
– and I’ll let you know how I make out. If this stuff ever gets a wide
circulation in fandom, however, I’m afraid it will ruin Rotsler. People will
begin to make comparisons and Rotsler’s women are, frankly, impossible.
I’m not sure whether I’m sorry or not about that, but there it is.

If there’s one development in fandom these days that should be
encouraged it’s this new habit of authors sending free review copies of
their books to fanzines. I suppose it’s a symptom of the growing
importance of fandom. I didn’t realize how big the growth was till I read
Harry Warner’s article in Fanvariety and learned that the biggest
circulation of those famous prewar fmz was only about 40. It’s a very
unfortunate fanzine these days that has a circulation like that. Even in my
fan lifetime I’ve seen the influence of fanzines growing. For instance as far
as I know Quandry has a circulation of nearly twice that of Spacewarp.
However, I was saying that this new practice of authors should be
encouraged, and so if Lee doesn’t mind I’ll review Rayer’s book here as
well as in Slant; I’d like to anyway since I’m glad to be able to recommend
it.

Tomorrow Sometimes Comes, by F.G. Rayer. Published by Home and
Van Thal. His publishers have done well by Mr. Rayer; nice binding, good
typography and an excellent dust-jacket by Clothier of New Worlds.
Evidently for your first novel there’s no place like Home and Van Thal.
The story itself owes something to van Vogt, but pays it back with interest
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– plenty of interest. The principal is one Mantley Rawson who happens to
be under one of the new type anaesthetics when atomic war starts and lies
in suspended animation under the hospital ruins while our civilization
breaks up and a new one starts to form. The first person he meets greets
him with a phrase which is obviously an accepted ritual, “Cursed be the
name of Mantley Rawson.” Even without this fist-hook, Mr. Rayer would
have no difficulty in drawing you into his plot of the relationship between
the men of the new civilization and the vast electronic brain known as the
Mens Magna. This may seem strongly reminiscent of van Vogt’s Game
Machine, but Rayer brings an original approach to the theme and his
treatment is very different from that of the master of obfuscation. Not only
is his style cursive as opposed to van Vogt’s 800 word flashes, but he
introduces no complications not essential to the narrative. The standard of
writing is high, and some of the scenes are quite moving. At no place does
the plot stand still either. Altogether a very good buy, especially at the low
price the devaluation of the pound makes available to American readers.

Thursday, 28th June, 1951. No mail at all the last two days, except
Postmortem on Fanscient from Don Day. Well, that’s one way to get rid of
your old back numbers. Today there was a postcard from Charles Lee
Riddle, letters from Chuck Harris and another new subber, and a circular
from Alan Hunter about the new Fantasy Artists Group. Also the poetry
mag La Petite and my own copy of Q 11. Just in case there is some
suspicious person suspecting that everything in this column isn’t one
hundred percent accurate, the copy of Q 11 I showed to Forry Ackerman
belonged to Bob Shaw. I must say I don’t like the look of this. If Shaw has
got control over the Post Office I fear for my position as Ireland’s No.1
Fan.

Riddle’s postcard had on the front a picture of a beautiful Hawaiian
girl in the traditional lack of costume. I expect there’s a message from
Riddle or some thing on the back.

The new sub was one of those beautiful 25 cent pieces. Just fancy,
real hard currency. I have $2.75 now which I keep in a little box. Every
now and then I take it out and gloat over it. Not only is it so precious that
I’ll probably never be able to make up my mind exactly what to do with it,
but it has the charm of forbidden fruit. Apparently you’re not supposed to
get dollars through the mails, and every now end then the Post Office
opens one of my letters – Shaw’s agents again, I suppose – and seal it
again with a label marked “Customs and Currency Control”. But they’ve
never found anything yet.

La Petite is a curious little mag, edited by Genevieve Stephens and
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mimeographed in white ink on black paper. Ordinarily I don’t care much
for amateur poetry but then I get this mag for nothing, and I have no
objection at all to free verse. Here’s an intriguing little thing by one
Clayton Hoff.

Evening Is a Lot of Work

The night is shovelled
slowly on the world
and patted down
very carefully into all
the little crevices
and then the workmen stand back
to light cigarettes
and chew the fat
while the man in charge
looks on and puffs
on a big black cigar
we call the moon.

Another new cosmology!
Chuck Harris’s letter was the one that started off this column, but

don’t hold that against him. Chuck is an English fan who writes some of
the best letters in fandom: they have to be or no one would go through the
soul-searing experience of trying to read them. Though I keep telling him
his writing wouldn’t be so bad if he would only remember to move his pen
instead of pulling the paper to and fro underneath it. But, as if to show that
there is some unseen power working for righteousness, Chuck has recently
acquired a typewriter: obviously the National Health Service has decided it
is a more economical proposition to buy him one than to supply all his
correspondents with free spectacles. No longer will Chuck’s friends
wonder who has been mailing them maps.

Monday, 3rd. July, 1951. A most amiable and pleasant letter from Rick
Sneary, from whom I hadn’t heard for some time. Rick usually writes a
good letter but this is a masterpiece in its quiet way, so casual-seeming
does he make his introduction of the subject of N3F. No wonder he is
President: Truman himself could take a lesson or two from him. He
doesn’t even threaten to come over and punch my nose. Instead he merely
suggests gently that I might have turned over my criticisms to him instead
of airing them in public. Well, of course he’s quite right. All I can say is
that I did mention them to two other people who seemed at the time to be
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mixed up in N3F. Maybe they were just mixed up, period. At any rate they
immediately burst forth into a fury of inactivity. The trouble with N3F, as
Rick more or less admits, is that it is in danger of becoming a sort of
bureaucracy, with no one bureaucrat fully aware of what the other is not
doing. Rick makes the point that it is a good thing to have a lot of officers
because the loss of one no longer causes a complete collapse even in the
highest places. Well, he’s probably right, but more organizations die away
slowly from lack of public interest than collapse suddenly in mid-stride.

One Louise Undershot writes from California to say that she will be
in Ireland and at the suggestion of Fabun is going to look me up. That’s
nice. If any others of you are going to be in Ireland this year, turn left over
the bridge where the boat docks and I’m the First Fan on your left. Don’t
whatever you do turn right; that will only take you to Bob Shaw. Ignore all
those signposts – he put them up himself.

Bill Venable airmails the glad news that I have been voted by readers
as the columnist they would most like to see in Fanvariety. Not the readers
of Quandry, I hope and trust, I also hope he doesn’t say this to everyone he
wants a column from, or I’ll get into trouble again for quoting people’s
letters. All these misgivings date back from my early struggles, and now
that I am where I am today, wherever that is, at the cost of so much blood
and tears and sweat and 75¢ in bribes to the readers of Fv, I look back on
them and resolve not to let my success go to my head. It was way back last
fall when I wrote my first article for another fanzine. I wrote three of them
and airmailed them off to three representative fanzines. I didn’t expect any
cablegrams but I did hope for a reply. But no. Weeks dragged into months
without even a rejection slip. Eventually it turned out that two of them had
immediately suspended publication. Over-sensitive, obviously. The third
was made of sterner stuff, and struggled on. Evidently its noble ed was
trying to forgive and forget. After six months I wrote humble letters all
round. The new editors of one of the zines apologized for the old one and
ran the article. Another faned apologized too and assured me he had folded
from purely natural causes. The third apologized for having mislaid the
article and ran it. Altogether the experience was almost pure ooboge –
egoboo in reverse.

However, from things I’ve read here and there I gather that this sort
of unhappy experience isn’t as uncommon as it should be. In fact, speaking
now as an editor, sometimes it seems to me that most faneds are far too
inclined to think they are doing authors a favor by printing their stuff. But
why on earth should anyone write something for nothing? Especially, how
can a faned expect to get material of professional standards unless he
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offers his writers something in place of the hard cash they might get from
prozines? The only thing a fanzine can offer is helpful readers’ comments
and criticisms, or if you like to be crude about it, egoboo. The more of this
a faned can provide, the more anxious authors will be to write for him, and
the better material they will turn out. The better material they turn out the
more subbers the zine will get and the more egoboo the faned will be able
to provide, and so on. A good zine will automatically tend to get better and
a bad zine worse. The direction they go largely turns on what I might call
the egoboo factor. I know I’m trespassing on the field of Master Fan-
Mathematician Lee Jacobs here, but I would define the egoboo factor as
the proportion by which the faned can increase the apparent circulation of
his zine in the eyes of his authors. Other things being equal an author will
prefer to write for the zine with the larger circulation, but the faned can
made his circulation loom larger in the eyes of his authors by extracting
the maximum of egoboo from it. One way to do it is to have a large letter
section, but it’s not essential. For instance, Slant won’t have a proper letter
section until the next issue, when we’re going to run a mimeoed
supplement, but we had a large egoboo factor even with a circulation of
less than 200. This was because I did everything I could think of to
persuade readers to write in – competitions, short-term sub rates, offering
things for sale, sending out questionnaire forms, being obscure, being
controversial, writing letters with the mailing – and when the readers had
written in I would copy out all of their comments on each story and send
them to the authors. I’ve been told I was the first faned to do this, and I can
hardly believe it. It may be a lot of trouble, but surely it’s worth it to get
good material, and it seems to work. At any rate, I’ve seen not only Slant
stories appearing in prozines, but Slant rejects. And a good many stories in
other fmz look strangely familiar. Pardon the ostentation – I only wanted
to prove my point.

Today’s new subber kindly pastes on the back of his letter a copy of
our last review in Amazing. I can hardly believe it, but Phillips has done it
again. In the first issue I ever sent him there was a mild little pun about my
grandfather having been a printer and I having merely reverted to type. An
innocuous little thing, compared to some of the monsters I have created,
but it must have left a lasting impression on Phillips. In every review but
one in the last two years he has quoted it. Less and less verbatim each
time, but there’s no doubt he got the point all right. It registered. I can just
imagine Rog that first time, reading solemnly through the heap, restapling
tidily the last disintegrating mimeoed crudzine, and going home to a quiet
read and a smoke and then to bed. About half past four he wakes up

39



screaming hysterically, “Reverted to type; Ha Ha Ha. Ho Ho Ho.”
Alarmed, the neighbours send for a doctor. “Nurse, the hypodermic.” At
last he quiets down, save for an occasional tortured murmur, “Grandfather,
printer, type.” The neighbours go back to bed. But Rog is never the same
again. I can tell you, I’m dead scared to made another pun in case it kills
him.

Monday, 9th July, 1951. Nothing else very interesting happened last week,
so I held this up till today in the hope of getting an interesting late fmz to
review. No fmz in the morning mail, but another interesting letter from
Chuch Harris, “...Herewith Incinerations. The most disgusting fanzine I
have ever read. Be sure to let me see any future issues... Never again will I
send you a ‘personalized’ epistle. At least I did write in ink. One day when
I feel really mean I’ll use my ballpoint on you. Even Bruce Lane found
fault with my penmanship. Elsberry, being nicely brought up, only asked
why I didn’t type it. His letter was addressed to Frank Horres 90 Moxey
Rd. This really hurt – I’d written the return address in capitals... Had a
letter from Derek Pickles with a N3F membership roster. Unless Willis is a
pseudonym for K.F. Slater you are not a member. (I am) I will still write to
you, solely because you publish Slant... my Tomorrow Sometimes Comes
came yesterday. Wasn’t bad at all (no charge for patronage.) A lot of it
sounded reminiscent of van Vogt, especially the Mens Magna. This all
sounds very lukewarm (Why lukewarm? Why not Matthewwarm? Is there
a reason?) and actually I’m most enthusiastic about it. It’s far better than
Three Sided Triangle and Purple Twilight, which makes it the best postwar
English fantasy. Can’t remember anything else I preferred to it. Galaxy
should be interested in it.”

Monday afternoon. Well, there’s no doubt about it this time at all. Sailing
along in its mimeographed majesty through the broken pane in our front
door comes the third issue of Phantasmagoria. I would have preferred for
the readers of Quandry to know nothing at all about this zine and vice
versa because I do a column for both and I might be able to use the same
jokes twice and save the wear and tear on my grey matter. Ah well. This is
a special Convention Issue of Phantas (known to its deadly enemies, the
London Circle, as Pht!) which makes it the second fanzine after Q to cover
the Convention. (Though Newscope did have a muffled report.) What are
things coming to when American zines scoop British conventions? There
are articles about the Con by Pickles, Bob Shaw and myself (I’m afraid
Bob’s is very good indeed) with excellent cartoons by Alan Hunter and
Shaw. Also stories by Clive Jackson and Peter Ridley. Also attacks on me
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from Slater, Clarke, and Tealby to which I have replied so trenchantly that
I’m beginning to have qualms. In spite of yhos this is a very good issue.
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Instalment 7, Quandry 16,
December 1951

Somehow I feel I should be writing a Convention Report on the Nolacon.
It’s difficult when you haven’t been there (’tho Newscope did a pretty
good job on the London Convention with only a copy of the official
programme and a talent for extrapolation) and yet I feel that you are all
snatching up your Qs with eager little cries, “Ah, more con stuff!” and
then casting the magazine from you in disgust at finding that fellow Willis
harping again.

So I have got to say something about the Nolacon. I could discourse
about conventions generally and how it is a proof of the fundamental
strength of fandom that it survives them. I mean one of the main interests
of fandom is wondering what your correspondents are like and when
you’ve found out, well that’s that, even if you’re not disappointed. Or I
could review the Official Programme, in which I love The Outlander’s
advertisement. I salute the genius who wrote it, whether it’s by Moffatt or
Sneary. Or I could talk about some of the things I’ve learned about from
the first reports, like people’s reactions when they found out Lee Hoffman
is La Hoffman. (I’m sorry the Nolacon is over. For a few glorious months I
knew something about fandom that Tucker didn’t.)

But those won’t help me to realize my life’s ambition. I used to aim at
some job that wasn’t too arduous and left time for fanning, like head taster
in a distillery or a manufacturer of smoked glasses for eclipses of the sun,
but these are small ambitions now. What I intend to do is work so hard for
the next twenty years at my convention reports that finally I will get a job
as a PROFESSIONAL CONVENTION REPORTER. No convention will
be complete without a report from Willis. Even before the Convention
Committee books the Hall, they will say, “First here’s $1,000 for Willis’s
retainer,” Since our family paid off our retainer long ago I shall keep the
money myself and live in idle luxury for 51 weeks in the year, with
nothing to do but watch the mail for bombs. I shall be the first Fulltime
Fan. The only snag is that some people will probably make the same sort
of nasty crack they seem to like to make at another fan who loves fandom
so much he devotes his life to sf instead of coining money at some
mundane occupation.

The only thing I can do here is quote a passage from an imaginary
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broadcast from the Nolacon I started to write for Q 14 until I found (sniff)
that my presence wasn’t required. It is a round table discussion on the
question that what fan publishers need is a new means of reproduction.
(Rotsler: “Why, what’s wrong with sex?”) Banister had just announced
that he had invented one when he is assassinated by two members of the
studio audience who strike him on the head with an enormous weight.

Chairman (Tucker): A Quannish! Oh dear, his neck must be broken.
Yes, his nek is definitely folded. Who has done this dreadful deed?

Audience: Vermillion Swampwater!
First Murderer: No, my name is Dick....
Tucker: Ah, A.B. Dick!
Dick: No, Private Dick of the U.S. Army Training Corps. Had a

bunch of new recruits recently and I wouldn’t take the Rapp. So I deserted
and set up business as a Private Eye. This is my favorite pupil, Iris. Say a
few words, Iris.

Iris: A few words.
Tucker: Is that all?
Iris: Sure. Only reason I’m here at all is to let Willis work in that

crack about the Private Eye and his pupil.
Vince Clarke: How cornea can you get?
J.T. Oliver: Very poor taste.
Voice: Me thirds will call on you. (Me seconds are on their way to

Australia.)
Clarke: It came from that corner over there. I recognize the corn. It’s

the Slant trio, Willis, White and Shaw, the Maniacal Minds.
Oliver: Let us sell our lives dearly. Don’t shoot until you see the eyes

of their White.
And so on. Peace is only restored by James saying “A feather.” I

thought you deserved an explanation of that very recondite allusion in
Fannius McCainius. James has a way of saying “a feather” that is really
out of this world. Anyone want the rest of this stirring drama?

Archaeological Report

A few days ago I retired from fandom. No celebrations, please, it was only
for a few days while I read through a pile of old fanzines Ackerman sent
me. Now I feel I’m beginning to know something about fandom. Twelve
months ago I was as ignorant of fandom as a child – hardly even knew Ed
Noble was getting married – but I am learning fast. And one of the things
I’m learning is that everything I ever thought of has already been thought
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of by some fan in the dawn era. Latest example is an article I wrote for
Vernon McCain’s Wastebasket proving that the ideal title for a fanzine is a
certain word I didn’t think anyone else would have even heard of. And
now I find that Joe Kennedy had a zine of that name. Death, where IS thy
sting... Well, where did you see it last?

Sustaining Fmz

A lot of things seem to he happening in fandom these days, and most of
them to Fanvariety. Apparently N3F have decided to wash their dirty linen
(no offence, Max) in public and Keasler is righteously indignant about it,
especially since evidently he had already told the N3F what they could do
with their sponsorship. I can see that in theory the N3F have the right of it.
As an organization that’s supposed to be for all fandom they can hardly
sponsor a zine which some of their members, however few, object to. But
did they need to make such a fuss about it? Surely, all that was necessary
was quietly to drop the N3F sponsorship, especially since all it seems to
involve is free plugs in TNFF. (I often wondered.) And it does no good
either to suggest as G.M. Carr does in her Cry (probably in all innocence)
that Fv wasn’t much good anyway until Bill Venable “took it over”. Fv
was always an interesting zine, and for me personally... and without saying
a word against Bill Venable’s undoubted ability, the most interesting part
of it was always Max’s own wacky editorial yak-yak. I never found
anything objectionable in the old-style Fv except the carelessness with
which the material was stencilled and if it’s to be cleaned up out of all
recognition it might as well be washed up, as far as I’m concerned.
Fandom needs the true Fv in all its spiciness. There should always be at
least one zine in fandom that’s not afraid of stamping on people’s toes.

It also seems that Browne has told Rog Phillips to take one of the
clubs out of the Clubhouse and beat Max’s ears into his head with it. If this
is true I’m disappointed in Phillips for allowing his independence to be
undermined, and I think everyone in fandom whether they like Fv or not
should support Max against this dictation by pro-editors. It’s in our
interests to do so as a matter of fact, for if Rog even mentions the name of
the zine Max will be a millionaire.

Repercussions

Truly it has been said, “Cast your bread on the waters and it will return
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after many days... soaking wet.” The reverberations of that Conreport of
mine have been wringing in my ears for weeks. (I mean the International
Convention in London of course, not that provincial affair in New
Orleans.)

The first sign I had that the Quish had hit England was a letter from
Vince Clarke to my wife. “Dear Madeleine” he says (nerve!) “Just a few
lines to congratulate you on your recent loss. Walt was a great guy but we
always thought that one day he’d go too far. Belfast was hardly far
enough... Of course, I shall bring out an issue of SF News with black
borders and try to find someone to say something nice about him. This
may delay publication a bit. If you’d give me some details of exactly what
happened I’d be much obliged. At the moment I can see several
possibilities. It might have been radio-active dust in an ASF, poisoned
needles in a Galaxy, a radio controlled bomb from Mr. & Mrs. George O.
Smith, a letter from Interim Newsletter with a live tarantula enclosed, a
death wish from Wendayne Ackerman or an intricate curse from Bradbury.
Directly I finish this note I must hurry round to stop Ted Carnell leaving
for Belfast. I suppose the police have already got hold of Bob Shaw, but
tell him the fans are behind him and will do all they can to engage a good
lawyer. There’s an American called Perry Mason who’s supposed to be
pretty good.

“I suppose you’ll miss Walt – one notices the absence of even the
most objectionable things – but at least you’ll be able to invite your friends
to the house again. Do please remember that we have a warm spot for you
here – on top of the stove. When you come, or even before, you might like
to pack up the Slant press and send it here, as it seems such a waste not to
make proper use of it for once...

“All the best, and don’t forget the printing press.
“Vincent (‘ole Toffee apple’ to my friends)”
Judging by these remarks, comparing Vince to a toffee-apple seems

to have cut him to the core. But no matter how candied he is, he never
gives me the pip....

I did get a letter from Lyell Crane, but there was no tarantula in it.
There was just a note: “Have read your article in Q 13. Sir: daggers at 50
paces.” This was quite a relief, and Lyell went up considerably in my
estimation.

I hear through the grapevine however that other parts of the
Conreport caused “discord” among the London Circle. I’m sorry about
this, but the report was accurate enough in its “cartoonlike” way, as Eric F.
Russell put it. Lee quoted me a very perceptive and intelligent comment by
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J.T. Oliver: “I wonder how much he had to dramatize things.” Well
wondered, J.T.!

I hope you don’t mind me letting that hack, Clarke, write part of my
column. This is a very busy time here on account of we’re finishing off an
issue of a certain magazine whose name I daren’t Say Lest A Note Talking
about advertising rates is inserted by your editor.

Fanzine Review

Journal of Science Fiction, Charles Freudenthal, Lester Fried and Ed
Wood. This is the first issue of a new photo-offset mag which looks like
being very interesting, if you are not too far gone in the stages of fandom
to be still reading sf. Martin Gardner does a sort of literary biography of
H.L. Gold, Bradbury explains where he gets his ideas and Ed Wood
criticizes what he does with them. Wood’s piece is much better than
Bradbury’s which won’t surprise anyone who knows how well Wood can
write or how bad Bradbury can be when he’s talking about himself. But
the best thing in the issue is a piece by Robert Bloch. I am beginning to be
quite sure that Mr. Bloch is a genius. His only flaw is a habit of making
atrocious puns. “Am I my brother’s kipper” indeed! As the French say,
“One man’s mate is another man’s poisson.”
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Instalment 8, Quandry 17,
January 1952

Bob Tucker – Home Wrecker

Seemingly anyone who dares to enter fandom these days takes his wife in
his hands. Think twice before you bring your wife or best girl into the
field, because it is reamed by ravening wolves, and by one in particular
who ravens more than anyone since Edgar Allen Poe. I refer of course to
that fiend in more or less human guise – Bob Tucker, the Bluebeard of
Bloomington. But let my terrible story be a warning to all innocent girls
and their fenfolk.

The first human being to see every Harp is Madeleine Willis. At first
I hesitated to show them to her, because after all she is only a girl and they
might have been too much for her. But to my relief she did not collapse on
the floor in perilous paroxysms of mirth, nor did her sides seem in any real
danger of splitting. In fact my relief soon turned to dismay for she read
Harp after Harp without more than an occasional grimace, just as if they
were ordinary fan writings. After a hideous period of self-doubt, which
should never happen to an actifan, I realized from the opinions of such
highly intelligent and discriminating critics as Silverberg, Moffatt and
Alpaugh, that the trouble was merely that My Wife Didn’t Really
Understand Me, having no sense of humour. A pity, but she has other
qualities which make up for this sad defect. I forgave her.

Then one evening after I had written a Harp I noticed that she was
laughing her pretty head off. “Ahah,” I thought, “She has learned to
appreciate the Finer Things In Life at last.” I went over to see just which of
the countless brilliant witticisms which illuminate each Harp had
particularly pleased her. Judge of my horror when I found it was not a
Harp she was laughing at, but that by some terrible catastrophe she had
stumbled on an issue of Le Zombie by the infamous Tucker!

I don’t know whether any of you have heard of this Tucker. Many
years ago this warped mind, who is more to be despised than pitied, stole
from the Bloomington Public Library an astronomical textbook called
“Studies of Heavenly Bodies” under some misapprehension as to its
contents. While he was spelling out the words to himself and wondering
why the Figures were so different from the ones he had expected, he
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chanced upon the Milne-Dirac formula for the prediction of novas. With
typical low cunning he immediately applied this formula to fandom and
predicted my appearance on the fannish scene. Realizing that his
reputation as “No.1 Fan Humorist After Burbee” would be in danger he
applied himself to a careful study of all the time-travel stories in ASF and
with diabolical ingenuity and his No.2 Erector set, built himself a simple
time machine. With this device he journeyed forward into time and stole
copies of every fanzine published in the period 1950 to 1960, most of
which consisted of course of brilliant articles by me. Returning to the
squalor of Box 260 the fiend then devoted the next fifteen years of his life
to copying out my articles laboriously and publishing them under his own
name. The result is of course that every issue of Le Zombie and many other
fanzines are replete with articles by “Tucker” which I dare not write now
for fear of being accused of plagiarism, though I would give my right arm
to be able to write them. Obviously there was only one course open to me,
and that was to buy up every copy of every issue of every fanzine in which
a “Tucker” article appeared and hide them until they were forgotten. (I
couldn’t build a time machine myself because my collection of ASF is not
complete, being still short the issue for April 1943 – advt.)

Accordingly the attic in our house contains mountains of old fanzines
and it was one of these which had fallen into Madeleine’s trusting hands
while she was about her simple household tasks. I dashed upstairs and
verified that the sixteen bolts, 24 locks and 37 padlocks were still
performing their functions. The seals were also performing. Obviously the
fateful issue of Le Zombie had seeped under the door, propelled by the
terrible pressure from inside. I plugged the hole so thoroughly that not
even a copy of Operation Fantast could have slipped through, and went
downstairs to see if our happy home could not be saved. I told Madeleine
that Le Zombie was a one-shot I had turned out one evening while listening
to the radio, just for practice. She looked at me with a new respect.

All seemed well until by another stroke of fate Madeleine happened
to see a photograph of Tucker and realized that he was an actual person. (I
use the term loosely of course.) She seemed to be impressed. I should
explain that this Tucker Thing, although indescribably hideous – his hands
brush the ground when he walks – has some knowledge of photography
and is able to distort his photographs so as to make him assume some
semblance of humanity and even to appear handsome in a depraved sort of
way.

The situation was fraught with danger and every day it got fraughter
and fraughter. Madeleine took to pouncing on every fanzine that came into
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the house looking for Tuckerstuff. All wifely loyalty was forgotten in her
insatiable craving for Tuckeriana. If a poll had been held in our house for
No. 1 Fan Writer, I tremble to think what the result would be, because I
would have to vote for Vince Clarke. Her condition deteriorated from day
to day. Her pupils twitched, her hands were dilated. She showed all the
symptoms of becoming one of those pitiful weeks of humanity, another
J.T. Oliver, one of the living dead – a Tucker addict!

At last I realized there was only one way to save her. I went upstairs
and locked myself in the front attic. Hour after hour I toiled, in perpetual
danger from overhanging slopes of fanzines, expecting every moment to
be my next. After several days I staggered out with a small handful of Le
Zombies which I buried in the front garden. Then I told Madeleine to
prepare herself for a shock and brought her into the front attic. She threw
herself on the masses of fanzines with pitiful little cries of “Tucker!
Tucker!” Then....

It was heart-rending, but it had been the only way. Every one of those
thousands upon thousands of fanzines left in the attic contained news or
gossip about one of Tucker’s alleged deaths, every report of which had
been devoutly believed as if to illustrate the triumph of hope over
experience. The sheer weight of evidence convinced her. Tucker was dead.
She never took any interest in the front attic again, after she was dissuaded
from making a great funeral pyre of the fanzines and throwing herself on
top of it. It was this thought of hers that inspired Francis Ashton’s novel
“Alas That Great Suttee”.

Things returned to normal in our home, until recently an even more
horrible menace has reared its head. I was standing at the window looking
at the luxuriant crop of corn which had so unaccountably appeared in our
front garden when I heard Madeleine snigger. I thought nothing of it: I
knew she was reading Fanvariety and if you can’t snigger over Fv what
can you snigger over: besides she is after all a married woman. Little did I
know what was going to happen before that night was out. That very
evening she wrote a fan letter to Max Keasler! I am at my wits end. To fall
under the spell of Max Keasler, what a terrible fate. And what a terrible
spell. And I simply cannot convince her that Keasler is dead, even with the
help of GMCarr. All I can do is warn Keasler that if he replies to
Madeleine’s letter I will sue for divorce and cite him as correspondent.

Department of Lofty Ambitions

“I am working night and day to line up a competent staff of reviewers who
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will READ each issue of the magazine they are to review... I’ll get to the
mags that are a couple of months old, and gradually to the older ones until
every issue of every stf and fantasy magazine ever published has been
reviewed.” – R.J. Banks in Utopian.

Atta Campbell!

To a non-fan there won’t seem anything so very extraordinary about the
issue of the British prozine Authentic SF published on Dec. 15th. The full
length novel by editor H.J. Campbell, is a simple story about how a great
scientist and leader of men – a sort of cross between Einstein and
Amundsen – fights for years in behalf of the dream of space flight with the
support of a loyal band of disciples, finally succeeds in getting a space ship
built, invites the disciples to Ecuador to see him off, making a successful
flight to the moon and after some complications necessitated by the
conduct of a member of the crew and the exigencies of plot makes a
successful flight back. It’s a pleasant sort of story, very competently
written. Actually it was dashed off in 7 days, but it certainly doesn’t look
it. But then Campbell is a sort of nova in British sf publishing and looks
like being as important here as his namesake in America. He’s certainly a
remarkable man, and to produce a novel of this class in that time is quite a
tour de force. On the technical end, even, I noticed only one flaw and that
was when the crew, preparing to decelerate towards the moon, decide that
“This time the mattresses will have to be on the ceiling, because the rocket
will come down tail first.” I’m afraid the crew will come down tail first
long before the rocket does, and the flaw will strike them very suddenly.
Another departure from the standard space ship practice is that there is
positively no girl stow-away. Nothing so juvenile as that. There is a girl, of
course, but this warm-hearted creature has volunteered to go with the party
in case they are stranded on the moon without enough fuel to go back but
capable of existing for some months until the food runs out. The fuel may
be exhausted, but she feels that the crew won’t, and that she may be able to
help them while away the lonely hours – presumably not by making a
fourth at bridge. A very laudable thought, this honeymoon idea, though she
wouldn’t be the first girl to experience the consequences of not being able
to walk back when her boy friend ran out of petrol.

But to the non-fan this novel is merely one of the better efforts of
Authentic which has been presenting – at least in Campbell’s own novels –
a series of honest and well-written novels aimed primarily at the
newcomer to sf. To British fandom it is much more. In fact there has never
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been anything quite like it in the history of fandom. Joe Gibson used fan
names in one of his recent prozine stories, but Campbell uses fans. The
great scientist is our own Arthur Clarke, thinly disguised as “Atah Cark”,
and the devoted band of followers are the London Circle appearing as
themselves under the leadership of Sed Linell (Ted Carnell). Once all this
dawns on you the book becomes a joy to read, an utter treasure house of
fan mythology. It’s fascinating enough to see contemporary events in
fandom like the Clarke-Morley controversy in the Picture Post dealt with
like this....

“But Atah had faith. Maybe that’s what kept him going over all
the years of frustration and ridicule. Like when that other
‘scientist’ back in ’51 reckoned that Atah didn’t know as much
as he said he did. Reckoned in print too. But when the world’s
experts in astronomy and astronautics mildly pointed out that
Atah knew much more than he said he did, the other man
climbed down – and Atah climbed up. It happened every now
and then.”

...but when our sophisticated London Circle romps onto the launching site
like a troop of Boy Scouts (“They’re good boys,” says Atah Cark) it
becomes excruciatingly funny to anyone who knows that hardbitten bunch
of charming loafers. Campbell is, seriously, probably more right in this
estimation of Arthur Clarke than British fandom will admit after pulling
his leg good humouredly for so many years, and the same applies to the
London Circle as far as the Belfast Triangle is concerned. But for heavens
sake don’t tell them I said that. As self-appointed scourge of the Circle it
fills me with fiendish glee to read of them in Ecuador with this deified Ego
Clarke. How this Beaver Patrol sets to with a will under Scoutmaster Sed
Linell and are awfully helpful (“Thirty happy faces, sixty willing hands...
Great lads, they were”) and how they have a moving little ceremony where
they present Atah with a simply lovely chronometer which they had all
clubbed together to buy out of their pocket money and how that must have
been Just What Atah Wanted (the BIS seem to have forgotten to put one in
the ship, or maybe they had seen the subscription list going round) and
how he hadn’t just known what to say and had just stood there and how
they all carried him back to the refectory and “made him drink ten glasses
of orangeade in quick succession” and how Atah takes care of the
chronometer as if it were the most precious thing on earth – or rather moon
– all through the excitement when the whole outing is nearly spoiled by a
horrid cynical bespectacled fellow who hates Atah Cark and doesn’t really
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believe in space flight and has to be done away with in the end. And who I
like to think is really William F. Temple carrying his “feud” with Clarke to
the bitter end.

I got a review copy of this Authentic as early as the middle of
November, and had the unspeakable joy of telling William F. Temple all
about it. He wrote: “I shocked Bert Campbell at the pub by hissing ‘The
Moon may be Heaven, but there’ll be Hell to pay when it comes out.’ His
jaw dropped and his beard with it. He’d been keeping it all dark – he
thought. I tried to shock Atah Cark too, but that, of course, was impossible.
He’d read the book. In fact, I rather suspect he wrote it. I have a theory
that H.J. Campbell is just one of Arthur’s pseudonyms, and if one
suddenly yanked Bert’s beard off... I’ll try it next Thursday, and let you
know. Perhaps through a luminous trumpet.”

Naturally the Belfast Triangle presented its compliments to the
London Circle and asked if it started to contribute towards Mr. Clarke’s
chronometer now could it come to Ecuador too, please. No reply has yet
been received to this demarche, but a little Bert tells me that we haven’t
seen the last of this immortalization of fans in the pages of Authentic.

Paging Vernon McCain

I’ve just received the following letter from Ted Tubb of the London Circle:
“I was reading the big issue of Quandry the other day and something
rocked me to my toenails. From ‘The Harp in England’ you mention a
certain Mr. McCain as having vetted Bradbury’s stuff, and allowed him to
sell it for a mere ten percent. Now what is the truth about Bradbury? I may
be dumb, but I can’t imagine anyone doing all the work on a story, getting
no credit and being satisfied with a lousy ten per cent. Me thinks that
someone is pulling someone’s leg.”

Now on behalf of Proxyboo Ltd. I’d like to make it clear that the
agreement recently signed between Proxyboo Ltd and Vernon McCain Inc
allows Mr. McCain a free hand in dealing with the Ray Bradbury account.
Proxyboo Ltd is far too big a firm to worry about being undercut in this
way and has no intention of interfering with Mr. McCain’s thriving little
business.

On the other hand a different situation exists with regard to those
accounts which Mr McCain is handling for us on an agency basis, and
about which there seems to be some confusion among our clients. This is
evident from Mr. Elsberry’s recent allegation that Redd Boggs pays us 3
cents a month for his position as #1 Fan Writer. The fact of the matter is
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that when Proxyboo Ltd surrendered its claim to the Ray Bradbury account
it was decided that merely as a matter of convenience in office
administration and filing, all accounts for clients with the initials RB
should be dealt with through Vernon McCain Inc. The financial details of
the Redd Boggs account are therefore handled by Mr. McCain, to whom
all enquiries should be addressed. However while it is not in the public
interest to divulge the details of the Proxyboo scale of charges, I am at
liberty to say that the alleged fee of 3¢ a month for being No.1 Fan Writer
is laughable inaccurate. The truth is that this 3¢ a month is merely Mr.
Boggs’s payment for his Fapa activity, including the appointment as
Official Editor. Mr. Boggs has not yet made up his mind whether he can
afford to be No.1 Fan Writer for another year and prefers to wait until
nearer the date of the fan polls. I should like to warn Mr. Boggs that the
fee will have to be increased if he postpones his decision much longer. Our
various stocks of File #13 have begun to deteriorate in storage and will
have to be reconditioned before issue.
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Instalment 9, Quandry 18,
March 1952

Apparently Hugo Gernsback solves the Christmas Card problem the same
way I did – issues a special Christmas zine. I suppose you could even call
it a fanzine. It’s ½pg size and personal in tone. This year it’s devoted to
Hugo’s ideas of what the next few years are likely to bring in the way of
new inventions – like heat conditioned furniture (literally hot seats),
multiple-screen tv sets, automobiles fitted with radar which throws the
brakes on automatically when within two feet of another car (awkward if
the other car was coming up behind you), portable corridor shelters for
aeroplanes in wet weather, dust eliminators, etc. It’s all dead serious but
the bit about “Telebiovision” fascinates me. Listen:

“It is scientifically possible for the distant television transmitter
to emit special signals which will operate the future bio-effects
in such a manner that the receiver will respond to all of them.

“Let us now view a future bio-presentation on our receiver.
We are witnessing an actual distant city conflagration. We see
and hear the fire, the buildings aflame, masonry falling, smoke
pouring skyward. All this is reproduced faithfully by our
receiver. Smoke pours from special openings above the picture
screen. The odor-organ meanwhile puffs out an acrid but non-
toxic odor to simulate the burning building. A small fan
(recruited through the N3F I suppose) in the receiver wafts the
odor throughout the living room to heighten the illusion.

“Now the roof of the building collapses with a roar. At the
same instant your floor shakes too! This effect is created by
releasing heavy iron weights which drop two feet to a rubber
mat. Chains will later hoist them up into the set again until
required for another action.”

There’s a diagram of this remarkable set showing the weights, “acrid odor
machine”, “electronic taster” (which looks like a fork on the end of a piece
of flex), infra red heaters for producing blasts of hot air (they’ll never take
the place of pro-editors), and perfume machine, but it seems to me that an
even more realistic effect could be obtained by simply arranging for the
machine to fling a couple of incendiary bombs into your room.
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With all this trouble being taken to have you actually feel a mere
burning building I am rather disappointed at the tame way Hugo continues
his article. “At a wedding we can give you a close-up of the bride and waft
a whiff of her perfume towards you.”

Is that all?

It is with Francis Towner Laney a
Species of mania
That the sex life of the fan bachelor
Should be naturaler.

I remember one day a long time ago my mother mentioned casually that
she had read something in the local paper about a group of people in
Belfast who met regularly to talk about science-fiction. Just like that. She
didn’t think it was important. She couldn’t even remember when she had
read it, but under cross examination – well, wouldn’t you have been cross?
– she thought it was in a column by someone called The Roamer. I
couldn’t find the item in any of the issues in the house so I rang up the
editor and got into a furious argument because he wouldn’t tell me The
Roamer’s real name. Finally I was forced to cough up the inspection fee
and look through the paper’s files. I went pretty far back but after a while I
had to give up. I got tired lifting those stone slabs. I decided my mother
must have been thinking of something else. She usually is.

But that sort of thing could easily happen, you know. I fully expect
one of these days to be buttonholed in a bookshop by some character who
will ask me do I read much of this science fiction, and there’s a few of
them have a sort of club and would I like to join and maybe they’d let me
help with their magazine and do I know there’s people all over the world
called fans who are interested in science fiction and they write to one
another and everything. Fandom being a funny compartmentalized thing it
is, you can fan furiously for months without ever hearing of other fans who
are fanning equally hard in another corner. (Like when Bob Silverberg
called me a nova, and me more or less active since the middle of 1948. It’s
just that he never happened to lift the particular stone I happened to be
under.) Take the sad case of Vince Clarke who, after toiling 24 hours a
year to keep the British Science Fantasy Society alive – and finally giving
it up, finds a letter from some unknown warrior in a national magazine
styling himself the Organizing Secretary of the British Science Fiction
League.

Now it’s happening again. A new and strange generation of British
Fandom is springing up. We old stagers have been letting the corn grow
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under our feet. I never thought I’d see the day when a new British fanzine
would reach its second issue before I heard about it. And yet here it is, the
second issue of Beyond, published by one Kenneth Potter of 5 Furness St.,
Marsh, Lancaster. Worse, there’s another new fan in the same town and he
publishes a zine I haven’t even seen yet. Worse still, Beyond wasn’t sent to
me, but to Bob Shaw! (With a request for material.) And both fen belong
to a new British teenage fan club I only heard of recently. What are things
coming to? True, both these fmz are handwritten jobs (with pen and ink all
in capital letters), with a total circulation of one at a time, but they are
fanzines in the genuine tradition. Look for instance at the editorial of
“BEYOND, A Fanzine, formerly BEYOND THE BOUNDS OF EARTH.”

“I HOPE YOU THINK THIS ISSUE IS AN IMPROVEMENT
ON NO. 1. I DO. NEW FORMAT, NEW TITLE, NEW
SERIAL, (improvement? Why, it’s like a different magazine!) I
ALREADY HAVE IDEAS FOR AN EVEN CLASSIER
FORMAT TO NO. 3. IT WILL BE CALLED BEYOND. MY
FOURTH IS LIABLE TO BE CALLED ANYTHING
HOWEVER. (Now, there’s an unusual name.) I MIGHT HAVE
A LETTERS COLUMN IN THIS ISSUE, IF I GET A REPLY
FROM MIKE ROSENBLUM, WHO IS NOW READING NO.
1, IN TIME.”

True, enough, later on there is a page impressively headed “REACTION –
READERS LETTERS” but I’m sorry to report that there are no readers’
letters and I always think a Readers’ Letters Section is never just the same
without them. There is, however, an explanation.

“MIKE HASN’T GOT MUCH TO SAY ABOUT THE ZINE,
BUT HE LIKES IT. ‘TRAINING FOR PUBLISHED MATTER
AT LATER DATES’ HE SAYS. HOPE SO.”

Well, I suppose you could count that quote as one letter. Let us just say
that it’s the most singular letter column I have ever come across.

After the editorial comes the second instalment of the first serial, in
which the population of the Earth is apparently being wiped out by alien
invaders. Next, the first instalment of the second serial, in which the
population of the Earth has been wiped out by alien invaders. There are
two different lots of alien invaders of course. No one can accuse this lad of
being stingy when it comes to alien invaders. This is the bit I like:

“THE SHIP LANDED, ABOUT A MILE FROM NEW YORK.
THE BRAVE ADVENTURERS STEPPED OUT, AND WENT
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TO THE GREAT CITY. WHEN THEY HAD BEEN IN NEW
YORK FOR ABOUT AN HOUR, BLOGGS NOTICED
SOMETHING WAS WRONG. HE COULDN’T QUITE
DEFINE WHAT. THEN SUDDENLY HE HAD IT. THEY
HADN’T SEEN A LIVE PERSON OR A MOVING VEHICLE
SINCE THEIR LANDING. THEY HAD SEEN ONE OR TWO
PEOPLE LAYING (sic) ON THE SIDEWALK, BUT THEY
HAD DISMISSED THEM AS DRUNK. THEY KNEW, BY
SOME INNER INSTINCT, THAT THEY WERE THE LAST
LIVING THINGS LEFT ON EARTH!!!!”

You can’t keep much from that lad Bloggs. There’s no use in Mr.
Impelliteri complaining about this insult because Kenneth has the
following disarming note at the beginning of the serial:

“I DO NOT WANT LETTERS ABOUT SCIENTIFIC
INACCURACIES, OR QUESTIONS. THEY WILL NOT BE
ANSWERED AS I DO NOT KNOW THE ANSWERS.”

Fair enough. If only Amazing would say as much! After the serials we
have BOOK REVIEWS where as you might expect from the letter section,
there are no books reviewed. The editor reviews the latest New Worlds and
Science Fantasy and passes on to the FANMAG REVIEWS, where is
reviewed, of all things, a fanmag. The last Slant to be exact, which seems
to be the only fanmag he gets. He, Lee, comments on your “Willis Visits
Savannah” that “LIKE NEW YORK LETTER IT’S NOT VERY
COMPLIMENTARY TO WILLIS. WILLIS IS EVIDENTLY NOT A
LADIES MAN.” (I must tell Potter that Lee once sent me a Valentine! So
there.) Then we have a review of When Worlds Collide and a back cover
showing a short oblique line captioned as follows: “BEAUTIFULLY
SIMPLE BACK COVER DEPICTING FLYING SAUCER, EDGE ON
VIEW. BY THE GREATEST ARTIST IN THE WORLD KENTLEY
POTTESTELL. NOTE BEAUTIFUL SIMPLICITY.”

Yes, this is a genuine fanzine all right, and unsophisticated though he
may be, this lad Potter has possibilities. After all, Spacewarp wasn’t much
more when it started. Flash! I wrote him a long encouraging letter of
comment, trying very hard not to be condescending and evidently
succeeding because here’s his reply by return of post. “I’d like you to write
me a column, regular if possible... I have asked Clothier (of New Worlds)
to paint me a cover... BEYOND is extinct and STELLER is the current. I
consider BEYOND so much waste paper compared to my latest
STELLER...”
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Looks as if he is going to try to put us mass-produced fanzines to
shame.

Vicious Circle

After pulling the legs of the London Circle about their immortalization in
the Dec. ish of Authentic SF I learn that the central figure in the February
number is somebody called Wallis. It was originally Willy Wallis but
seemingly the publishers thought this was too like the name of some fan or
other so they changed it to Bob Wallis. They hadn’t heard of Bob Shaw
and Campbell didn’t break the news of his existence to them, confining
himself to silently wishing they had managed to drag in James White too.
The name of this novel is “Miniature Chaos”. I don’t know what the plot is
about except that I’m bound to be saying begorrah and shure all the time
(what other way is there to pronounce “sure”?) but I can imagine the
London Circle will be able to get their own back. That’s life for you – one
minute you’re handing out knockout punches and the next minute your
k.o.’s have come home to roost, like so many fowl blows.

Ichabod!

While fandom is still reeling under the shock of the news about Box 260
there comes another dreadful blow. The Epicentre, 84 Drayton Park,
London, residence of Vince Clarke & Ken Bulmer for many peaceful
years, has followed the great addresses of the past into silence. Gettysburg,
Bixel St., Grays Inn Rd., Box 260... the Roll of Honour grows. Let us all
be thankful that Oblique House and 101 Wagner St (The Hovel), remain as
beacon lights in the shifting sands of latterday fandom. So we must say
farewell to The Epicentre. I have spent many happy hours there with the
Epicentenarians, and I have always thought of it in my simple way as a fan
heaven. I believed that when good fans died they went to The Epicentre,
and two of them were already there.

It may have been the weight of the unanswered letters, or the
decomposing deadlines but I think they were foolish to let Bob Shaw sleep
there. Anyhow, the premises have been condemned. This has happened to
the occupants often enough, but I can assure fandom that they will not
have to be pulled down. Vince Clarke has escaped to 16 Wendover Way,
Welling, Kent, from which address his Science Fantasy News (sub rate 3
ishs for 1 promag and well worth it to anyone who wants to read the
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brightest and wittiest newszine ever published) will continue to be turned
out until he is, with no less regularity than before.

This news comes to me in a postscript to a letter from Clarke himself,
commenting on the appearance of a rival newszine in Britain. Maybe I
should explain that occasionally in the past SFN may not have always
appeared just as frequently as its subscribers would like – not that it ever
could – and now Fred Robinson of Wales has come forward with a new
newszine which talks very pointedly of coming out monthly and regularly,
with the sort of averted glances that Gold and Campbell throw at one
another. (Fred’s new mag is called Straight Up for some obscure reason
and his address is 37 Willows Ave., Tremora, Cardiff, Wales. Send him a
prozine too, and watch the fireworks as these two wild characters get at
one another’s throats.) Fred’s zine looks like being a good one, and a
worthy rival to Clarke’s, who writes:

“Dear old pal Walt, [trying to enlist allies in the struggle, you
note]

“Straight Up arrived yesterday, and our little, gay world has
crashed in ruins about our feet. The typewriter blurs before my
trembling eyes as I think of the care, the patience and the loving
kindness with which we built up a little magazine of our own...
to have it taken from us with a gesture of a duplicator.

“It wasn’t much we asked. Just a simple six-pence in return
for hours of toiling, back-breaking labour. We were upheld by
thoughts that were perhaps presumptuous, perhaps filled with
worldly pride, but we did think we had something that was our
own, to care for and to see grow into a sturdy magazine before
our eyes.

“We will still keep in touch with fandom, the fandom that
has thrown our humble offering back in our faces, but we see no
reason for keeping up what is now a useless monument to our
infant aspirations. We are returning herewith the SF Five Yearly
and the Fanzine Editor which you lent us in the days of our
hollow triumph. We need them no more.

“Thank you for allowing us to correspond with you. In the
next SFN we were going to quote you extensively, but alas!

“Farewell,
“A.V. Clarke
“PS. On second thought, we can’t see how Straight Up

would get its news if SFN stopped, so we may continue...”
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Reviews

Science Fiction Digest & Cosmag (Henry Burwell and Ian Macauley): The
only fanzine with two front covers and no back. Thish of SFD staggers off
the mark with the second instalment of my “Immortal Teacup” which is,
fortunately, soon taken over by William F. Temple – a reprint of a defence
of fandom that has impressed me so much that I felt like just presenting it
quietly without any fuss. I think it’s wonderful, and I hope you agree. Next
a very notable article by William Young reviewing the first year of the
Gold-Campbell war, followed by one of those unsurpassed (but I’m
working at it) Tucker-Le Zombie articles that neofans are always being
told about – and no wonder. The last three pages are devoted to a survey of
the first six issues of Slant by Henry Burwell, one of the only two fen in
America who has a complete file. (Ackerman is the other.) It’s very
entertaining – better than the original magazines – and apart from some
egregious flattery the only faults I have to find with it are that he has
diabolically quoted a particularly fuggheaded editorial I wrote, that it was
ME, not Lee Hoffman, who invented multi-coloured ink, and that I still
need ASF for April 1943.

The obverse of the joint zine, Cosmag, contains an adequate story by
Tom Covington, interesting articles about pro-writing and fan-dealing by
Roger Dee and Ken Slater respectively, a fanzine review section by Jerry
Burge (who also does some very fine artwork), a column by Peter Ridley,
and a lively letter section. With this ish the joint zine goes Fantasy
Advertiser size and becomes one of the most attractive-looking mags in
fandom. Highly recommended.

Eusifanso (Roscoe Wright): This and Vernon McCain’s Wastebasket
are the most elegant fanzines in the world. Beautifully printed, good
typography, and excellent artwork. Thish has a titillating time travel story
by Marje Blood, book reviews, a scarifying analysis of the average fan, a
preview of Wright’s new art magazine Concept, an article by Marion
Bradley about Merwin and an extremely controversial article by Lemuel
Craig (I think this is McCain again) about sf films. He infuriates me by
calling Things to Come one of Korda’s mistakes. Listen Craig, come out
from behind that pseudonym and I’ll knock you down for saying that. TTC
was a wonderful film. Not only that, it still is. I saw it the other day again
and no matter what addlepated numbskulls who can review films without
seeing them may think I say that it is not only the best sf film ever made, it
is the only sf film ever made. It is a true fan’s film. And don’t say it can’t
be any good because it doesn’t make money. Look who’s talking!
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Oh, don’t let the ravings of Craig stop you from asking Wright for a
copy of Eusifanso. It’s really very very good. And again, one of the best
things in it are the editor’s odd remarks. Like: “It takes six months to get
out an issue of this magazine, which is one third faster than people.”

Oddenda

The saga of the Flying Enterprise was eagerly followed by British fans,
who anxiously watched the fortunes of that gallant ship and her brave
captain and those five tons of US mail. Commenting on the release of a
film called The Carlsen Story, Bob suggests the sequel will be called
Carlsen Sinks Again... Dimension X is now being heard by British fans
over AFN stations in Germany. Some of them are beginning to feel better
about missing 2000plus*... Derek Pickles plans an issue of
Phantasmagoria for 1952, with margins!... Seems from December TNFF
that election date was postponed to enable British members to get their
votes in. Would have been a great idea, if someone had told the British
members about it.

* 2000 Plus or 2000+ was the first adult SF radio series, aired in
the USA 1950-1952 and starting a month before the more famous
Dimension X. [Ed.]
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Instalment 10, Quandry 19,
April 1952

I don’t suppose anyone noticed, but The Harp is a year old this month.
Since March 1951 there has been one lurking somewhere in every Q
except the two Nolacon hangover issues, and my absence from those
wasn’t entirely due to my retiring disposition. Lee evidently didn’t think
her readers were strong enough to face a Harp so soon after Room 770,
and the Post Office threw all its lack of resources into keeping me out of
the next one.

Against those there were the three instalments of “The Harp in
England”, probably the longest Convention Report that was ever garbled.
(Except of course for James White’s “Work in Progress”, whose 40 pages
now take the reader right up to 8:30 p.m. on the first day of the
Preliminary Sessions, and which would set some enterprising faned up for
life.) I got a shock when I saw how long mine was – I thought I was just
transcribing a few notes off the back of an envelope. I do tend to run on,
don’t I? I got the same shock when I saw the last Harp. Honestly I’m sorry
for hogging all that space. What happened was that Lee called for that
Harp in a hurry so that she could go off to Cuba and start a revolution or
something, so I dashed it off in instalments on three air mail forms. I
wondered if I had sent enough. Now those three little airletters seem to
have expanded into five pages of Q. Lee must have injected them with
some of that rebel yeast of hers. I can sing the praises of her product. “I
was meant for you: you ferment for me.”

But it won’t happen this time, if only because I’m stencilling this
myself. Which explains why these pages are disfigured by the obscene
scrawls of that fellow Shaw, the Irish Harry Schmarje and Sole Member of
the breakaway movement known as the Heels of IF. He has evidently run
out of lavatory walls and is making a convenience out of my column. But
what an opportunity this is for me too! I can have one Harp without typos
for Bloch to point the finger of corn at. I can expose Lee Hoffman in her
own magazine for suppressing all my egoboo and writing me fiendish
notes about how people have said nice things about The Harp) but she
can’t find the letters. I can make the most brilliant puns without fear of
their being jealously sabotaged. The only trouble is that I can’t think of
anything to say. I know this has never stopped me before, but then a
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terrible thing has happened.
“If you have read this far, you are now caught in the most intricate

trap ever designed for one individual.” I wish I had remembered that
quotation when I got that letter from Redd Boggs. But it started so
innocently. “I enjoyed your film notes in Pendulum”, he began
disarmingly. Egoboo, you notice, cunningly designed to make me drop my
mental screens for the insidious attack which followed. “A fanzine came
the other day without a Willis manuscript sloppily reproduced in it...
What’s the matter? Are you all burned out?”

Of course, I thought little of it at first. I laughed infectiously. (I had a
cold at the time.) But my laughter had a hollow sound. I tapped it with a
hammer just to make sure and made a few cracks. They weren’t funny.
What if it were true? Little doubts kept nibbling at my brain. It was a
gnawed sensation.

Then one night the blow fell. I had just dashed off a moving article,
without looking both ways to see if there was anything coming. (I know
it’s a dangerous thing to do, but I thought the paper was stationery.)
Suddenly my eyes lit up like Gort’s in one of the stills from The Day The
Earth Stood Still. Flames came shooting out of my mouth, smoke out of
my ears, and there was a smell of burning insulation. It was ohm cooking.
Boggs’s diabolical ruse had weakened my resistance. I was burned out.

And now here I am a mindless hulk, living on synthetic egoboo and
growing weaker every day. Even the medicine Keasler so kindly sent
Madeleine for me seems to be doing more harm than good, though to make
sure there are no impurities in it the dear girl washes the glass after every
dose. I fear I am not long for this world – that my doom is sealed. But
before I start playing a harp I must try to write one more. Is there no one’s
sex life I can supervise, no racket I can expose? Well, there’s this fellow
Venable, a beardless youth who is guilty of the most barefaced robbery.
Look at the contents pages of his mag, published “bi-monthly”. He starts
to give the sub rates as follows: “15¢ a copy. 2 issues for 25¢. 4 for 50¢.”
So far so good, but he is using subtle psychology. Having lulled his
victims into a false sense of security he goes on: “One dollar for a year’s
subscription.” Feeding this data into my electronic brain (it lives on data
sandwiches) and assuming that even in America there are only six bi-
months in a year, I find that dollar subbers are paying almost 17¢ per issue,
or a full 25¢ a year more than two half dollar subbers. This is the sweetest
racket I have come across since Banister told me about the bloke who
earned the easiest of livings by merely inserting the following
advertisement in magazines,
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ACT NOW!
DON’T DELAY!

Send one dollar immediately to....
Hurry! Tomorrow may be too late.

This genius escaped the clutches of the law because since he didn’t
promise anything he couldn’t be prosecuted for fraud. But of course he had
no fearless crusading columnists to expose him. Down with venal Bill!

Happy Returns

The Harp is nearly as fit as a fiddle now, thanks to that nice birthday
present from all you nice people. Returns in the Q Poll which have been
smuggled over by my spies show that the Harp leads all the other columns
by a nose. A rather long nose. Too kind, too kind I Have I any words of
encouragement for aspiring columnists? Yes. This just goes to show what
can be accomplished through hard work, sheer brilliance, and the fact that
Boggs hasn’t written a File 13 since May 51. Much the same applies in the
case of Nekro, which was a better fmz than / is. But I seem to remember
that Nekro got a first place in a poll for 1949 despite the fact the first issue
wasn’t published until early 1950. The balance has been redressed.

Newsmags. I’d like to have seen how Vince Clarke’s SFN was
placed.

No. 1 Fan. This is the first time the No. 1 Face has been pretty.
Congratulations, Lee. It’s also the first time a foreigner has taken the No. 2
position or anything near it in an American Poll. I hope in time to work my
way up to No. 1½ Face. It says a lot for Ackerman that he is still figuring
prominently in fan polls so long after he stopped intensive fanning. I’d like
to have seen Burwell and Boggs placed too.

Humorist. Burbee and Keasler should have been at the top.
Depts. This was a confusing question. Both of those here who filled

up the form (by some mischance only two copies of that Q arrived instead
of the usual three) thought this meant editorial departments only, in which
case the Harp shouldn’t have counted.

Grant’s Tome

I suppose I had better review that “Chaos In Miniature” thing after talking
about it last issue. You remember, it’s the book that was supposed to be
about me. It still is, but H.J. Campbell has sneaked behind my back and
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changed the hero’s name again, this time to Willy Grant. I am beside
myself with rage (Hiya Walt!) over this, especially after me thinking up all
sorts of merry quips about Cornwallis and whatnot. I do think Campbell
might have had the grace to drop me a note about it and save me making a
lyre out of The Harp. It’s not as if he had to worry about libel actions – the
book is disgustingly inoffensive. In fact it’s as dull as John Foster. (This
joke is my contribution to the Democratic Party. I know they’re boring too,
but Truman seems the lesser of two weevils. Have at thee, Burwell!)

I come into the story when the Belfast Parliament Buildings vanish
into thin air. For some reason I am annoyed about this – maybe I was
hoping against hope that some day something would vanish into thick air –
and I “comb the Press reports” for an explanation. This seems lots better
than just reading them because I uncover the plot behind the affair quite
soon. I’d have found it even sooner if I’d taken my comb to the February
42 ASF, where it was first used. (Not to be confused with the April 1943
issue WHICH IS STILL NOT IN MY COLLECTION! Cries of “Shame!”)
Anyhow off I go to the site where Parliament used to stand and scrabble
round for a miniature Parliament Buildings only one inch high which I
promptly pick up and pop into my pocket. This I can do quite easily, for
fortunately it’s not until much later that Campbell mentions that the
reducing process doesn’t affect the mass of the object reduced.

With 100,000 tons of New Model Parliament in my pocket I track
down the person responsible for belittling our Government. It is a girl, the
heroin of the book. And I mean “heroin” – she’s a dope. She tries vainly to
do away with me by turning the reducing ray on me and giving me a quick
run over with a vacuum cleaner. Like a criminal hunted by the FBI, I am a
fugitive from Hoover. However, I beat it as she sweeps as she cleans all
around me, and take refuge on her shoes. From this point of vantage I
hopefully survey my prospects. Unfortunately, no matter how hard I stare
all I can get an eyeful of is “two glittering columns” – no, not the next two
instalments of The Harp, but the girl’s legs – which end in nothing more
interesting than an “incredible haziness.” (The things girls wear
nowadays!) There isn’t even a ladder in her stocking up which I could
escape from instep to stepins and attack her in the rear.

This is the most exciting bit in the book, but some of the dialogue is
remarkable. For instance, in describing the conversation at London fan
headquarters Campbell mentions that “An argument was going on about
whether it could rain on Venus.” This fascinating subject keeps popping up
throughout the book as the sort of thing fans are supposed to talk about.
On page 76 Willy Grant is in Canada telling the heroine about the fan they

65



are going to call on (I wonder is it Bill “Purple Blooming Ree” Morse?) “‘I
told you he was a science fiction fan,’ Willy smiled. ‘You just drop in any
time and you’re welcome – as long as you talk about rain on Venus or
something like that.’” And again at the end, as civilization itself is
crumbling, “Still there were (in the ‘Black Mare’) fragments of
conversation about the possibility of rain on Venus.” All I can say is that
the old “Black Mare” ain’t what it used to be, or else Campbell is
knocking about with some very peculiar fans. I’d like to assure American
fandom that no self respecting British fan would be heard dead talking
about rain on Venus, apart from an occasional drip.

Reviews

The Outlander #9 (Rick Sneary): Thish has another of those beautifully
designed covers and the usual genius-type Outlandish nonsense. What
more could anyone want? :: Oopsla! #2 (Gregg Calkins): Big improvement
on the first issue, and that was enjoyable. Calkins has a policy of
publishing his deadlines and sticking to them. If he carries this out it will
revolutionize fan publishing. I hear he has already snared Tucker, the man
himself, for the next issue out 25th March. McCain, Vick and Banks
feature in No. 2.

Oddenda

Dave Ish thinks my review of Beyond in the last Harp might have hurt Ken
Potter’s feelings. A kind thought, Dave, but Potter is no shrinking violet,
believe me.... Authentic SF is now featuring a regular news column by
Forrest J Ackerman, whom Bert Campbell describes as “a big gliding
fellow with a voice like Chopin’s music.” He also ascribes to him the
incredibly appropriate nickname of “4SF”. It wouldn’t have been
Campbell if he hadn’t got it wrong. It should of course have been
“piano4e”.... In Burwell’s SFD letterzine Harmon accuses H.L. Gold of
imitating ASF by using pocket size, three part serials, small scattered illos,
etc. Well, of course, Horrible Horace should have used a nonstandard size
to get him in good with the newstands, grouped all his illos together in a
supplement, and split his serials into 17 parts. Such an unscrupulous
fellow! Furthermore, I believe he actually has the nerve to print his
magazine on paper with ink! Can plagiarism go further?... I wonder what
ever happened to that long cablegram I sent to the Nolacon on behalf of
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Irish fandom? I don’t like to ask poor old Harry B. Mends. He’s got
enough to worry about, or I’m a Dutchman. Hasn’t he, Hannes? Could
anyone sell me a copy of Laney’s Ah! Sweet Idiocy?.... The inimitable
Keasler writes: “Nancy Gerding typed your article. I didn’t notice it had
know type error. That girl has a lot to learn. Will have to speak to her
about this. What’s she trying to do, sabotage me? Imagine a whole article
in my magazine without any error. I tell you fandom is going to the
gods.”... F.C. (Incinerations) Davis is wintering in Florida, a climate
where, he says, it is possible to live out of a suitcase – provided the
suitcase is full of money. He says he was threatened with a $5,000 dollar
fine or five years in prison. Reason for the banning of his mag was of
course the notorious Christmas Card.... Dave Ish of Sol (most
upandcoming of the young faneds) has big plans for the next few issues...
Latest Operation Fantast is just chock full of interesting news and
reviews. It has also an article by Vernon Leroy McCain about dianetics.
Seems that Hubbard himself is aberrated all to hell and that he discovered
dianetics more or less by accident, and that his original technique is
useless and that McCain and his friends have discovered the right way to
go about it. This makes everyone look very foolish, doesn’t it? But
everyone....
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Instalment 11, Quandry 20, May
1952

I got a fascinating letter this morning from Jim Harmon about my defence
of Galaxy against him. He starts off by pulling my leg with a lifelike
character study of the poor little LNF being unfairly persecuted by the
brutal BNF – which might have fooled me for a minute if I’d been a bit
more conceited or had forgotten his own hardboiled (and often brilliant)
column in Peon – and then goes on to say more cruel and hurtful things
about Gold, including an accusation that he told lies about the reason he
didn’t have a letter section in Galaxy. According to hardboiled Harmon it
seems he never really meant to have one and just pretended he was going
to so as to enlist the all-powerful support of fandom; once he had our
irresistible might committed to his side he made up that yarn about his
readers saying they didn’t want a letter section. Thus racket-buster
Harmon. Now, it so happens I have some confirmation that what Gold says
is true. I don’t like quoting his private letters, but if it’ll do Gold any good
with fandom I’m willing to take the risk he’ll be sore at me. I like Gold. If
you can ever judge people by their letters he is absolutely sincere and
honest, and one of the nicest people I’ve come across since I entered
fandom.

About the letter section business, I’d wondered if he’d found that
actifans wrote in as much without the prospect of seeing their names in
print. He said:

“Active fans do write in, regardless of the fact that there is little
prospect of egoboo. They are simply outnumbered about 10 to
1.... When I was challenged on this point (ie, the votes against a
letter section) by Isaac Asimov, Judith Merril and some others, I
let them slog through the crammed files, month by month, and
see for themselves. It amounts to a mandate, the vote is so
astonishingly large and clear. I was somewhat tossed by it too....
I had announced a letter column and hastily had to cancel it
when the protest I’d promised to listen to began steaming in.”

Well, I suppose I may as well be hung for a whole hog as a lamb, so I’ll
quote some of Gold’s last letter too:

“...I’m not sure I can go to Chicago for the Convention. If the
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disability I got out of the Army with can be cleared up enough
for the trip, I intend to go, of course...

“...Fandom was perfectly right in complaining about my
horn-tooting. Bill Temple correctly diagnosed it as uncertainty,
but that’s only part of the answer. Besides my need to produce a
better magazine than Astounding, I had some behind-the-scenes
conflicts with S&S that goaded me all the more. Those are pretty
well out of the way now. In fact, only a few weeks ago, John
Campbell and I worked out a problem that threatened to become
a festering ulcer. We’ve talked to each other on the phone about
an hour at a time and are getting closer to an understanding so
we can eliminate the unhealthy competition that is endangering
us both.

“He’s not a bad guy. I’ve known that all along, of course,
having worked with him since 1938, off and on.... My battle was
never with him. It was with the... attitude of some executives of
S&S.... I’m glad it’s all behind us now and so is John. SF can’t
be built by destructive internal wars. It isn’t quite us against the
world, as it once was, but this is a critical time in its
development and anything that weakens it is wrong. The contrast
between our magazines is a personal one. I concentrate very
heavily on individual problems and conflicts; he’s after the Big
Picture. Both are evidently needed – readers almost invariably
buy both books. I wouldn’t be surprised if the ultimate solution
is a synthesis of the two approaches. Actually, I’m trying to
achieve that synthesis in Galaxy now.”

Machiavelli in Maryland

Some warped genius must have been working on that fiendish scheme for
months. Even now I’m damned if I can see where I made the fatal mistake
that landed me into this mess. It all started with a letter no bigger than a
man’s hand. It was from George Wetzel, asking for a sample copy of
Slant. Well, I’d already started returning subs and besides I’d already sent
a free copy to the Enoch Pratt Library where the Baltimorons met, so I just
sent him a contents page. Next thing was a copy of the Club’s new fanmag
with a comment that I must be of Scottish descent. Well, this was a fmz,
and I’d promised to exchange with fmz, so I sent them an exchange copy
of Slant, “with the compliments of W. Angus MacWillis.” Then came the
cleverest move in this diabolical plot – a postcard from Allen Newton
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saying among other things that he was surprised to hear I was of Scottish
descent; he’d been thinking of asking me to write an article on sf in Israel.
Of course, I took the bait: I never could resist a joke. Falling into the spirit
of the thing with a horrible splash, I suggested jocularly, “Why not a series
of articles – a sort of Jew’s Harp?”

When this fateful postcard arrived in Baltimore, Newton must have
toured the town with a loudspeaker van. The whole city was alerted.
Action stations were taken up. Envelopes full of sealed orders were
opened. The well-oiled machinery swung into action. Within six hours
yesterday I received (1) a long effusive letter from Allen Newton giving
me full details of deadlines and wordage requirements, (2) a gift of a new
pocketbook (Beyond the End of Time) from the editor of their fmz, and (3)
a very sincere-sounding letter of thanks from their President about how
he’d heard from Newton of my offer to contribute to their fanzine and how
nice of me it was to give up my time and what a big help it would be to
them. And I’ll bet that’s only the start. I tremble to think of what’s to
come. For one thing, a copy of the club fmz announcing me as a regular
contributor. What am I going to say to all those editors (including one
minor pro) to whom I’ve pleaded shortage of time? Look, Baltimore, I’m a
heel. I admit it. I also admit I’ve been outmanoeuvred and outwitted and
that you deserve to win. But I’m not going to take on another column, not
for anything. Except maybe Allen Newton’s head on a charger.

Oddenda

Ken Potter, whose one-copy mag was reviewed here two months ago,
reports that New Worlds artist Clothier is painting him a cover. L’audace,
toujours l’audace! (Anyone know Bonestell’s address?) Also that his
future issues may be printed. He is going into collaboration with rising
London Circle-ite (and first second-generation fan) Tony Cooper.... Voting
now under weigh for second International Fantasy Award. Judges include
Boucher, McComas, Bleiler, Davenport, Derleth, Merril, Willis, Carnell,
Gillings, Walsh and Gallet. Prizewinners to be announced at London
Convention May/June. The prize is again to be a table lighter, though why
pro authors should have this urge to light tables is beyond me....
“Intergalatic (sic) Publications – high calibar – 628 subscribers –
recipricants – 1100 copies – International Scientifictional Council.” Are
you there, Claude?... Hey, Bob Silverberg, Manly Banister used that
Gaelic-garlic joke. Write out 500 times “I must read my Q more
carefully”.... FANS! Good old Bob Tucker has asked for bricks for his Fan
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Hotel and Hucksters’ Hostel, and Taurasi’s favourite fan Rich Elsberry has
urged fandom to send him straw so that he can make his own. But what
use are bricks by themselves? Tucker needs mortar too! He can dig sand
and make water by himself, but he still needs lime! Forry Ackerman will
lend him a Fantasy Foundation if we do our part. Rally round, fandom!
The London Circle is sending him lime juice, but that won’t do. I urge all
fans to mail Tucker some lime! Don’t wait to put stamps on it – send it
collect. The need is urgent. Hurry! Send it by airmail! Mark it Special
Delivery! For the good of fandom, Box 702 must be filled with quick lime!

Fannouncement:
At last!

PROXYBOO PRESENTS
BOOFUL

The Egoboosting Crudzine
No fiction! No poetry! No articles! No artwork!

JUST EGOBOO!!
Fans! Do you keep getting fanzines which are just so much wasted paper?
Are you tired ploughing through dull stuff about science fiction looking

vainly for your own name? Subscribe to BOOFUL and be sure of finding
it!

The Directors of Proxyboo Ltd. have carried out extensive surveys among
their clients. Preliminary results show that fans prefer egoboo to any other
kind of reading matter! Exhaustive tests revealed that 98% of neofen carry
around with them any fanzine in which their name is mentioned for an
average of 3 5/8ths days. 68% take it to bed with them. Among BNFs,
85% were observed to fling petulantly to the floor a fanzine in which they
were not referred to. 53% burst into tears. 1% committed suicide.
Proxyboo Ltd., ever eager to serve their public’s slightest wish, have
therefore decided to publish a fanzine devoted entirely to egoboo.
BOOFUL will consist entirely of enthusiastic and unrestrained praise of its
subscribers, written by experts trained under the personal supervision of
Rog Phillips. Write immediately for our scale of charges, ranging from a
lone line mention to an entire “appreciation” issue. (Pro author clients
apply to our San Diego Branch.)
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Instalment 12, Quandry 21,
June 1952

These are grave days for us contributors to Quandry. It seems just the
other day – in fact it was just the other day – that we were happily engaged
in exchanging fannish nonsense, elaborating fan lore, making fun of Bob
Tucker, and generally having fun in what we thought was a fairly mature,
if wacky, kind of way. We were wrong – terribly terribly wrong. All that
was Not Good Enough. We were juvenile, immature, irresponsible. We
should have been discussing science fiction, reading and writing reviews,
making with the learned literary criticism – even perhaps analysing the
odd Trend. In our childish ignorance we thought the reason we didn’t do
this was that most of us knew enough about sf to choose our own reading.
We didn’t think we needed to be spoon-fed by reviews and literary
criticism telling us what we should like and why we should like it. We
might even have thought it was better to use our own creative imagination
than to discuss that of other people. What we didn’t realize was that:

“.....There is a gap widening between... the more ‘mature’
element among sf readers and the vociferous, but usually
adolescent, ‘true fans’ who seldom, it seems to me, even read
science fiction and even less often comment intelligently on it.

“In many respects, the ‘true fan’ groups represent a cult.
They have invented an esoteric vocabulary that prevents
‘outsiders’ from knowing what they are talking about and helps
to conceal the fact that the ‘fans’ frequently don’t know what
they are talking about either.”

Thus the Rhodomagnetic Digest, organ of the Elves’, Gnomes’, and Little
Men’s Chowder, Science Fiction and Marching Society.

These are hard words, fellow fans, but we must take them to heart.
Redd Boggs, Fran Laney, Charles Burbee, Rick Sneary, Forry Ackerman,
Lee Hoffman, Vince Clarke, Chuck Harris, Henry Burwell, Bob Tucker,
Jay Oliver, Len Moffatt, Rich Elsberry, Robert Bloch, Ken Slater, Rory
Faulkner and all you other adolescents, you must throw away your
zapguns and stratosphere beanies. I am already taking steps to put my own
house in order. Leaning them against the shed where I keep all the old
instalments of “The Harp That Once Or Twice” (I call it the “Soul of
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Music” Shed) I climb up and find to my horror that lamentably few of
those Harps contain serious literary criticism or long appreciations of pulp
authors or thoughtful dissertations on the Future of Science Fiction. This
will never do. I must awaken to my responsibilities as a serious
constructive fan. Enter Willis the Thinker. From now on each Harp will be
at least partly given over to serious intellectual discussions of a high order.
(I tried this racket once before in an early Harp but everyone concealed
their burning interest so effectively that I thought it didn’t exist. A pity –
that serious stuff was awful easy to write.) I will begin by listing all the
books in my personal collection. This listing will be a continuing feature
of Quandry. (A list of all my books is bound to be of feverish interest to
the readers of Quandry and since I have about 2500 books, not counting
another half million or so I lent to people and never got back, this will
keep Q going for years and years.) The books mentioned are all part of my
personal collection, which is one of the largest and most comprehensive
collections of junk in the world. I will list everything that has any
conceivable relationship to fantasy but I see no reason to put them in any
particular order so I will just start with the oak bookcase opposite the
window in the living room.

Schillers Werke, in 12 volumes. These are the complete works of
Schiller, in German, published in Stuttgart in 1867 and bought by me in
Nicholl’s Auction Mart in Belfast in 1947. Ghod knows where they were
for those eighty years. They’re in Gothic script and my German is a bit
rusty (I left him out in the rain) and anyway from what I know of Schiller I
can live without him, so I haven’t read any of these. Nevertheless for all I
know they may contain some sensational fantasy and if Mary Gnaedinger
would like to browse through them she can have the whole lot for a song.
In large denomination notes, preferably.

Le Livre Des Mille Nuits Et Une Nuit, in 16 volumes, in French. This
is Mardrus’s excellent translation of the Arabian Nights, and it’s also the
part of that lot I did want. And of course this is some of the best fantasy
ever written. Much of it needs only some scientific gobbledegook to be
published in a modern prozine. There’s also one short story which is the
funniest thing I’ve ever read. Every now and then I try to read it to
someone but between stumbling over the translation and laughing my head
off I seldom get it finished. Some day I will publish it in a fanzine.

The Voyage of HMS Beagle, by Charles Darwin. Not a bit like van
Vogt’s.

Graziella, by Lamartine. This is another one I haven’t read and
indeed I can’t even remember buying it. Do you suppose people are now
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borrowing my bookcases as well as my books?
Well, I see that’s 30 books already, and maybe that’s enough culture

for one month. Anyway I really haven’t the time to raise the intellectual
level of Quandry very far this month since I’m off to the Loncon in a few
days and I’ve got an issue of a new mimeoed fanzine to get out before
then. (The urgency is because it contains, through the courtesy of Vince
Clark, Bill Temple’s report on the last Loncon.)

Oddenda

Current Science Fiction No.35 (Huh?) explains that “Intergalatic” means
“a message between happy and gay friends, always arriving on time. It has
no resemblance to the meaning of a similiar word found in the dictionary.”
OK, boys, now let’s see what you can do with “similiar”. Actually though,
thish of CSF was very good. Pity I missed the other 33. :: A messily
mimeoed (?) circular enquiring about advertising rates just arrived from
“The Office of L. Ron Hubbard”. By the look of it it must have come from
what estate agents refer to as the “usual offices”. :: Max Keasler writes:
“Little did you know that Madeleine and I arranged this whole scheme to
get you to the Chicon. Wait till I don’t show up at the Convention and you
get a postcard from me from Belfast, and you’ll know what I mean. But of
course by the time you find out... it will be too late. I am laughing in my
teeth and crying on the inside.” :: Ken Slater’s 1952 Operation Fantast
Handbook really deserves to rank with the Fancyclopedia. 42pgs chock
full of information about fandom, fanzines, fan language, clubs, prozines,
dealers, agents and whatnot....
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The Harp in Oopsla!
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Instalment 13, Oopsla! 12,
March/April 1954

I guess I’ll never make a columnist... as the guy said when Louella Parsons
slapped his face. For instance, I was going to start off this one with a few
brief words about how the Harp started and before I knew where I was I
had already introduced the subjects of Bob Tucker, Charles Lindbergh,
Messrs. Woolworth, Vince Clarke, Chuck Harris and my recollections of
the First Staple War. (Believe me, there is a connection though it may not
be apparent to anyone in his right mind.) You can see now why I’m still
hanging around fandom – I’m afraid to start my memoirs. I should
probably spend more time leaving fandom than I ever did in it, like Francis
Towner Laney.

(This is just like old times, isn’t it? Already I’ve revived all the
popular and lovable characters that used to throng the old Q Harps, except
Max Keasler. I’ll bet some of you actually thought these were all real
people? Well, well. As a matter of fact, no sooner did I mention Max’s
name than he popped into existence in California, all set to re-enter
fandom. Good old Max, one of my favourite characters.)

But what I was going to say was that I used to have the same trouble
with Slant, and that’s how you come to be reading this today. (If you’re
actually reading something else, just ignore this remark. You’ve lost your
place.) I’d get the thing printed up and then go along filling in all the holes
with stuff specially commissioned from myself. But the trouble was that
no matter what subject I picked, I’d always find myself with several
thousand words left over. It’s hard to get me started writing about
anything, but it’s almost impossible to stop me, (Fortunately the incentive
is so much greater in the latter case.) It used to annoy me to throw the stuff
away. Why not send it to some other faned and let it annoy him? I sat
around for a while waiting hopefully to be asked. Nobody did. There was a
path to my door, all right, but everybody beat it in the other direction.
Timidly I wrote three articles and sent them out. Two of the faneds
immediately ceased publication and the third cunningly lost the article. But
was I discouraged?

Yes.
Then one day in November, 1950, a new fan called Lee Hoffman

commented on an exchange copy of Slant I’d sent her. Somewhere among
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the praise of Slant, Joe Kennedy, amateur theatricals and the antiquities of
Savannah, condemnations of racial prejudice, Redd Boggs and Flash
Gordon, and expressions of disinterest in the sex life of hamsters, there
occurred the sentence: “If you ever feel so inclined, don’t hesitate to send
material to Quandry.”

Naturally I read this letter as a desperate plea for material. I replied by
return airmail volunteering to do a one-page column. Lee accepted. (At
this time her only regular contributors were R.J. Banks.) I took a lot of
trouble over that first instalment. I must have re-written it at least six times
and it suffered from it. The first paragraph alone contained 13 jokes of one
sort or another, some of which I’ll bet no one has noticed yet. I was
suffering then from an ailment that attacks all conscientious fan writers,
the inability to realize that other people don’t read as carefully as you
write. However, Lee liked it and said so. By this time we were
corresponding frequently. In fact we were carrying on two entirely
different correspondences, one by air and one by surface mail. And at this
point I have a confession to make. I have for years been concealing a
ghastly skeleton in my closet. I know this disclosure will make me an
object of derision before all fandom, but I feel I must start off here with a
clean breast. I shall tell All. My dreadful secret is this.

In February, 1951, Lee Hoffman sent me a Valentine. And I didn’t
realize.

Of course, it wasn’t a romantic type one... it actually, if you must
know my intimate secrets, was a picture of a squirrel with the legend
“You’re nutty but nice”... but I should at least have suspected. How can I
have been so stupid? But I had such a clear picture of Lee as a tubby
brown-eyed young fellow that I just put the Valentine down to fannish
eccentricity. I’d been in fandom for two years by then and had ceased to be
surprised by anything. I had to have a house fall on me. This happened – at
least it felt like it – when she sent me her photograph. I still remember
calling Bob Shaw the minute I got to work that morning...

“22674.”
“Drawing Office, please.”
“Is Mr. Shaw there?”
“Bob?”
“LEE HOFFMAN IS A GIRL!!!!!”
“Of course I’m sure.”
“She sent me her photograph. In the first place, she looks like a girl.

She looks like one in the second place, too.”
But back to the Harp. That first one was in the Quandry dated March
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1951. In the April issue Joe Kennedy and others were very nice about it
and I walked on air for days. I noticed one thing, though. No one seemed
impressed by the first instalment of my brilliant and scholarly analysis of
sciencefictional trends, and in the second one Lee had inserted a pointed
editorial comment up my most serious passage. I took the hint and never
wrote a serious article again. (Except one in the Rhodomagnetic Digest
which I still think was the best thing I ever wrote, even if not a single
person in fandom has ever mentioned the thing. Curse you all, anyway;
one day I shall play Hamlet.)

But meanwhile, on with the motley. The Harp turned out to be a
pretty successful column. It may not have been the best body of writing in
fandom, but it certainly was the most moving. At any rate it moved me,
from Belfast to Chicago. But that’s another story. It also made Q the first
international fanzine when I started reporting British Conventions in it,
and I could write a few thousand words about that, too. But leave us not
get nostalgic. Quandry is dead, long live Oopsla! There will never be
another fanzine just like Q, nor will there ever be another Harp just like the
Q Harps. But there will be fanzines just as good as Q in their own way,
and maybe other Harps no worse then the old ones.

But before we put Q reverently away, there’s a couple of odds and
ends we might lay beside it. For one thing, there is one sentence of the
Harp that never got printed. Lee and I had some fun about this in the letter
section and there may, Ghod knows, be some fan somewhere still
wondering what that famous sentence was. It occurred just after I’d
mentioned that Eva Firestone had called me “an armchair critic” for
criticizing N3F, and it read: “That’s ridiculous, Eva – I have the highest
possible opinion of armchairs.” That was all.

As for the other – well, did you ever wonder just how much Rog
Phillips used to read of the fanzines he reviewed in “The Clubhouse”? One
thing I can tell you, he didn’t read the Quannish very thoroughly. In fact I
doubt if he really read it at all, because it’s impossible to look at a page
containing one’s own name without it leaping to the eye, and I had a whole
paragraph about Rog:

“Today’s new subber kindly pastes on the back of his letter a
copy of Slant’s latest review in Amazing. I can hardly believe it,
but Phillips has done it again. In the first issue I ever sent him
there was a mild little pun about my grandfather having been a
printer and I having merely reverted to type. An innocuous thing
compared to some of the monsters I have created, but it must
have left a lasting impression on Phillips. In every review but
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one in the last few years he has quoted it. Less and less verbatim
each time, but there’s no doubt he got the point all right. It
registered. I can just imagine Rog that first time, reading
solemnly through the heap, restapling tidily the last
disintegrating mimeoed crudzine, and going home to a quiet read
and a smoke and then to bed. At about four o’clock in the
morning it hits him. He awakes, screaming hysterically.
‘Reverted to type! Ha ha ha. Ho ho ho.’ Alarmed, the neighbours
send for the doctor. He arrives, makes a quick diagnosis. ‘Nurse,
the hypodermic!’ At last Rog quiets down, save for an
occasional tortured murmur. ‘Grandfather, printer, type.’ The
neighbours go back to bed. But Rog is never the same again. I
can tell you, I’m scared to make another pun in case it kills
him.”

There is a sequel to this. After the Chicon, Forry Ackerman and I went to
Palmer’s place for some sleep and then back to Evanston to drive to Los
Angeles with Rog and Mari Phillips. I hadn’t met Rog at the Convention
so he spoke his first words to me as we moved off along Dempster Street.
They were: “You know, Walt, I still remember that first issue of yours. It
had a darned good pun in it, something about your father being a printer
and you having reverted to type.”

I looked at him doubtfully, sure he was pulling my leg. But he wasn’t,
and he never knew the reason for my getting purple in the face at his
innocent remark.

Up the Garden Pathology

Have you noticed how short-lived BNFs are nowadays? In the old days
three years was considered the normal life cycle for a fan, from serious
constructivism through BNFdom to permanent gafia, but these Seventh
Fandomers seem to have speeded the process up. Nowadays us oldtimers
sit back dazed as a bewildering succession of BNFs flash past us like
meteors in a “B” movie, vanishing into inactivity almost as suddenly as
they appeared. From comet to comatose, you might say.

I have studied this phenomenon and I have come to the conclusion
that it’s largely the result of a new disease, which I have called
annishthesia. I know that Professor Boggs in the Vegannish pointed out
that annishes were a plague, but as Dean Grennell is my witness I thought
of it first, and as the discoverer of Stigwort’s Disease I feel that my
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researches go more deeply into this vital matter.
Annishthesia attacks fans in the prime of life and is so much more

deadly on that account, wreaking as it does such havoc among the very
flower of fandom. There are two forms of it, primary annishthesia and
secondary annishthesia, but the first symptoms are identical. The young
and enthusiastic fan publishes several promising issues of his fanzine and a
type of euphoria sets in, indicated by an insatiable thirst for egoboo. This
in itself is not a serious complaint, being almost endemic in fandom. But
often the young fan neglects the most obvious precautions and with a
reckless expenditure of energy begins to produce more and more ambitious
issues, like a child throwing stones into a pond to make splashes. This can
have only one result – annishthesia sets in. He decides to publish a
hundred-page annish.

In primary annishthesia, which is almost invariably fatal, the effort is
too much for him and after a short fever he succumbs to permanent gafia.
Those with stronger constitutions survive and eventually publish their
annish. Haggard, wan, his fingers bleeding from misguided staples, his
back stooped from gathering, his pores stopped up with mimeo ink, in
advanced malnutrition through poverty brought on by the high cost of
paper, the fan stumbles to the mailbox and mails his annish. In his
ignorance he thinks his troubles are over. But no, secondary annishthesia
has still to strike.

Back at home, the fan eagerly awaits the plaudits of fandom, the
prospect which has given him strength to carry on through all those
months of toil and strain. He half expects to receive that very same
afternoon an enthusiastic telegram from the Postal Inspector. But the days
pass and there is utter silence from fandom. But the poor wretch is not
dismayed – rather is he awed at the effect he has produced. Obviously, he
thinks, fandom is stunned. All over the world fans are sitting open-
mouthed, numbed with admiration, refusing meals, neglecting their
families and jobs while they gaze and marvel at the wondrous thing he has
wrought. It is just a matter of waiting until they recover enough strength to
crawl to their typers and air-mail paean after paean of praise. But no. The
days, weeks go by, and still no paean. (That’s why it’s called annishthesia
– there’s no paean.) Finally, just as he has wildly decided that the
Postmaster General is in the pay of rival faneds, two letters arrive. One is
from Dave Ish, who says it’s not a patch on the Quannish. The other is
from Redd Boggs, who says it’s not as good as the Insurgent issue of
Spacewarp. In another week or so he gets a letter from Vince Clarke
saying it’s not to be compared with the November 1943 issue of Zenith. He
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refuses to open the letter from Bob Tucker.
This is the crisis. If the fan survives this he will slowly recover. The

treatment is complete rest and frequent injections of egoboo. It must also
be patiently explained to him that he has unwittingly run counter to one of
the fundamental laws of Fannish Thermodynamics, that comment always
flows from a cold fanzine to a hot one. He has made the terrible mistake of
publishing something which is too big to be read at one sitting, a zine that
fans will tend to put aside to read and comment on adequately later. By
which time its priority has been yielded to the latest oneshot.

However recent research has shown that there is new hope for the
victim of annishthesia. In the first place, any victim who emerges from the
ordeal is the stronger for it. In the second place, it seems clear now that the
amount of egoboo resulting from an annish is not in fact less than it
deserves. It may even be greater. What happens is that its impact is
temporally rather than spatially dispersed. For one thing, dozens of fans
now have guilt complexes about not praising his annish. This, like murder,
will out; and over the years these fans will keep alluding to his annish in
their articles, columns and editorials. It will become a legend. And in a few
years he will have the joy of knowing that at this very moment some poor
Neofan is being made wretched by being told that his annish “is quite
good, but....”
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Instalment 14, Oopsla! 13. May
1954

The Fen Commandments

“Don’t be surprised,” said Anglofan Ted Tubb after he’d read The
Enchanted Duplicator, “if you find yourself being called Missionary
Willis.” I see what he means, but “missionary” is not quite the right word.
I’ve no urge to go into the highways and byways trying to convert the
neofans. Fans are born not made. (This does not apply to female fans, of
course, some of whom are made every Convention.) No, what I feel like at
the moment is more like an Old Testament prophet, an aged patriarch
descending on his own tribe, tripping over his long white beard in his haste
to warn them of the Wrath To Come.

I don’t know whether it’s just a sign of senility, but it does seem to
me that neofans are not what they were in my young days. And that if
some of these Neofen of today are doing to be BNFs of tomorrow, either
they’ve got to change their ways or fandom won’t be a way of life worth
living any more.

For instance it used to be that the average letter asking for material or
some other form of help started off politely... too politely... with “Dear Mr.
Willis” and continued with some more or less extravagant compliments
before coming to the real point. This was all very right and proper. You
discounted the flattery automatically (some time I must draw you a
diagram of my Automatic Flattery Discounter, with its built-in grain-of-
salt gauge) but you recognized it as a sort of necessary ritual politeness.

But this old-fashioned stuff won’t do for our modern neofan. Ho ho.
He thinks of himself, it would seem, as a dauntless young hero fearlessly
confronting the aged BNF and proclaiming his demands with insolent
audacity. The idea, I suppose, is that the BNF, weary of adulation and
sycophancy, will be so surprised and pleased with the fine independence
and manly pride of this upstanding youth that he will clasp him to his
bosom, murmuring brokenly “My son! My son!” Whereas, of course, the
BNF just says “My Ghod, another of these obnoxious little bastards” and
is grateful for the excuse to throw away the letter unanswered.

But here’s one I kept to show you what I mean. It’s from a young
Baltimore fan, one of this Star Rockets crowd who are swarming all over
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the place organizing one another:

Dear Five Of You: (you Slantheads) (Walt, George, Bob, James
and Madeleine.)

(Who’s she? The dog? Irish bull?)
I have been meaning to waste a dime on you for about a

year.
.........I have a complaint to make. It so happens that I have

been publishing a fanzine since Christmas, and so far have
gotten nothing from you at all...

.....I read my mother (who has rather a good sense of
humour) all six pages of Oopsla!’s Harp, and I got exactly one
chuckle out of her. The rest of the time she was hushed,
contemplating greener pastures where science fiction and its fen
did not reach.

.....You sound like you need one of MY colums in one (or
both) of your minor efforts. I think I’ll send you an MS.

.....Care to be UK representative for my zine?

.....Chess by mail? Art? A column by one or more of you in
my zine?

Well, of course, it wouldn’t be fair to be annoyed at the apparent rudeness
of this letter. It’s due partly to natural stupidity and partly to a desperate
attempt to write what the youngster thinks is fannish humour. What’s
pathetic about it is that it shows the hopeless ignorance of how to get along
in fandom that afflicts many of our neofen. It seems to me that many of
these unhappy creatures are going to have a wretched time in fandom
unless they understand fandom’s moral laws, just like any other society.
They’ve never been set down in print before, but they do exist, and this is
what I think they are.

1. Egoboo unto others as you would they should do unto you. This seems
pretty obvious, but it’s a law that’s broken by others than neofen. There
are quite a few BNFs who are firmly convinced that theirs is the only
fanzine in the universe that calls for comment. You may have come across
some of them yourself. You work maybe an entire hour on a long and
helpful letter of comment, going to the trouble to reread each item in the
mag and comment on it individually. You get an equally long reply. One
sentence acknowledges your letter, another acknowledges your fanzine.
The rest of it consists of indignant replies to any criticisms you may have
made of his fanzine, disquisitions on his future policy and aims,
explanations of why he did this and that instead of that and this, news
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about his activities, complaints about your not having noticed some
particular piece of brilliance, and glowing accounts of the ones yet in store
for you. These people believe that the world owes them a loving. How
many of the faneds to whom Boggs writes those long, detailed,
constructive helpful and eminently quotable letters of comment on their
zines take the same trouble to write to Redd about Skyhook? Yet if you
write to these people next time the way they write to you, you’ll get an
indignant or pathetic letter asking what’s wrong. There is nothing to be
done with some of these people – they suffer from Browne’s Disease, an
incurable egotism. But it’s a plague that seems to be growing among
neofen and should be stamped out. Because if people cease to comment on
other people’s fanzines, fandom will die out. Every neofan should be made
aware of the fact that he can’t reasonably expect other fans to comment on
his zine unless he’s willing to comment on theirs and that, for instance, it’s
as rude to write to another fan without commenting on his fanzine as it
would be to pass him on the street without speaking to him.

2. Honour the BNFs, that thy days may be long in thine own BNFdom. My
Ghod, some of you will say, dig that crazy Willis – trying to make sure the
flood of egoboo doesn’t dry up. Well, honestly, it isn’t that at all. It just
seems to me that “fancestor worship” is one of the things that keeps
fandom going. Why do so many Neofen work so hard to become BNFs?
For prestige of course, the admiration of every other fan. But if the other
fans are taught to scorn the BNFs what then? What incentive will there be
to become one? One of the mainsprings of fanac will be destroyed. It
seems to me a good thing for fandom that every fan should have a certain
amount of respect for fans who have done more in fandom than he has.
Speer reveres Ackerman, Boggs reveres Speer, Ellison reveres Boggs,
Raleigh Evans Multog reveres Ellison, and somewhere along the line there
is probably some neofan who reveres Multog. All this is just as it should
be. I don’t mean that neofans should be obsequious to BNFs, or even
deferential – just that in fandom as everywhere else newcomers shouldn’t
throw their weight around until they have some to throw.

3. Never destroy a fanzine. The history, glories and traditions of fandom
consist of a few tons of duplicating paper distributed in odd corners
throughout the Anglo-Saxon world. They’re very vulnerable to being
thrown out as waste paper, because non-fans can’t be expected to realize
that each sheaf of those dirty mimeographed sheets enshrines not only the
precious lifesblood of some distant fans but his hope of immortality... that
some time in 18?th Fandom somebody will read his zine and think of him
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with awe and admiration. If you must get rid of your old fanzines, send
them to some neofan. Don’t destroy even the worst crudzine, because
somebody is bound to appreciate it. It seems to be a natural law that for
every fanzine there is at least one natural-born subscriber. You’ve only got
to look at the second issue of any crudzine to realize this. I really believe
that if you send out half a dozen sheets of used toilet tissue there would be
some fan somewhere who would write in and say it was the best fanzine he
had ever seen.

This column also included a section of The Harp Stateside. [Ed.]
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Instalment 15, Oopsla! 14,
September 1954

Prelude to a Convention

I don’t know that I should write for this old magazine any more, after what
your editor said about me last issue. It’s bad enough having to consort with
no-goods like McCain and Bloch without being called names. I don’t have
to come here to be insulted, you know, I can go anywhere and be insulted.
Did you hear what that Calkins said about me? “Willis is like cheese.”
Well! What a thing to say to a poor inoffensive fan writer. I knew I’d
never make another Emil Zola, but I never thought I’d be a gorgonzola. I
urge all my loyal fans to rise in their thousands... well, hundreds...
dozens... all right, both of you then, and inundate Calkins with demands
for a public apology. Cable him. Write him. Draw up petitions. Parade in
front of his house with placards. Go on hunger strikes. Shoot congressmen.
Jump off high buildings. Any little thing you can do to draw attention to
this terrible injustice.

I must state that this campaign has no connection with a similar one
inaugurated by the National Cheese Manufacturers Association.

However on second thought I suppose I shall have to forget my own
wrongs, overshadowed as they are by the grim events about to take place
in England. We are, my friends, about to witness a fannish holocaust of
dimensions undreamed of in the history of fandom. In a few days from
now I shall set sail for the scene of the drama. In case I do not return I am
casting this manuscript adrift in a sealed envelope so that you will know
what happened and that I died a martyr to the great traditions of fan
conreporting.

It all started with the rise of Northern English fandom a couple of
years ago, when the serious and constructive Manchester Group became
the strongest fan organization in the country. Like all organisms it carried
within itself the seeds of its own destruction – it began to think of holding
Conventions. It did in fact hold a small one in 1953, the “Mancon”. In
spite of appeals for help at the National London Convention earlier in the
year, not a single Londoner turned up. The Northerners’ feelings were
hurt. They accused the Londoners of being apathetic and selfish. The
Londoners retorted by criticizing the Mancon publicity, claiming they’d
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never heard of the thing. Some even hinted that no convention run by dull-
witted Northerners could be worth attending.

Consequently the Northern fans came to last year’s London
Convention with chips on their shoulders. Some of these were immediately
splintered to matchwood by Bert Campbell, editor of the promag
Authentic. Observing Bea Mahaffey in conversation with a group of
Northerners, he was heard to utter the historic words: “For Ghod’s sake
somebody rescue Bea from those bloody provincials!”

This seems to have been accepted as a declaration of war. The
Northern fans sat sullenly through the proceedings, noting every hitch and
mishap in the official programme with a sort of grim satisfaction, and then
went home to write bitter scathing convention reports... with titles like “A
Bloody Provincial At The Fiascon.” These were some of the politer
phrases that were used. Others were “shambles... chaos... flop... disgrace.”
All would be different, they implied, when they ran the National
Convention. They had a name all ready for it. “The Supermancon”.

Seeing that they actually were eager to take over this responsibility,
the Londoners gladly surrendered it. They were only too pleased to get rid
of the White Horse’s burden. For years they’d been running the National
Convention, and they’d got neither profit nor thanks for it. They were
delighted to have the opportunity to sit back for a change and see what sort
of hash their critics would make of the job. Meanwhile the Northern
fanzines kept on publishing their convention reports. All of them
hammered away at the inefficiency and muddle of the organizers, and none
of them gave the Londoners any credit for the months of work they’d put
in nor to the fact that in reality the ’53 London Convention had had more
bright and original ideas than any convention in the history of fandom.
Their smugness began to annoy people; some of them began to think it
might be fun to pull the Northerner’s serious and constructive legs.

In September ’53 the Belfast group invited London fan Vin¢ Clarke
to the Oblique House, The affair was treated as a Convention (Robert
Bloch, Shelby Vick and others also having been invited but unfortunately
unable to attend) and there was an official programme. Item #6 was “In
Secret Session: Proposals for brightening up the Supermancon.” We found
that the idea had already occurred to some of the London Circle. We
kicked around a lot of wild and hilarious ideas, but when Vin¢ Clarke went
home we thought that would be the end of it. It is an axiom in Irish fandom
that the London Circle never get anything done unless they have to.

So we were quite surprised when some weeks later we got a London
Circle oneshot. With circulation restricted to the London Circle, and Irish
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fandom as “neutral observers”, it was headed “Operation Armageddon.
Bulletin One. A Plan To Brighten Up The Supermancon Without The Co-
operation Of The Manchester Group.” There were two pages of
suggestions for doing this, most of them thought up in Belfast, and they
included:

1 (c) A fake programme, messily hectographed, to be issued
at zero minus four weeks. To be followed by a second fake
denouncing the first and offering another and deadly serious
programme.

2 (c) Small skull & crossbones stickers for putting on
bottles and glasses left unattended.

2 (d) “Reserved” notices for seats.
2 (e) Notices to be hung in the Convention Hall –

GENTLEMEN, LADIES, NO SPITTING EXCEPT AT THE
PLATFORM, THE SUPERMANCON COMMITTEE SLEPT
HERE, APPLY TO THE CHAIRMAN FOR YOUR MONEY
BACK, etc.

2 (f) Paper Bags printed “IN CASE OF SICKNESS...
MANCON COMMITTEE” to be pinned on the back of seats.

4 (a) Ron Buckmaster is arriving early and is delegated to
try and put another mike in parallel with the public address
system.

5 (a) Mancunians have an idea that Convention time-
keeping is easy. Suggested that one minute before advertised
starting time, Charlie Duncombe, surrounded by us (Note:
Charlie Duncombe is the London Circle’s loudest answer to Sam
Moskowitz) yells “Minus 60” and gives the count of “Minus 50,
40” and so on. The last five seconds to be chanted by all
Londoners and on “Zero” a starting pistol to be fired.

5 (b) On the second day, alarm clocks mark zero hour.
Suggested everyone bring one, conceals it on self or in bag, pre-
sets it accurately.

6 (a) A “window-smashing” joke can be bought – a dozen
aluminum plates approx 3" by 1½". When dropped in a bunch
they make a hell of a clatter, like a large plate-glass window
falling in. We emptied them on the tiled floor of the White Horse
lavatory and Lew (the bartender) came dashing upstairs two at a
time. Suggested sets be bought or made; at intervals a beery
voice is heard from the bar singing in a Scotch accent “I belong
tae Glasga’” (Peter Hamilton of Glasgow, editor of the promag
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Nebula and Chairman of the Supermancon, is a teetotaller.)
9 (a) At some dull interval during the programme, London

Circlers form chairs in circle, start playing cards.
9 (b) Half-way through sessions, fan at doorway asks in

loud whisper “Have I missed anything?” Fan in front row
replies, “Not a thing.”

9 (d) During a selected speech, rows of Londoners sit with
blown up balloons in one hand and a large pin in the other. Not
doing anything, but the psychological effect should be
tremendous.

Well of course most of these ideas are just fanciful creations of a
mischievous imagination, not to be taken seriously and highly unlikely to
be put into practice. We thought the whole scheme was like that, laughed
at it for a bit, and forgot about it. For the first time in our fannish
existence, we had underestimated the London Circle. Just the other day we
got Operation Armageddon #2 and found out that the London Circle are
still on the ball. There are two more pages of suggestions, like:

15 (a) Before the Con opens, London Circleites perform a
snake-dance at one end of the Hall, accompanied by tom-toms
(small fire on sheet of corrugated iron?), answer queries by
explaining that it is a rite calculated to ensure success of
Supermancon.

22 (a) Phase I. Five minutes after beginning of Guest of
Honour’s speech a live mouse is liberated.

     Phase 2. Girlish screams, cries of “Rat,” all London
Circle women climb on chairs.

     Phase 3. Hunt the rat.
     Phase 4. Lull. Then Dot and Daphne faint.
     Phase 5. Chaos. “Give her air!” Rush to open all

windows. “Brandy!” Indignant speech by husband about
“verminous hall”, “wife in delicate condition” (this need not be
strictly true).

     Phase 6. Law and order prevail. Guest of Honour carries
on with speech.

     Phase 7. Release second mouse.
22 (b) The rat could be imaginary... arrange London

Circlers in zig-zag pattern through audience, at a signal have
them raise excited cries, jump on chairs, etc, to denote passage
of rat (might even get a mass hallucination.)
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In addition to this, a determined effort is going to be made to get the
Convention Committee drunk. Special drinks reinforced with absolute
alcohol and with names like “Martian Dew”, “Venusian Swampwater” and
“Old Spacedog” are being compounded for this purpose by Ted Tubb, who
must now be known as Bathtub Ted. There are 25 Londoners travelling
overnight by road. They’ve booked a suite at the hotel and plan an all-
night party, for which they are issuing exclusive passports. The
Northerners don’t know anything of the London Circle plans, but one
group of them, the Liverpool fans, have pulled off quite a coup. They’ve
booked the lounge of the hotel and got the management’s permission to
hold their all-night party there. I wonder what the chances are that the
Londoners will have their party closed down at an early hour and will
force their way into the lounge. When you reflect that the last British
regional convention, the 1953 Medcon, was by all accounts just one
running zapgun fight, you realize that literally anything can happen. In
addition, Peter Hamilton, the Convention Chairman, is already at daggers
drawn with the London pro editors, the Northern fans have split into two
warring factions, and the new editor of their official zine has resigned and
throw in his lot with the Londoners.

I doubt if Northern English fandom will survive this Convention – I
only hope that British fandom will. Irish Fandom will do its best. As soon
as the Con starts I intend to put on a badge labelled “Innocent Bystander,”
On the second day I may change this to “Non-fan.” If there is a second
day.

And to think I used to complain that British Conventions were dull!

This column also included a section of The Harp Stateside. [Ed.]
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Instalment 16, Oopsla! 15,
November 1954

Postscript to a Convention

After that dire build-up I gave the Supermancon last issue I feel like a bit
like a fireworks promoter who promises an enormous bang and finds he
has delivered a golden spray. It’s pretty, but it’s not what you were
expecting. There was no bloodbath at Manchester after all. True, a
professional editor assaulted a fan who squirted him with a zapgun and
was himself threatened with violence by an unpaid author, there were
fistfights at the entrances to rooms when armed fans tried to raid parties,
two fans who ran amok with soda water syphons had to be forcibly
restrained, and there were other evidences of over-enthusiasm for science
fiction; but on the whole the most notable thing about the Convention was
its sheer good nature. The fiendish programme of sabotage worked out by
the London Circle was not even started, partly because their mascot Bert
Campbell did not arrive (his motorbike having broken down at 4 a.m.
halfway from London) and partly because of the London Circle’s own
good nature. It was only too obvious that the official programme didn’t
need any help from them to collapse. In fact when it did they – that is
principally Ted Tubb – put on one of their own which was a great deal
better.

However, a fair number of phenomena were observed which were
new to British Conventions – which are as you know very sedate affairs.
The editor of the Vargo Statten Magazine took part in a race with another
professional along the hotel corridor on hands and knees to borrow an
aspirin from Ted Carnell’s room, the official starter being Fred Robinson
with a zapgun. Ted Carnell himself introduced a new element of
refinement into zapgun warfare, having filled his with sherry. Two
beautiful girl fans from Liverpool attended the Liverpool Group’s all-night
party in the hotel lounge in futuristic bathing costumes, sold kisses for the
Transatlantic Fan Fund at 5/- a time, and were even courageous enough to
take part in a strip poker game. Fortunately they won consistently – if
they’d lost it would have been very noticeable – and the unluckiest player
seemed to be Terry Jeeves who spent a large part of the evening stripped to
the waist, (I shall never forget the porter’s face when he came into the
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room at 3 a.m. and saw that scene.) Brian Lewis of Gillingham went about
with his shirt outside his trousers like an American fan and toting a
machine zapgun about two feet long. The ultimate weapon. Several fans
sallying out with zapguns to raid another party were thrown back into their
own party by the hotel staff. (I think this must be quite new.) The police
were in the hotel at 1:15 a.m. and again at 7 a.m. looking for a member of
the Convention Committee who had been reported missing by his wife.
The management are understood to have complained bitterly that the
police had never had occasion to visit their hotel in the 60 years of its
existence, and here they were, twice in one night. On the last night there
was a new and pleasing type of convention ritual, when empty bottles were
disposed of by being thrown into the canal far below from the hotel
window, to the accompaniment of immortal remarks like “I NAME THIS
CITY – MANCHESTER!”

The only organized hoax put through by the London Circle was one
that hadn’t been part of “Operation Armageddon” at all. Stuart
Mackenzie’s wife, Connie, was not coming up from London until the night
of the first day, and they conceived the idea of passing her off as Pat
Mahaffey, an unexpected visitor from the States. A pre-arranged telegram
was sent from London signed “Pat”, giving the time of her arrival, and
throughout the afternoon the London Circle made great play of concealing
the news, discussing it just within earshot of Northerners and then looking
furtively around and moving away. Later on they “carelessly” left the
telegram lying around where Dave Cohen, Convention Chairman, could
find it. Dave indignantly taxed them with it and they made a clean breast
of it. Yes, Pat Mahaffey was coming tonight. They’d meant to keep it for a
surprise, but now that Dave had been smart enough to find out he was
cordially invited to join the welcoming committee. At ten o’clock the
welcomers – Dave Cohen, Stuart Mackenzie, Ted Carnell and me – went
down to the station. Dave took us there by taxi. At the platform barrier Stu
nudged me when his wife appeared and I went forward and greeted her,
asking after Bea and recalling old times in Chicago. Dave had the taximan
drive us a roundabout way back to the hotel so “Pat” could have a look at
England, and Ted and I talked to her about Bob Tucker and Robert Bloch
and the rest of our mutual friends. Connie was heavily made up, chewed
gum incessantly, had a TWA label on her bag, and handed round a pack of
Chesterfields. Her accent was from Brooklyn, if anywhere, rather than
Cincinnati, but it was quite good enough for Dave. At the hotel he
introduced her to the other Northern fans, some of whom have since
written her up in their convention reports. But the most complete victim of
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the hoax was, curiously enough, a London fan called Ron Deacon. He had
never met Stu’s wife and fell for the hoax completely. In fact he fell for
“Pat” herself and, perhaps encouraged by the remarkable progress Stuart
Mackenzie had seemed to make with her, started a campaign to try and
date her. This went on with letters and phone calls and other advances
weeks after they all got back to London, while Ron thought “Pat” was a
guest at Stu’s house. Finally Stu got tired of seeing Deacon trying to
seduce his wife under his nose and broke the news to him as gently as
possible. Altogether it was a remarkable hoax, and one that deserves to go
down in fannish history.

Footnote

I had something in this column a couple of issues ago about the way some
neofans write phoney, insincere or even rude letters to people they think of
as “BNFs” whom they evidently imagine to be strange, stuffed figures, not
ordinary friendly human beings. Unfortunately a couple of people to
whom I owe letters seem to have jumped to the extraordinary conclusion
that the reason I didn’t answer them was that they weren’t “polite” or
“respectful” enough. This is (I hope) a laughable idea to anyone who
knows me but all the same I’d like to assure everyone to whom I owe a
letter, which unfortunately includes most of fandom, that the reason has
been merely shortage of time, not bigness of head. If their letters were
friendly and sincere I was very pleased to get them and I hope to reply the
same way when I can.

This column also included a section of The Harp Stateside. [Ed.]
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Instalment 17, Oopsla! 16,
February 1955

Moral Codes and Ethics as Preached in Ireland

The credit for that snappy little title doesn’t belong to me but to Peter
Vorzimer. It was the title of an article I was supposed to have written for a
fanzine called Proton, which was born in Vorzimer’s brain and eked out
its brief existence in those cramped surroundings. Apparently Vorzimer
had the not entirely original idea of creating an imaginary fanzine,
supposed to circulate only among BNFs, and reviewing it regularly in
Abstract. The hoax was successful enough, in the sense that a fire-work is
successful if it goes off, even if it takes part of your hand with it. All
Abstract’s readers were annoyed that they weren’t getting Proton, I was
annoyed because I didn’t like people thinking I was writing for a snob
fanzine, and some other kindhearted fans were annoyed at the boorish tone
of poor Vorzimer’s fake reviews. Bob Tucker even went so far as to quote
one of them in Le Zombie an awful example of fan’s inhumanity to fan.
However I wasn’t fooled, partly because I’m smart and partly because I
knew I hadn’t written an article about moral codes and ethics as preached
in Ireland. I’d never even thought of trying. However, it is a sort of
challenge though... like that imaginary issue of ASF reviewed in Hoen’s
letter some years ago and which Campbell went to immense trouble to
make come true. Anything Campbell can do I can do not nearly so well.
Besides I wanted to say something about Abstract’s Conish anyway. And
now I come to think of it it gives me an opportunity to tell you something
about the problem of how to throw away old shoes in Ireland, and this
might be very useful if any of you are thinking of coming over here this
summer. You might very well bring some old shoes with you, especially if
you belong to the upper set, and want to throw them away. The
guidebooks will tell you all sorts of things, like what to do if your
postillion is struck by lightning, but on a serious practical problem like
how to throw away old shoes they preserve a cowardly silence. How
fortunate you are to have the advice of an expert on this subject, a person
like me of high standing in the old-shoe-throwing-away world.

It was during the war, when clothes were strictly rationed in Northern
Ireland. They were supposed to be rationed in Southern Ireland, too, but
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for some reason rationing never seemed to catch on in that happy-go-lucky
county. It was just too rational for them, I suppose. Anyhow, it was the
Custom for us Northerners to cross the border wearing old clothes, buy
new ones in Eire, and throw the old ones away before we crossed the
border again. Generally you could trust the Customs officials to have the
inherent decency not to undress you; though on some occasions people
have been seen emerging from the Great Northern Station in Belfast with
bare feet, an overcoat and a disillusioned expression. This time Madeleine
had brought a pair of new shoes in Westport, County Mayo. The old ones
were still quite serviceable but we decided to throw them away here,
though we were a long way from the border. For one thing we were on a
cycling tour and were having enough trouble carrying things... I had a
record of part of a Tchaikovsky piano concerto suspended in the frame of
my bicycle and had already lost the first four bars near Ballinrobe... and
for another Mayo is a poor county and we thought someone might be glad
of them. So as soon as we got into the wilds... that doesn’t take long
there... we left the shoes on a stone bridge. It was at the bottom of a very
long and very steep hill and when we’d finally dragged the bicycles to the
top we stopped to take in the view and a few litres of oxygen. From far
below we began to hear faint cries. We looked down the road we had come
and toiling up it there was a small boy, holding something in his hand.
When he got nearer we could see it was a pair of shoes. “You... forgot...
your... shoes,” he gasped. There was such a glow of satisfaction on his face
at having caught us that all we could do was thank him enthusiastically
and offer him sixpence. He accepted it after some hesitation and we
watched him run happily back down the hill. We tied the shoes onto the
bike again and cycled on a few miles until we came to a really lonely
stretch of road. Making quite sure there was no house or human being in
sight we left the shoes guiltily in the middle of the road and hurriedly
cycled on. We’d got perhaps 15 miles and were struggling into the head
wind blowing across the moors when I heard a motor horn behind us. It
was a turf lorry, one of a vast fleet of trucks the government used to bring
peat to Dublin during the coal famine. We thought it was hooting to get
past and pulled onto the grass verge. But no, the driver was leaning out of
his cabin waving a pair of shoes. We admitted they were ours and thanked
him too, and he let in his clutch and tore off happily in the direction of
Dublin. We waited until he was well out of sight. Then we cycled on to the
next stone wall and left the shoes again. This time though we left a note
tied to them; “PLEASE TAKE THESE SHOES – WE DON’T WANT
THEM ANY MORE.” We should have thought of that in the first place.
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We’d still have those shoes if we hadn’t realized that our actions needed
an explanatory footnote.

I’d forgotten all about this until I was reminded of it by something
Madeleine said after she’d finished reading the Abstract Convention issue.
She put the magazine down and said reflectively: “America must be a
horrible place to live in, mustn’t it?” I couldn’t agree, but I knew what she
meant. To the mental impression of the American Way of Life created by
press reports of hurricanes, lynchings, dope addiction, McCarthyism, the
Hays Office, gangsterism and graft, recent fanzines had added little mental
pictures of people getting beat up for reading science fiction, teenagers
getting stupidly drunk at Conventions and bullying younger ones to drink
haircream, morons jeering at movies because they didn’t understand them,
and worst of all one John Fletcher reporting with quiet pride how he stole a
manuscript at the Fanvetcon auction, lied when taxed with it, and refused
to give it to a crying neofan because he was offered only three dollars
instead of five. We’ve had recently a more prominent fan confessing to
having stolen, but that was in penitent sincerity and made no one think the
less of him. What’s alarming about the Fletcher case is hot just that he is,
according to his own statement, a despicable little sneak-thief, but that he
doesn’t seem to see anything wrong with it.

You are tempted to make all sorts of generalizations about things like
this, such as that fandom isn’t what it was, or that Americans are morally
inferior to Europeans, or that the peasants of rural Ireland are more honest
then the natives of Belfast, but I doubt if any of them are true. I think it
was wrong, for instance, for Madeleine and me to be even mildly surprised
at the difficulty we had in getting rid of a pair of shoes. Most people are
honest and where there’s only one thief in a thousand the odds are against
him turning up in a remote spot in the wilds of Ireland, whereas there’s
quite likely to be one around in a big city. The same applies even more in
the States, where in addition you haven’t got the same segregation of
social classes. As for fandom, we’ve had a lot of young newcomers lately
and it’s not surprising if some of them are boorish and stupid, or even that
we get an occasional Fletcher.

What does worry me a bit though is what outsiders are going to think
if they happen to read a copy of a mag like the Abstract Conish. Even I got
the impression that the average modern US Convention was infested by
gangs of extremely obnoxious teenagers. The outsider or newcomer is
going to assume that this is what fandom is like and resolve to have
nothing to do with it. It’s all very well to report honestly what happens at
Conventions but it seems to me there should be some sort of moral
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judgement shown by the editor or reporter, that he shouldn’t present these
happenings as normal and acceptable to his readers. I don’t mind being
thought a bit mad but I should dislike intensely being associated in
anyone’s mind with Fletcher-type creatures. Irresponsible reporting such
as in this issue of Abstract can do all of us a lot of harm.

Department of Brutal Frankness

From the second editorial in Universe, January 1955 (Ray Palmer).

“...authors can’t reach us to ask when we are going to pay for
their manuscripts published back in 1952. The correct answer, of
course (sic), is sometime in 1956.”

Can’t you just see all those big name authors falling over themselves to
write for Universe?

This column also included a section of The Harp Stateside. [Ed.]
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Instalment 18, Oopsla! 17, May
1955.

Eastercon

I notice that in their publicity the Cleveland Convention Committee
proudly announce that this is the first time a whole hotel has been taken
over for a science fiction Convention. Alas, Cleveland, I have news for
you. British Fandom did this for their 1955 Convention at Easter; and a
fabulous success it was. In fact in some ways it was the ultimate
Convention. Nothing could have been better. It was so successful that the
official programme lasted only two hours and was hardly heard of again.
News of survivors from the wreck, such as the auction and the film show,
was spread by word of mouth throughout the bars and lounges so that the
official programme did flicker back into existence from time to time, but
generally people were so happy where they were that they quite forgot it
was supposed to exist.

One utterly unique feature about this Convention was the attitude of
the hotel staff. The most disobliging person there was the hotel manager,
who stipulated – mildly, I admit – that the cleaners be allowed into the
lounges at 7 am to clean up. Apart from this he said we could make as
much noise as we liked. The Night Porter did come in at 4 am the first
night, but only to talk about science fiction and take orders for tea. The
bartenders wielded zapguns and entered thoroughly into the fannish spirit.
There was an advertising campaign started by the Liverpool Group for a
beverage called “Blog” and they put one of the posters behind the bar and
gravely informed nonfan casual drinkers that they were momentarily out of
stock because of the heavy demand. Finally... I know this must sound
incredible... the hotel is willing to have us again! Naturally we sent Tucker
a postcard advising him to stop collecting bricks – we had found the
perfect Convention Hotel.

Of course this happy state of affairs wasn’t attained without a few
awkward moments... such as, for example, the police raid. Maybe I should
explain that in England the hours for drinking are strictly controlled and
any hotel that allows drinking after hours in the public rooms by non-
residents is liable to be prosecuted and have its license taken away. But
this was a small hotel and about a third of the conventioneers were staying
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at another one a few hundred yards away. At 4:20 am on Sunday morning
there was a nice little party going on in the downstairs lounge when the
night porter shambled in, followed by two huge policemen. One of them
carried the hotel register and began to ask people their name and room
number, while the other just stood there looking ominous, with an
arresting sort of expression on his face. I was going to tell you exactly
what happened, naming names, but warning bells have started to ring in
my subconscious. I think British Conventions are getting impossible to
report – everything is either too confusing or libellous. Anyhow complete
disaster was averted by presence of mind by some and absence of body by
others, and the police retired in frustration. After a decent interval the
Convention Secretary thought he might as well go home. He was
registered in a room at the hotel all right, but it was a broom closet. At
about 5 am, then, he opened the hotel door and went outside. He found
himself standing beside one of the policemen who had been in earlier.
“And where might you be going?” asked the policeman. “For a walk,”
answered the Convention Secretary innocently, striding out as jauntily as a
Convention Secretary can at 5 am in the middle of a Convention. The
policeman followed him ponderously and for about half an hour the two of
them in single file walked the streets. At last, just about dawn, the tired fan
shook off his pursuer and doubled back home. I should think that by now
everything has happened to Convention Secretaries. The modern British
Convention is fabulous. See for yourself by voting for London as the next
World Con site when its bid comes up at Cleveland.

This column also included a section of The Harp Stateside. [Ed.]
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Instalment 21, Oopsla! 21, June
1957.

I suppose it was too good to last. For a long time there, all I had to do
when an Oopsla! deadline loomed ahead was to dig out that big envelope
full of used bus tickets, Texaco maps, timetables and similar cherished
souvenirs, and recount the events of another few hours in 1952. If I’d been
left alone I’d probably have kept it up indefinitely, getting nearer to the
end of the trip without actually arriving, until your great-grand-children
would have been reading to you in childish piping voices the report of my
journey foot by foot and then inch by inch up the gangplank, with dramatic
accounts of each splinter. But now the suggestion has come down from
Head Office that this should become a proper column again: and, lazy
hound though I am, I’ve got to agree with your editor. I’ve been
wondering myself whatever became of those old style fan columns that
used to be in all the fmz when I was a neofan back in the late Forties. I’d
like to see them back again.

There were several kinds of them of course. First, there was the
Boggs “File 13” type, a parade of pithy paragraphs about current
scientifictional events. Those were the days when a pro editor couldn’t
drop a serif off his typeface without half fandom picking it up and
brandishing it as evidence of A Trend. Yet only a few months ago
Astounding published in almost consecutive issues two stories with a
completely identical plot (test pilot hypnotized by instruments) –
incontrovertible evidence that Campbell Is Slipping Again – and nobody
batted an eyelid. Why, in the old days that would have been a major
sensation. Articles would have been published in all the fanzines
speculating as to whether Campbell had taken to drink, dope, or to
accepting bribes from Galaxy. He would have been criticized, defended,
vilified, whitewashed and psycho-analyzed within an inch of his life. But
nowadays he could put a half-naked woman on his cover and nobody
would remark on it. In fact, he’s just done it. I don’t expect anyone will
start jumping up and down and pointing to it, because nobody did when
about this time last year Astounding first got around to conceding the
existence of sex. What I am wondering is how many fans on reading that
surprising story turned frantically to the contents page and saw with a
curious thrill that the usual byline “Assistant Editor: Kay Tarrant” was
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missing? Why, this was a semi-mythological event worthy to rank with the
day Jane of the English Daily Mirror lost all her clothes. This comic strip
heroine, as you may know, displays selected portions of her anatomy every
day and during the War it became a legend with the troops that on Victory
Day she would show All. It was practically one of the Allied War Aims.
The story goes that on VE Day she did, and spurred on by this glimpse of
what they were fighting for, the Allied Forces went on to beat Japan.

But how many present-day fans know or care about the Legend of
Catharine Tarrant? The story is that Miss Tarrant is an acidulous spinster
whose life is dedicated to keeping Astounding a clean-cut magazine for
John’s super-scientific Boy Scouts. She might accept bad stories, accept
stories full of elementary grammatical errors, even accept stories twice that
shouldn’t have been written once, but there’s one thing you could be sure
of: that when John W. Junior looked in from playing with his dianetics set
or Hieronymus Machine or whatever the latest fad was, he would never
find that she’d accepted anything that would raise a blush from a pure-
minded young lady. (Whether it would arouse any interest at all was of
course another question altogether, and one that doesn’t seem to have
worried either of them.) Miss Tarrant, dedicated from the neck up, fought
for Astounding’s honour as she would have no doubt fought for her own, if
the occasion had ever arisen. The legend goes on that in the days when
Astounding had its own stable of writers they used to get up to some
horseplay, and one of the ways they kicked over the traces was to vie with
one another to see who could sneak something dirty past Miss Tarrant.
Obscene double meanings and erotic allusions were painstakingly thought
up and cunningly inserted in perfectly serious stories, camouflaged with all
the literary skill the authors could command. But none of them could get
past the faithful guard of Miss Tarrant’s shining blue pencil. None, that is,
except George O. Smith. He won the contest in a canter by getting into
print a story about a man who built a better mousetrap (which I wouldn’t
be surprised was written especially for the purpose) in which the hero’s
tomcat was referred to casually as “the original ball-bearing mousetrap.”
Now, in the light of all this, wouldn’t it be interesting to speculate on what
lay behind the omission of Miss Tarrant’s name from the issue with the
sexy story in it, and its reinstatement the following month? Has Campbell
gone in for sex with the same enthusiasm he went in for dianetics and
seduced Miss Tarrant? Has an ultimatum come down from old Street &
Smith that like King David they need sex to restore their failing circulation
and that Miss Tarrant must give in or go? If so, is Miss Tarrant being
driven out of her mind by the conflict between her principles and loyalty to
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good old S&S, so that she’s accepting stories twice and so on? Or was it
merely that she was on holiday when the offending story was put in, and
when she got back there were angry scenes and stamped feet and slammed
doors and tearful reconciliations?

Of course one of the reasons we don’t have this type of column any
more is the same one that explains why I haven’t been able to give the
dates of any of the issues of Astounding I was thinking about. Generally,
fans don’t keep their prozines the way they used to, and they don’t have
them available for reference. As for the current issues, those fans who buy
them all don’t have time to read them; and those who don’t buy them all
often find it embarrassing to take their typer down to the newsstand and
write their column there. We do have prozine reviews, Ghod help us, but
in the nature of things as they are, or as they were until quite recently, they
can’t be the leisurely conducted tours they used to be. They resemble more
the desperate cries of policemen during a riot, directing refugees to places
of safety or warning them of particular perils.

There’s an even older form of this type of column, the science
snippets one. This has been dying since the days of Will Sykora, and there
are plenty of us waiting to dance on its grave. Nowadays you can get the
same information, presented quite as inaccurately, in the newspapers and
promags. We also have the flying saucer fringe of fandom, but the less
said about that the better. I’ve nothing against flying saucers personally,
you understand – it’s just that I don’t like the company they keep.
Incidentally, didn’t anyone think it was a shocking thing to see a reputable
reviewer like Santesson devote a whole page of Fantastic Universe to
discussing Adamski, Leslie and Allingham as if they were more than
crackpots or swindlers?

Then there’s the purely fannish type of column, including Convention
Reports and social notes from all over. Usually the trouble with these is
that when the events are interesting you don’t feel like taking notes, and
reports tend to degenerate into lists of people you didn’t eat breakfast with
and who was under whose bed. Pending the invention of a pocket tape-
recorder there’s nothing to be done about this, unless like John Berry you
just invent everything including the events themselves. But now I come to
think of it, there’s one fannish occasion I can partly report. Yesterday Irish
Fandom had a farewell party for Bob Shaw, who is sailing shortly for
Canada. The hosts were James and Peggy White, in the new White house
up in the Belfast Mountains, the entire deposit for which was paid by the
sale of one story to Astounding, (it’s the only one-story house in the world
with two floors.) Madeleine is in hospital, so I took some notes so I could
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tell her about it and thus I happen to have some authentic dialogue.
Everyone in Irish Fandom was there – James and Peggy White, Bob and
Sadie Shaw, the venerable George Charters, John Berry, Gerard Quinn
(the K. Winn of the Fansmanship Lectures, though he didn’t know this
himself until last night), and me. When George arrived, James and Peggy
called him to the window to admire their front garden, recently reclaimed
from the primeval jungle...

James: Look at my new fence posts, George. Observe the symmetry.
George: Call that symmetry? Where’s the headstones?
Peggy: Did you see the Sweet William?
George: You mean that stuff you planted the shamrocks beside?
Peggy: I didn’t plant those shamrocks; they came up by their own

Sweet Will.
James: Don’t you like the anemones?
George: No, I hate those things. They gave me one in hospital before

I had my operation.
James: It’s a pity they didn’t believe in euthanasia there. They might

have put you out of our misery.
Bob: What’s euthanasia? Siberian Boy Scouts?
Of course this dialogue is condensed.... Another time they were

talking about clothes and Peggy mentioned seeing in a shop window a pair
of knickers with “No, no, a thousand times no!” embroidered round the
hem.

George: In Braille?
Bob: Tch tch. You dirty old man.
George: At my age, I have about as much interest in women as I had

when I was four.
Bob: What a dirty wee beast you must have been.
Maybe I had better explain that George is the oldest of our group by a

few years, though he doesn’t look it, and it has become a Berry-inspired
tradition that he is in an advanced stage of senile decay.

When the drinks were served I suggested everyone throw their glasses
in the fire-place, shouting “Skoal!”

James: Do that and you’ll be skoalded.
Peggy: Shall I throw some coal on instead, shouting “’s’coal”?
James: No, if the room gets any warmer we’ll all lapse into a coma.
George: Well, if you don’t want a coma, just put some semi-colon.
Bob didn’t move a muscle of his face. “I think,” he said gravely, “I’ll

save that one up and laugh at it when I get home.”
James was showing us some transparencies of Twenty Thousand
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Leagues Under the Sea.
“This character was using atomic energy 100 years before it was

invented,” he said. “His watch was fast.”
Later, Peggy was bringing in the supper, and bumped into the tea-

trolley on the door tread. “Those trolleys should have caterpillar tracks,”
suggested someone.

John: For bringing in the grub?
Bob: Yes, especially when it’s home cocoon,
Had enough? There’s one last type of column I haven’t mentioned,

the fmz review column. Nowadays there are so many fanzines that trying
to review them all is rather like swatting flies. I’d like to see someone
attempt a more searching analysis of certain fans and fanzines, the way
Laney used to vivisect them in Spacewarp. I’m no Laney, but I’ll try to
give in each instalment of this column from now on a detailed review of
one fanzine, the last to arrive at the time of writing.

This time the victim is Muzzy #8, from Claude Hall, 2214 San
Antonio St., Austin 5, Texas. 46 pages. 25¢ or Pay After Reading. Muzzy
is rather muddily mimeoed on coarse paper, something like Dimensions.
This is probably just as well, because if it had been any more legible it
might have been banned by the postal authorities; some of the fillers are
jokes of doubtful age but determined indelicacy. The cartoons are not
particularly distinguished, ranging from the infantile (Example: man
holding dagger, caption “I’m sure you’ll get the point”) to those doodle-
things by Dave English which look as if they were drawn by a pneumatic
driller during his lunch hour, but which many people seem to like. Hall is
carrying on a one-man crusade for more amateur fiction in fanzines, but
the examples here are not a very good advertisement for his cause. There is
a rather vapid column by Nancy Share which shows promise of developing
into something worth while and another “Whither Science Fiction” article
by Wilkie Conner, better than most and prophesying the return of the
pulps. But the main interest of the magazine is the personality of Hall
himself, which rather resembles that of a disgruntled Max Keasler.
Hitherto Hall’s main claims to fame that I am aware of have been an
account in an early Muzzy of his desperate struggles to produce the
magazine while in the Army, which was sincere and quite moving, and a
more recent article asserting that some other Texas crudzine was superior
to Quandry, which was so absurd that everyone ignored it. Both these
Hall-marks are evident in this issue, especially in the fmz review section
where, while his judgements are still odd, his writing bears out the decided
promise shown in the early Muzzy article and his later reports from
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Germany in his Apazine. His comments are forceful and pungently
expressed. Examples... Psychotic: “I wouldn’t recommend this crapzine to
a bird dog.”... A La Space: “In the editorial, Kent Corey says ‘I’m back’
and the reader is quickly struck with the associated thought that the air
might have remained a little fresher had he remained away.”... Merlin: “It
must be interesting to someone, yet you can’t think who.” And so on. You
might not be able to agree with two out of three of his assessments, but
you must admit it’s fun to see someone stick out his neck like this, even if
it’s brass, and it make a nice change from the reciprocal backscratching
that fills most fmz review columns. Admittedly Claude lets his own friends
down easily, but fortunately for us he doesn’t seem to have many friends:
and unfortunately, faneds being the hypersensitive creatures they are, if he
goes on like this he’ll have even less. However that’s his worry.
Meanwhile the rest of us can sit on the sidelines and enjoy the brawl.

Incidentally, about this sort of thing, I had a pained letter the other
day from an English fan because of something I’d said expressing
approval of À Bas. He felt that the sort of name-calling that goes on there,
especially the Ellik-Vorzimer fight, was in poor taste; that fans shouldn’t
be cruel to one another, even if the victim was a fugghead. Fuggheads
have feelings too, he pointed out. Well, that’s true, and I admit I wouldn’t
go in for this sort of thing myself. But there seems to be a type of fan for
whom this is a way of life, and presumably they enjoy it. It’s like amateur
boxing. It’s not my idea of fun, but if two men like to go into a ring and try
to hurt one another I don’t see why I shouldn’t watch them with interest
without feeling any vicarious guilt on their behalf.
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Instalment 22, Oopsla! 23,
December 1957

1,578,000,000 Neofen

Isn’t it funny how life always ad libs? You think up all the ways a thing
can possibly happen and write them down and classify them and check
through them again and again to make sure you’ve covered every possible
twist... and then the Event comes along and Fate throws away the script
and somehow manages to do the unexpected after all. I guess it proves the
Universe is a live show, which is a good thing – I’d hate to be a
telerecording – but it is sort of unsettling, isn’t it?

I’m thinking of the beginnings of space flight as we’re watching them
now... or The Dawn of The Space Age as those neofannish newspapers
persist in calling it. For the last thirty years and more all us high power
inventive geniuses in science fiction have been working out the various
ways in which this situation we have nowadays might have come about.
And now here it is and it’s happened in a way not one of us foresaw.
What’s more – and this is the most surprising thing of all – we now see
quite clearly that it just couldn’t have happened any other way.

I don’t mean the satellites, of course, I mean something far more
astonishing and important – the acceptance by the public of the
sciencefictional creed that man’s destiny lies in space. Now that we’ve
won there’s no harm in admitting here among ourselves that we hadn’t
much of a case. There is no economic or military value of traveling to the
moon and the planets: nothing we could find there would be worth the cost
of fetching it home and colonization is a logistic absurdity. The brutal truth
is that we have been goldbricking the world. We have been trying to
hoodwink the public into throwing away billions of dollars of their money
just so we could check up on Bonestell. It was a con game, the biggest
ever, and it hadn’t a chance of coming off without a miracle. Well, the
miracle came along: the Russians beat America into space. That was the
finest thing that ever happened.

It may not have looked that way at the time, but you can imagine
what would have happened in the old probability-world where America
had the monopoly of bigtime scientific progress. In due course a few
American basketballs would have been tossed up casually according to
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plan, there would have been some mild interest and a few more Sunday
supplement articles about the International Geophysical Year, the satellites
would have come down again, end that would have been that. Finish. Back
to intercontinental ballistic missiles and other nice, sensible ways of
spending money. But instead we had shock! Mystery! High drama!
NEWS! A strange Russian moon bleeping among the stars, sending back
uncanny messages. NEWS!

First, the lack of detailed information and human interest angles on
the strange satellite forced the journalists to fall back on what they already
had on file about space flight – mostly starry-eyed propaganda from us
faaans – and on statements from space-happy Russians. That set up the
mental climate. Then the reporters started looking around for follow-up
material and there it was staring them in the face. One nation playing idly
with satellites was nothing: but an international contest – astronomical
basketball with the goal in full view of the biggest crowd ever – clear the
front page! Or, better still, call it a race. There’s nothing like a race for
news. There’s the winning post up there... that big yellow disc.

But you can’t come right out and say the nation should squander all
that money just to salve its injured pride and make good copy for the press.
The goal has to be made to look worth while. So all of a sudden all the
newsmen became indistinguishable from science fiction fans. They
proclaimed that the start of space flight was comparable to the discovery of
fire and the invention of the wheel and its development the greatest thing
in Man’s future. The few diehards who dissented were mocked as fuddy-
duddies, the way we used to be mocked as crackpots. So now we have the
two greatest nations in the world hellbent for the moon and Mars. The race
may have started for the wrong reasons but they’re rapidly being
rationalized into the right ones, borrowed from us, and by the time we get
there, with luck everyone will realize that the only race that mattered all
along was that of Man.

We’re off!

Snug in the Fug

The London Worldcon was comfortable, relaxed, casual, conversational,
friendly, informal, unpretentious and epoch-making. I’m not going to write
any detailed report about it, partly because I haven’t got the necessary
notes and partly because it seems to me to have been one of those
occasions where what happened wasn’t important so much as how people
felt. When you come to think of it, that’s true to some extent of most

107



conventions. You can read page after page of conreport full of details
about the programme or of meals, meetings and movements, and at the end
of it you find that all the writer had conveyed of what was the important
thing about the convention – what it felt like to be there – was half buried
in an almost accidental phrase or an unconsciously revealing incident. In
your mind your subconscious takes the conreport and shreds it down,
throws away all the bones of hard fact except for a few flavoursome
events, and boils the rest down until you’re left with the pure, rich essence
of the convention. This is what you remember, what distinguishes that
convention from any other. It should be possible to perform this operation
at the plant and supply the finished produce direct to the consumer. I’ll try.

Imagine a quiet old part of London just outside the heart of the city,
Bayswater. Stately old stone-faced terrace houses with balconies, rusty
iron railings and desultory trees. Nobody can afford to live here any more
and the main streets are all small shops, offices and restaurants. But in the
quieter streets, like Leinster Gardens, the old houses linger on almost
unchanged as hotels. Like the Kings Court.

We approached it from the tube station by a curiously circuitous route
and the first thing we noticed about it were two tattered doormats wedged
against the stone pillars on each side of the door, like hair growing out of
nostrils. Directly inside the door was the reception desk with two pretty
girls behind it talking to someone with an American accent whom I didn’t
recognize, an island of order in a sea of chaos. The lounge opposite them
was strewn with unassembled electronic equipment, paintpots, junk,
shavings, paper and rubbish. Overalled workmen were everywhere; there
was a smell of turpentine and a sound of hammering. The carpets were up,
of course, but it looked as if they might come down again by Christmas.
No such glowing hopes could be held out for the stairs, where work had
hardly yet started. Probably the decorators had had a look at the bedroom
floors and decided there was no point in encouraging anyone to go up
there. The corridors had a definite air of being reconciled to demolition,
being neither straight nor level, so that you found yourself brushing the
walls or now and again running downhill... very disturbing in the early
hours of the morning. This was because the hotel had been made by
knocking three or four houses together and of course they didn’t quite fit.
Every now and then a flight of steep stone steps led down to a dirty
lavatory or bathroom. There was not much the management could have
done with the antiquated plumbing at short notice but they might, in
deference to the susceptibilities of our refined American friends, have
segregated them into male and female.
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Downstairs again I found Bobbie Wild and Dave Newman,
Convention Secretary and Programme Committee stalwart respectively,
both talking at once to a dark, plump, disgruntled man of about 35. They
introduced him as the manager who had, they enthusiastically affirmed,
been “very cooperative”. I formed the impression that they were tying to
butter him up and tried to do my bit. “Ah, M. Maurigny!” I exclaimed
joyfully with my best mixture of French accent and Irish charm. So this
was the wonderful M. Maurigny, proud representative of the best of
French cuisine and continental gaiety and blood brother of the Convention
Committee. Bobbie and Dave looked slightly taken aback and hastily
explained that M. Maurigny had just sold out, leaving the sinking ship to
this new manager, Mr Wilson, who had had a Raw Deal but was being
Very Cooperative. Very Cooperative, they repeated fervently. Apparently
the villainous Maurigny had handed over the place in dilapidation and
chaos, leaving the cooperative Mr. Wilson to cope with redecoration and a
convention simultaneously. But convention or no convention, the
redecoration must go on. I also learned that several of the Americans who
had come over on the chartered plane had checked out of the hotel in high
dudgeon already, some without paying their bills, and one of them had felt
so deeply about it he had gone to the trouble to telephone a complaint
about the hotel to the British Hotel Association. I scanned through the list
of their names anxiously and was somewhat relieved to find I didn’t
recognize any of them except Gray Barker, the flying saucer man. Feeling
that my intervention hadn’t been too helpful I slunk away to get something
to eat. It was only 15 paces from there to the dining room but in that
distance three people told me the hotel food was unspeakable so we invited
the last of them (Harry Harrison) to eat outside and had a worried curry at
an Indian restaurant two blocks away. No matter how you look at it, it
wasn’t a good start for a Worldcon.

That was Thursday, but by Friday evening things were looking up.
There were nice new carpets everywhere downstairs and even some bits on
the walls. At least they were covered with an odd, hairy wallpaper, all little
patches of short, red fur. I remember asking Moskowitz if it was science
fiction plush. I’m sorry to be talking so much about the hotel, but believe
me it was important. It set the whole mood of the convention. The lounges
were the key. There were five of them, altogether, all quite small, and
furnished with comfortable armchairs and coffee tables. Waiters with trays
and girls with trolleys patrolled them until dawn plying the fans with food
and drink. The drinks actually had ice in them. Yes, ICE! (Only those of us
who have been to Europe will be properly impressed by this.) It seemed to
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me it would take an awful lot of dirty bathrooms to outweigh all this. The
most important result was that we had lounge parties instead of bedroom
parties, a quite different thing... smaller, more intimate, more fluid, little
congenial groups constantly forming and reforming. The only interruption
we had was when the staff wanted to run a vacuum cleaner over the nice
new carpets about five o’clock in the morning. I remember one night when
we were asked to move twice and Bob Silverberg suggested we have a
party in his room. Barbara was tired and said no, let’s go to bed. Bob said,
all right, we’ll have a party of two. The waiter overheard part of this
conversation and said, if you’re going to have a party in your bedroom
please don’t make too much noise. Bob said: “We’ll be as quiet as possible
in our Barbaric American way.”

That was about the most trouble we had with the staff. There was no
house detective, of course, and no need of one except when Ray Nelson
and his skiffle group started to bring complaints from the people across the
street about 4 am one morning. (Didn’t I tell you Ray Nelson was there?
Yes, Fifth and Sixth Fandomers, THE Ray Nelson! He’s living in Paris,
had been in London on business, heard about the convention by accident,
rolled along and had been there for two days before Chuck Harris saw his
name badge and rushed to me to either confirm his identity or expose him
as a hoax.) Yes, the staff stuck it well, being kept working all night,
banging away in the kitchen which was centrally situated on the ground
floor. This fact led to an awe-inspiring convention first. This was the first
convention ever where the fans complained about the staff making a noise
during the night!

I’ll have to cut this short here but I must mention the most important
impression of all; that Francis Towner Laney is a fool. The American fans
we met were fine people. But more about that next issue.
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Instalment 23, Oopsla! 24,
February 1958

It is Christmas morning and Ireland is covered with a soft mantle of mud
as I sit here in the Oblique House attic, shivering over an inadequate
electric fire. The quiet morning air is filled with the sound of distant
church bells and the smell of singeing trousers. What cruel fate has exiled
me to this Siberia, you may well ask. Since you do, I’ll tell you.

Naturally, I had intended to pass this holy morning in fasting and
meditation – to be specific, working up an appetite for my Christmas
dinner and wondering if the turkey would be tender – but yesterday a big
envelope arrived, covered with so many FIRST CLASS MAIL labels and
three cent stamps that for a while I thought it was a patchwork quilt from
my old aunt. But when I broke into it I found it was the latest Oopsla!
from Salt Lake City with a salty laconic note from our ex-Marine Sergeant
Calkins. “I’d appreciate your column by Christmas,” it said. Just like that.
Polite, but firm.

Well, of course, as far as this loyal member of the Oopsla! staff was
concerned this command was engraved on tablets of stone, even if it might
have looked to you to be scrawled on mimeo paper with a ballpoint pen.
But it looks as if I’m going to have some difficulty in complying with it,
on account of 3,000 word cables being so expensive these days. So are
phone calls, and besides I don’t know Gregg’s number. Of course I could
always phone Kindly Ol’ Walt Bowart and ask him; I don’t know Good
Ol’ Walt but it must be about 5 am over there in Oklahoma, and I’m sure
he’d be delighted to hear from anyone so far away at that time. But then he
might ask me Tucker’s address, I thought. I considered asking the BBC to
broadcast my column in their North American Service instead of the
Queen’s speech... but I think they’ve had a down on fandom ever since the
affair of the Wimbledon Tennis Championships last summer. That was
Arthur Thomson’s fault, of course. Imagine, parading up and down the
Centre Court in front of the television cameras with a big placard reading
BACK TO YOUR FANAC, WILLIS.

So unless I can borrow one of John Berry’s fleet of long-playing
intercontinental ballistic budgerigars to dictate this column to Gregg, I’m
afraid it’s going to be late. However, it gives me time to sort through this
little heap of fanzines that have been accumulating in the corner there, all
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marked “Colm” or some other inscription that must have made sense at the
time. You see, it occurred to me a while ago that one of the things that’s
wrong with fandom nowadays is that nobody pays enough attention to
what other people are doing. It’s a bit like one of those parties where
everyone is either talking or, as Thurber put it once, not so much listening
as waiting for an opening. Strange and wonderful things are happening all
over the place, but sometimes you would think there’s nobody watching.
There are some good fanzine review columns, of course, but that’s not
quite what I mean. In those columns the fanzines go in at one end and
come out quietly at the other all wrapped up in uniform packages like
sausages. What we want are some columnists who will Point with
Amazement, View With Alarm, Regard As Significant, meanwhile leaping
up and down with excitement every now and then and jumping to
conclusions. So here I come, tottering into the breach.

For instance, here’s a copy of Yandro in which Marion Bradley, who
seems to take everything very seriously, including herself, threatens to
discontinue her column because a “certain type of fan... considers himself
personally insulted by it”. She goes on to bemoan the fact that modern
fandom isn’t interested in science fiction. Far be it from me to suggest
anything so indelicate, but I can’t help feeling that someone, somewhere,
somehow has been pulling Marion’s leg. In ten years in fandom I’ve come
across only one fan – Max Keasler – who wasn’t interested in science
fiction... and even he was beginning to like it. I suppose I’m one of the
anti-serious constructive fans Marion has in mind, but I read every science
fiction magazine I can get and if I could get more I would read more. No
doubt it’s a bit different in the States where you can look through the field
at the newsstand, and probably many fans don’t buy so many promags as
they used to do. But that’s not because they’re not interested in good
science fiction, it’s because the promags aren’t printing it. And if some of
us don’t run much about sf in our fanzines it’s because we can find things
that are more fun to write about than exactly how one hack differs from
another. And even this might be different if the professionals took more
interest in fanzines. Unfortunately many of them seem to regard fanzines
as a natural phenomenon, like rain, which should continue to arrive at
regular intervals without any effort on their part. When I was running
damon knight’s column in Hyphen I sent copies of the issues to about
twenty professionals who weren’t on my sub list: I didn’t get so much as
an acknowledgement from any of them. (Nor, incidentally, from Marion
Bradley.) Now I print other material and sell those 20 copies. No doubt
Marion would say this proves I’ve no interest in sf. To me it proves I can’t
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afford to show it.
I admit there was a period when a certain section of fandom jeered at

as “sercon” anything in a fanzine that dealt with sf, and I suppose I must
take a certain amount of responsibility for that. But it still seems to me
that, this was just a healthy swing of the pendulum away from years of
turgid and pretentious rubbish, and at the moment it looks to me to have
swung back to normality. We have two monthly fanzines at the moment,
Cry of the Nameless and Yandro, and both of them deal primarily with sf.
It’s true that neither of them is yet the “focal point” of fandom which every
monthly fanzine used automatically to become, but both of them are still
evolving from club fanzines and may go a long way yet. Not Yandro,
perhaps, which though a pleasant and unpretentious fanzine with
occasional flashes of brilliance like Stratton’s film reviews, has a certain
static inbred quality which gives it all the disadvantages of esotericism
without any of the rewards, but Cry is definitely going places. Now that
Wally Weber has been to the London Worldcon it may continue its
advance into fandom even further; what with him and the Busbys and the
others on the staff, real and imaginary, there’s enough talent in Seattle to
liven up fandom and maybe even live down GMCarr.

With South Gate coming up, it’s nice to see the sun rising all along
the West Coast. With the recent issues of Innuendo, the younger San
Francisco fandom seems at last to be realizing its potentialities. The recent
Innish (Terry Carr) seems to me the best fanzine of its kind to come out
since the Quannish of 1951... maybe even since the Insurgent Spacewarp.
Carl Brandon’s fannish version of The Catcher in the Rye is one of the all-
time masterpieces of fannish writing.

The ideal fanzine, of course, would be one with the reliability and
solid sfnal backbone of Cry plus the fannish genius of Innuendo.
Something like that is needed to arrest the drift of the pros away from
fanzines which has been taking place these last years. I’m thinking of
people like Asimov, Sturgeon, Boucher, etc, who are fannish types but
only seem to show it at conventions. The rest of the year they seem to have
no time for fandom and I suppose they regard it as fuggheaded.

So it is, part of it; but then so is part of prodom. One example was
spotlighted by Jim Broschart in the first issue of his Ballast, with a couple
of brutal burlesques of SF Bookclub advertisements – YOU TRAVELLED
THROUGH TIME TO TASTE FORBIDDEN LOVE and WIN A ONE
WAY RESERVATION TO THE SUN. One of Broschart’s final notes
seemed specially appropriate: “A passing grade on this solar quiz will
bring you – absolutely free – a practising psychiatrist who certifies that
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you are among the very FIRST to apply for passage to the Sun. This
commits you.” Yes, this is the sort of thing that has replaced:
“RUPTURED? THROW AWAY THAT TRUSS.” I don’t see any
improvement – quite the reverse, in fact. The old ads assumed merely that
you were suffering from athlete’s foot, rupture or sex ignorance,
misfortunes which could happen to a bishop: these new ones assume that
you are mentally deficient.

What sort of fuggheads are these who are convinced, to the point of
spending hundreds of dollars of our money, that the average reader of
Astounding and Galaxy wants a handy hardback wallet-size certificate that
he is among the first to apply for passage to the Moon? Even accompanied
by a “Moon Weight Chart and a complete Rocket-ship Flight Schedule for
the Moon, Venus, Mars, Jupiter and Saturn”? Presumably the Secret
Handgrip and Unbreakable Space Patrol Code comes later. Their view is
that these documents will be “evidence of your adventurous spirit... your
imagination... your interest in the world of tomorrow.” To me they’re
evidence that the SF Bookclub people and the editors which allow these
advertisements to disgrace their magazines and the intelligence of the sf
field are just not very bright. After years of prodding from fandom they
finally put front covers on sf magazines which you weren’t ashamed to be
seen with in public. Now we have to hide the back covers.

And yet no doubt these professionals regard themselves as the mature
intellectual leaders of the sf field, and fans as unbalanced crackpots. The
sane balanced professionals deplore fandom’s “private jokes and curious
excesses”... or so it was explained to me once by a professional author as
he reeled from the bar to his psychiatrist.

There is one element of truth in the contempt some pros have for
fandom, and that is that fandom tends by its very nature to have more
young and inexperienced people in it. But taking the established fans as a
fair basis of comparison, I’d stack people like Boggs, Burbee, Harris,
Clarke, Eney, Grennell and Calkins against any group of professionals by
any criterion you care to name. And that’s leaving out of account
professionals like Bloch and Tucker. The real reason fandom has such a
bad name in some quarters is that we wash all our dirty linen in public. No
wonder people think we’re round the Bendix.

Snug in the Fug (continued)

By now several British Worldcon reporters have broken the startling news
that the American contingent at the Worldcon behaved themselves with
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modesty and discretion. Please don’t be offended, American fans, by their
undertone of surprise. You must make allowances for the fact that the
mental picture which the average British fan has of American fandom is
coloured by the fulminations of Laney, newspaper reports of American
delinquency and personal experience of a certain class of American tourist
and GI. He really knows Americans are nice people: it’s just that when he
confirms it for himself his subconscious can’t help giving out a little sigh
of relief.

America could be proud of the people it sent to the Worldcon. Since
1952 I’ve thought that the average US fan was more sensitive and
perceptive than the average nan in the American street and now, having
seen how they compare with ordinary tourists, I’m sure of it. It was for all
the world as if they had carefully studied every characteristic of the
American tourist that had ever been criticized and then taken immense
pains to guard against them. For instance, not one of them could be
induced to make uncomplimentary comparisons about anything they saw
in Britain. Even what criticism was made of the amenities of the
Convention Hotel – and there was a lot to criticize, especially from the
American point of view – was made, as it were, from our side, as fellow
fans. There was no implication that US sfandom could have done better, or
would even have wanted to choose another type of place. They all seemed
quite determined to “do as the Romans do” and take inconveniences as
part of the interest of living in a foreign country... like the wet streets in
Venice.

The one thing that really surprised me about them, seeing them side
by side with British fandom, was how well they were dressed. We were a
shabby-looking lot, I must say. Even James White’s sartorial perfection
(and he’s a professional in the new clothes racket) was dimmed beside the
magnificence of Steve Schultheis in his more-than-immaculate blue suit
made of a cloth I haven’t seen the like of outside the lining of expensive
chocolate boxes. I remember Arthur Thomson telling me in awed tones of
Steve sorting through his file of trousers. He would take out a pair which
looked to Arthur to be practically still in their cellophane, run a finger
along the crease and then, it being but the work of a moment to wipe the
blood from his hand, drop it on the floor saying, “Better have those
cleaned and pressed.” And then there was Beau Raeburn with his spectrum
of sports clothes... I don’t know, maybe it’s something to do with the fact
that I was an adolescent in the Thirties, when the correct dress for the
young intellectual was what we thought of as casual, which usually meant
baggy flannels and a sportscoat with pockets bulging with books. We
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would have thought any concern with clothes sissy, if not actually pansy.
Obviously times have changed; but of all the habits of modern teenagers,
dressing up as Edwardian dandies is the only one I find incomprehensible.
Why, when I was that age there were so many things I wanted to buy –
books, records, radio parts, a motor bike (never did get that) – that I
regarded spending money on clothes as just throwing it away. I still do, I
suppose, but Boyd Raeburn’s clothes shook me. I’d like to wear things like
that if I could. Usually good clothes, when I have to wear them, make me
feel constrained, but his looked comfortable and casual.

Which reminds me of another thing I noticed about the Americans,
how careful they were with money, I don’t mean they were mean, just that
they seemed to be careful to avoid throwing it around ostentatiously the
way some Americans abroad have been criticized for. They positioned
themselves on our standard of living, as it were, with the result that going
about with them was just like going about with British fans... sort of
comfortable. They fitted in.

There were, of course, a lot of individual impressions – Silverberg’s
dry sense of humour, so exactly like Bob Shaw’s and a perfect foil for
James White; Boyd Raeburn’s impeccable manners; Wally Weber’s
unobtrusive wit and likability; Sam Moskowitz’s geniality; Steve
Schultheis’s flair for fantastic fannish humour; and so on – but that was the
main one. They fitted in. It was as if for all those years there had been gaps
in British fandom which we’d never noticed, just the size and shape of
each one of them, and at the Worldcon, suddenly... CLICK! There they
were in place. We’re going to miss them. Roll on, Gay Paris in ’63.
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Instalment 24, Oopsla! 25,
November 1958

Friends, have you noticed the strange signs and portents which are
appearing everywhere? There are mysterious things happening in fandom.
It is as if dark powers from the forgotten past were working balefully
among us, their dread influence threatening our innocent fannish lives. But
I’d better stop writing like this or August Derleth will start finishing my
old conreports on me and flogging them in limited editions. But do you
remember that story a few years back about how the Universe, faced with
some cataclysmic event, backed up in alarm and went into reverse? It
seems to me something like that must be happening in fandom, and I
blame it all on South Gate. We’ve infringed some basic law of nature.
Obviously South Gate in ’58 shouldn’t have happened – myths just don’t
become reality that way. It’s too good to be true. We have in some way
shocked the mass subconscious of fandom and it has begun to regress,
retracing its development, doing its best to curl up in a foetal position.

One of the more obvious examples was Peter Graham’s article in the
last Innuendo in which he publicly eviscerated the latter-day Washington
fans and examined their entrails for signs. At almost the same instant, in
genial kindly British fandom, Sandy Sanderson was kicking the mangled
corpse of Eric Bentcliffe through four pages of Ploy, trampling on
everything from his fanac to his sex life. Now this sort of thing hasn’t
happened for years. Ever since the Michigan Bomb Plot fandom has been
all sweetness and light, except for a few minor incidents like Max
Keasler’s being denounced by Rog Phillips and the N3F and a couple of
minor crackpots like George Wetzel and GMCarr. To find anything like
these present attacks by intelligent fans you have to hark back as far as the
days of Laney and Yerke and the Detroit Insurgents. What convinced me
that there was something strange happening, however, was the news from
the British Convention last weekend. You know how British Fandom has
been for years – anarchic, individualistic, mature. Well, last weekend some
fifty of them got together at the George Hotel, Kettering, and in cold blood
set up a national fan organization! I tell you, we are in the grip of strange
forces. None of us is safe. The news from Kettering was frightening
enough, but something happened to me today that has me gibbering with
terror. I’ve begged Madeleine to keep an eye on me, but I’m afraid these

117



dark forces may be too much for us. Today I got a letter inviting me to join
the N3F. Help!

It all reminds me of a plot Vin¢ Clarke and I were going to write up
once, about a very great fan who made a terrible mistake. His name was
Hector Q. Drainingboard. You won’t remember him, but his name used to
be a household word. He was a very important BNF, Hector was, until one
day the thought came to him that he was spending too much money on
fandom. There must have been a mad mean streak in him, because he let
this idea get a hold on him. He used to lie awake thinking about all the
money he had put into fandom, all the crudzines he had subscribed to, the
paper and postage he had wasted. It got to be an utter obsession with him,
and one day he did a very terrible thing. He sat down and wrote to all the
editors of the fan zines in his fanzine collection, returning their fanzines
and asking for his money back. When he did this Hector must have
mortally offended the spirit of fandom or broken some sacred fannish law
because something happened to the fabric of fannish existence around
Hector, something terrible and inexplicable. He had just mailed the letters
and was turning away from the mailbox when out of the slot there spewed
a great stream of fanzines, right into his arms. To his alarm he saw that
they were the last issue of his own fanzine, which he had mailed only that
morning. He staggered home with a doomed feeling in his mind and a
horrible, sticky taste in his mouth which he could get rid of only by taking
the stamps off of his fanzines and rubbing the stuff off of his tongue with
them. Then he found himself compelled to unstaple all the fanzines and
straighten out the staples and force them back through the machine and
arrange them in neat rows, and do the same for all the individual pages in
the fanzine. Then, when he had all the pages neatly stacked on the table,
something made him put them on the mimeograph and turn the handle
backwards. To his awe all the printing vanished and left the paper clean
and new. That part was easy enough, but it was a terrible job scraping the
ink off of the mimeograph and squeezing it back into the tube, and it was
worse still having to clean the stencils and repair all the holes in them with
little pieces of what he dug out of the typer insides. He realized he would
probably be able to sell the paper and stuff to the supply company, but that
was no comfort because he realized by now he was in the grip of some
great and terrible retributive force. Sure enough, within a few days he
began to get replies from the faneds he had written to and he noticed with
a sinking feeling, that not only were they sending back his money, but they
were returning the letters of comment he had written, all dirty and
crumpled from their files. Hector found himself under the same insane
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compulsion, this time to clean and press the letters and then to roll them in
his typer and go over them character by character, backwards. He saw with
a sick realization that each time he struck a character it disappeared,
leaving him eventually with a blank sheet. He spent hour after hour on this
hopeless task, but there was even worse to come. Faneds began sending
him back the manuscripts of all the articles he had ever had published.
This was for Hector the ultimate horror, for he knew as he painfully
untyped each manuscript that be was destroying a part of himself. Sure
enough, when he came to the end – or rather the beginning – of each one
he found he had only the vaguest idea of what it had been about, and even
that faded shortly to nothing. After a long nightmare of this literally soul-
destroying drudgery, broken at intervals by the necessity to unpublish
previous issues of his own fanzines, annishes, oneshots, apazines, Hector
realized dully that the end was near. He was getting stupider and losing
rapidly all of his literary ability and quickness of wit, and fandom was
beginning to seem odd and crazy. He started reading science fiction a lot
more and skipping the fanzine review columns and letters. Then one day
he had a letter returned from his very first fan correspondent and he
realized dimly – though by now he remembered very little about fandom –
that his long ordeal was over. Thankfully he gave up reading science
fiction altogether except for a while H.G. Wells and then Edgar Rice
Burroughs, and finally he forgot fandom entirely, just as fandom had
forgotten him. And that’s why you never heard of Hector Q.
Drainingboard, BNF, and why you should never complain that fandom
costs you too much money.

Say It Isn’t So

The last issue of Crifanac carried a terrible blow for fandom. In cold blood
and capital letters editor Tom Reamy proclaims: “YOU HAVE HEARD
THE LAST OF MOSHER.” I can hardly bear it. For a long time there I
had known there was something wrong in fandom, but I just couldn’t put
my finger on it. It was like one of those background noises you don’t
notice until it stops, like the engines of a transatlantic liner, leaving you
with a sense of loss and insecurity. Then along came the previous issue of
Crifanac and I realized what it had been. It had been the sound of Orville
W. Mosher organizing! We’d got used to him toiling away there in the
background of fandom, issuing his appeals, proclamations, manifestos,
questionnaires, policy statements, denials and communiques about Project
Fan Club, and it was nice to think of that human dynamo humming away
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there so happily. You felt that all the work must be doing somebody some
good, even if it was only the paper mills. Then all of a sudden Orville
disappeared after a desperate attempt to load Project Fan Club, which by
then must have weighed at least a ton, on to GMCarr, and we stopped
hearing from him. There was a strange unnatural silence.

Then Crifanac 5 came along and Orville was back! Oh Happy Day.
And he hadn’t changed a bit. Listen to this; roll it lovingly round your
tongue:

“It is doubtful that you have heard the last of Mosher. I will be
back from time to time. I am working on plans for the long
delayed Fan Service Organization (FSO) which will do things
for fandom which no other organization has been able to do [not
even the N3F?] even when it makes big claims through its
constitution.”

There, isn’t that our Good Ol’ Orville back with us again? You know, I
think he’s even gotten better. He’s got a new idea. Listen:

“You will gear more about this organization in the pages of
Crifanac. One thing for certain – if you join, you will have to do
some work and cough up $2 for a year and if you run for office
and win you will have to donate $5 to the organization.”

There, isn’t that a wonderful idea. I think Orville has positively
transcended himself. Wouldn’t it be a wonderful thing for fandom if all the
organizing types joined an organization like this and devoted not only their
time but their money to it? A sort of reservation like this is just what the
rest of fandom needs, a place where the organization-minded types can
find a spiritual home... or at least a mental one. Because Orville’s plans
make it quite clear that there is only one grade of intellect likely to join his
organization. Listen to the glowing prospect he offers to those who pay
him $2 to join his organization and another $5 to run for “office”.

“In regard to FSO, you will not hear more about it until a full
account is given explaining why the organization will be set up
in such a way and why its laws are such and such. I will want it
fully understood that when you join you know what you are
getting into and you have no business joining unless you mean to
abide by the regulations. Others who may not like the way I’ve
put this may stay out and are welcome to start their own groups.
FSO will be going places. There will be no room for those who
want in for the name alone or personal aggrandizement (except
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where earned). Of course those who join early will have the
chance to reach the top of the ladder before others who wait.”

Oh, of course. But evidently not as far as the money. Shame on you, Tom
Reamy, for sabotaging this wonderful plan. Don’t you realize that Orville
W. Mosher is a great man? Why I’ll bet in years to come his name will be
a part of our language. I can just see it in the dictionary. Mr. Webster and
Mr. Oxford, get with it...

Mosh (verb transitive) To engage in activity of a bureaucratic or
pseudo-organizational nature. Example: “When he was a neofan he did
some moshing in the N3F.”

Mosh (noun) A state produced by moshing. See mish-mash, Example:
“The Committee made a mosh of the programme right from the start.”

Moshination (noun) Moshing on a national scale. Example: “The
Vanguard Project was delayed by State Department moshinations.”

Mosher (noun) One who moshes.
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Instalment 25, Oopsla! 26, May
1959

A Rose by Any Other Name Would Smell

I’m saddened to see that science fiction is becoming a dirty word again.
The prozine editors are hauling down the “science fiction” masthead hand
over fist and scuttling off of the sinking ship in droves. And yet it seems
only the other day that they were moving heaven and earth and everything
else on their covers to figure those words as prominently as possible: the
bare two words science fiction by themselves were even deemed a surefire
prozine title and it seemed that at any moment we would have a prozine
called The Original Scientifictional Science Fiction Stories of Super
Science Fiction.

Now it is of course unreasonable to expect prozine editors to call their
magazines science fiction merely because that’s what they are; that’s the
sort of idea that would only occur to us silly fans who are always
completely out of touch with reality. But it does seem to me that all this
chopping and changing is a bit hard on the innocent cover designers and
printers, so I’d like to suggest a little innovation that might help everyone.

It is that there should he a large blank space on all covers on which
the appropriate OK word of the day could be inserted at a moment’s
notice, thereby enabling the editors to keep abreast of the vagaries of the
public taste. The magazines could be sent out to the newsstands with the
space empty and on the day before they’re to be put on sale dispatch riders
would leave the editorial offices with a supply of rubber stamps with
which the newsstand owners could stamp their supplies. A year ago, for
example, all the titles could have been changed to something on the lines
of Infinity Sputnik Stories and a current title might well be Astounding
Hula Hoops and Other Psionic Devices. Then if sex ever recovers from
Elvis Presley and we go back to the good old traditions of professional sf,
we could have nekkid women again and titles like GALaxy or ASStounding
or Imaginative TAILs or even just The Magazine of F. You can see at once
how big a help this would be in promoting sales without departing from
the best ethical practices of professional sf publishing.

Yes, Son, There Is a Carl Brandon
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In its short but vivid lifetime, younger San Francisco fandom has produced
two remarkable things, Carl Brandon and a tower to the Moon made out of
beer cans, and until a few weeks ago I was quite sure I knew which of
them, was imaginary. Nowadays I wear a crash helmet every time the
Moon is in the east. The creation of Carl Brandon is the most ambitious,
most ingenious, most daring, most successful and mostly wholly admirable
hoax ever accomplished in fandom. The only comparable achievement was
Sandy Sanderson’s creation of Joan Carr, the young editor of the “all-
female” fanzine Femizine, who had such a life of her own that many
people including myself refused to believe she didn’t exist when the truth
first came out, so that even now I still find myself filing Sandy’s fanzines
separately from Joan’s and thinking of him as a fan who became active
only quite recently. In addition, Joan was a more, active and prominent
figure than Carl. And yet I still think the San Francisco hoaxters have the
edge. Sandy had the advantages of isolation, while the San Francisco
people paraded Carl through West Coast fandom without being caught.
Also, Sandy kept in the background while manipulating Joan, but Carr and
the others were active in their own right contemporaneously with their
creation. Finally, and most important, the quality of Carl Brandon’s
fanactivity not only transcended that of his creators’, but was different in
character. He was a member of their group in his own right and walked
and talked with them as a separate individual, so that we don’t only, have
his fanzine articles to re-allocate but spoken comments and opinions and
facets of personality. That’s why I think Carl Brandon is too good to lose.
This handsome young soft-spoken Negro with his lazily brilliant wit and
thoughtful mind was an asset to fandom and I say we should keep him. I
say that fandom should rise up from the four corners of the world and tell
the Berkeleyites “DON’T LET CARL BRANDON DIE!”

I hope they’ll listen to us, but even if they don’t we can keep Carl
alive by believing in him, as in Barrie’s Peter Pan where the child audience
keeps Tinkerbell from dying by proclaiming their belief in fairies. I appeal
to you all to believe in Carl Brandon. Carl Brandon does not exist: very
well, it is necessary to create him. Faneds! When you can’t remember the
author of a good quotation, credit it to Carl! Let him take the place of those
old men Anon and Trad. Fan Authors! When you write an article
anonymously and it’s good, byline it Brandon! Convention Reporters!
When somebody does or says something wonderful and you can’t say just
who it was, say it was Carl Brandon! And everyone – when you want to
quote something good you say yourself, put it in Brandon’s mouth! (A
very useful way, I might point out, of avoiding such awkward phrases as “I
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said a rather brilliant thing the other day...”) And of course, when you
contribute money anonymously to TAFF or some other good cause, have
them publicly thank Brandon.

Between, us we will build up Carl Brandon to even greater heights
and make him a living symbol of all that is best in fandom. All that is fine
and good in us will be personified in Brandon; we will make him our ideal,
our idol, our ghod. As we march into fandom’s bright future with this
living legend at our head, let our cry be “CARL BRANDON LIVES ON!”

Can This Marriage Be Saved?

I see someone else is wondering why fans don’t hardly write to prozines
no mere. This time it’s Marion C. Oaks, formerly Marion Cox (who seems
to have gone to a great deal of trouble to find a husband who would make
her change her name as little as possible). She suggests it’s because we’ve
become self centered. Well, that may be true but it doesn’t really answer
the question, does it Marion? Now we have to ask, why has fandom got so
self centered that it has lost interest in science fiction, or at least doesn’t
express what interest it has? Well, as you all know, this is a fearless
crusading column, partly because of my own noble dedicated character
and partly because I live 3,000 miles away from anyone likely to come and
punch me on the nose, so I’m going to Name Names. Nothing like Naming
Names, as that well known friend of Zola’s, Jack Hughes used to say. So I
name Horace Gold and Bob Silverberg.

Horace, who is a Good Man, is named only because he’s the most
prominent of those professional editors who believe that the opinions of
fans are Unrepresentative. He would I suppose be prepared to admit that
we’ve occasionally been right in the past – after all his own magazine,
with trimmed edges and tasteful covers and everything is just what us fans
had been asking for in our impractical way for twenty years – but he
doesn’t believe on the evidence available to him that what we say
nowadays is of much interest to anyone. That in itself wouldn’t matter so
much, though personally I feel as unoriented in a magazine without a letter
column as I do in a room without a fireplace, but the real trouble is that he
has convinced the fans themselves that he’s right.

Well, to be more cautious because I don’t know how you feel and I’m
sure Horace did not mean to discourage us anyway, people like him have
convinced me. I hardly ever write to prozine editors these days because I
just don’t know what to say. Generally it seems to me that much of the
contents are garbage, but there’s no point in saying so, however cogently,

124



if the editor is going to reply that your opinions are Unrepresentative
because he has fifty thousand dedicated subscribers eager to swear
affidavits in their own blood that every last word in every story is
deathless literature. Beading between the lines you can sometimes see that
he privately agrees with you but that he feels as Bernard Shaw once said to
a lone heckler after a first night: “Who are we, against so many?” Or as
Liberace commented on his critics, rather more brilliantly than Shaw, I
thought: “I cried all the way to the bank.” (Incidentally, I’d better make it
clear that Gold doesn’t reply like that; he discusses your criticism seriously
and at your own evaluation level.)

Alternately you can put yourself in the position of a simple minded
teenager graduating from Tarzan and try to look at the stories from that
angle, but the strain induced by this contortion is excessive... and after all
there is no reason why the editor should prefer your guess to his own, or
indeed that of an actual simple minded teenager graduating from Tarzan –
who is in this field an expert witness.

The other difficulty for us is that science fiction is getting harder and
harder to read and that’s where Bob Silverberg comes in. In the old days
there used to be good authors and bad authors: you read the former and
skipped the latter, and you could get through the entire monthly output of
sf in a few hours. But nowadays, when most of it is written by Bob
Silverberg, it’s a much more tedious and frustrating operation. You can’t
get through Bob Silverberg boilerplate that fast.

Boilerplate, I should explain, is the name printers give to slabs of
preset type containing little items of “interest” about the Amazon or
astronomy or suchlike which editors of small newspapers use to fill up odd
spaces. I imagine the average prozine editor faced with a twenty-three
page gap in his magazine falls back equally thankfully on a handy
Silverberg story, available in all stock sizes. He knows it will be
competently written, with an unexceptionable syntax and spelling, it will
hold the reader’s attention sufficiently to lead him on to the next story, and
no one will fling the magazine away in shock or anger. The fact that
nobody will remember the story the next day is not important – most of the
contents of the magazine has always been like that. The real trouble is
mainly that the editor hasn’t made any effort. The use of boilerplate is a
dangerous addiction and the better the boilerplate the more dangerous it
becomes. If the boilerplate weren’t so good the editor might go looking for
material from some amateur or crackpot or starving poet or lazy writer and
once in a thousand times he might bring back a masterpiece, or at least a
story bad in such an original way that it might inspire one from someone
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else that would be better. (There are more successes inspired by failure
than by success.) It could be argued that Bob Silverberg, and to a lesser
extent Ken Bulmer, Harlan Ellison, and some others, are menaces to
science fiction. They represent a new type of too-competent specialist hack
– ex-fans who know the whole field of science fiction from the inside and
use that knowledge to create a mechanical simulacrum of it for money; a
thing that walks and talks and fills up space like science fiction but hasn’t
got the true flame of life inside it.

Be that as it may, the trouble from the point of us fans is that we know
Silverberg and Bulmer and Ellison. To the nonfan aficionado they may be
just a couple of dozen names he knows he can skip if he’s in a hurry, but
we know them to be fans with a genuine love of science fiction and the
knowledge of what it can be and, we believe, the ability to write it the way
it should be written. So we keep on plugging through the boilerplate,
hoping, always hoping. Story after story looms up, is started with hope,
read with disappointment, and finished with annoyance for another wasted
half hour. For me, it’s getting so that I can hardly bring myself to read a sf
magazine any more, and yet I’d hate not to be there when they break out of
the commercial groove and write the stuff they believe in. Bob, in memory
of your fellowship with us fans, won’t you help us out? Couldn’t you
arrange some secret sort of code so that we can recognize The Story when
it comes?

But whatever the reason, and there are a lot more than those, the sad
truth is that Marion is right – prodom and fandom are drifting apart. They
are like a couple who stuck together through their early struggles, helping
one another and together bringing up a lovely but delicate little child called
Science Fiction. Now one of them is being wined and dined and flattered
by rich strangers and forgets the early struggles and the other feels
neglected and doesn’t talk any more. There are faults on both sides,
however, and no doubt they’ll realize this and come to together if the child
falls ill again. But, meanwhile, I sometimes wonder which of them is
really looking after it better today?

I’m writing this on the 26th December. I hope it’s safe to mention that.
Last year I happened to say that I was writing this column on Christmas
morning and the entire fan population of an English town rose in righteous
indignation. Has Willis nothing better to do on Christmas morning, was
the way he put it. I tell you, it’s a hard life being a Thinker. There was I,
Willis, the dedicated visionary giving up the crass pleasures of the flesh
like Albert Schweitzer and retiring to the monastic seclusion of the fan
attic to give my Message to an anxious world, and this sort of thing
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happens. I tell you, any more of this and Albert and I will retire into SAPS.
Mind you, I can see that English fan’s point of view. I can visualize quite
clearly the Willis household on Christmas morning as it must appear to
him. Aroused from uneasy sleep, Willis the Faaan staggers downstairs to
answer, the Postman’s knock, ignoring the piteous cries of the children as
they awake to find nothing in their stockings but piggy banks, mimeo
paper price lists and little tracts about filial responsibility, “Bah, humbug,”
he sneers as the postman gives him a cheery seasonal greeting. He
snatches at the mail, throws away the Christmas cards unopened, and
devours the rest greedily for egoboo. Pausing only to throw a lump of slate
at an old man gathering winter fuel he slams the door on the postman’s
out-stretched hand and stalks up to the attic, there to compose a nasty
mean column poking fun at fan organizations and other manifestations of
human goodwill.

Well, all I can say is that it wasn’t quite like that. What happened was
that round about half eleven that morning the children invented a new
game the rules of which were too involved for me to follow. I mean I
couldn’t figure out when you were supposed to scream and knock the
bricks down with the lorry and when you were to crawl round the sofa on
your hands and knees growling. I don’t know what this game is called –
“WSFS Directors” or something, I think – but if it ever catches on
professionally my children are made. So I sneaked away unnoticed and
took my diary and the remaining fragments of my eardrums up to the attic,
feeling an old fan and tired.

And now here I am again, 366 days older, with the same eardrums but
a different diary. The diary is here because it contains my Notes..
Throughout the year every time I think of anything clever I write it down
in my little pocket diary with the result that finally the diary is crammed
full of brilliant witticisms all the way from January First right through to
January Third. Some of them are legible as well and this tiny barrel has
already been scraped for the bacovers of Hyphen. There still remain a few
dregs which I find myself compelled to transfer from one diary to another,
year after year. I’m sick of the sight of them by now so I’m going to
unload them onto you. Stand clear.

Here’s one that looks like a filler from Confidential: “Astronomer
Royal is sex pervert.” I hope this won’t bring Andy Young down on my
head – I’ve got quite enough hair there without his beard – but I’m
beginning to take a dim view of professional astronomers. The British
Astronomer Royal is a typical example. He came on TV one night and
said, as bold as brass right there in my living room, that the money
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squandered on space flight would be better devoted to building new
telescopes. Now, I ask you, what would you call a man who’d rather peer
into bedrooms through telescopes than go out with girls himself. That’s
right, the word is voyeur.

Here’s another one: “Carson and the Suffragette”. Those earnest
people who complain that there’s nothing about science fiction in fanzines
will be pleased to learn that this hasn’t even anything to do with fandom.
Lord Edward Carson is principally remembered as the prime agent of the
partition of Ireland and in his spare time he prosecuted at the trial of Oscar
Wilde, but this little incident I read about in his biography seems to me to
give a far more illuminating glimpse of his character than either of those
famous achievements. He was a member of the British Conservative
Government during the Suffragette agitation in the early years of this
century, and one day one of the young ladies chained herself to the railings
in front of his house. This was one of their favourite techniques for
drawing attention to their campaign for women’s rights and it usually
meant policemen with hacksaws (she’d have hidden the key), journalists
with cameras, a big crowd and a spread in the papers the next day. But not
with Carson, though. He merely called his butler and sent him out with a
jug of water and instructions to lay a trail from the girl’s feet to the gutter.
After a while the jeers of rude passers-by were too much for the young
lady and she unchained herself and went home. This confirmed my
impression that Carson was a clever but very unpleasant man. What do
you think?

The last one simply says: “The Bible”. This has been here the longest
of all because I was afraid of writing anything about it in case I should
give offense to anyone. I wouldn’t mean to and I really don’t see why it
should, but you can’t be too careful when people even object to your
writing anything for them on Christmas Day. But I’ll tell you what the idea
was so you can judge for yourself if it would have been all right. Briefly, I
was thinking about all those Salvation Army skiffle groups, jazz masses
and rock-enroll sessions the Churches are using to bring young people to
religion. This sort of thing seems to have started with modernized versions
of the Scripture such as “The Bible Designed To Be Read As Literature”
and the praiseworthy idea is to bring religion to the people in their own
vernacular. Now there are a lot of godless people in fandom, despite the
inspiring example of such fine representatives of organized Christianity as
the Rev. Moorehead, Calvin Thomas Beck, and Mrs. Carr, and it seemed
to me that in my humble way I might help fandom to see the light too.
After all, why should rock and roll fans be invited to jive through the
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pearly gates and the fine sensitive souls of fans left wailing in the outer
darkness? So might I diffidently present “The Bible Designed To Be Read
As A Fanzine?”

It is of course only a oneshot so far (though the Moslems have other
ideas, I understand, and if there are any reading Oopsla! I apologize to
them too) but fans should feel quite at home with it once they can be led to
realize how closely it resembles the literature with which they are familiar.
Like any fanzine, it starts off with an explanation of how everything
started (Genesis)... production problems and so on... and then goes on to an
account of the history of the fan group principally involved (Exodus,
Leviticus, etc). It goes into a lot of very interesting detail about various
feuds and other incidents, rather like The Immortal Storm but not quite so
pompous, and there’s some other remarkable material, too; prose, poems,
etc, which nowadays could never be mailed out in Portland. Instead of
having the interlineations and bacover quotes scattered all over the
magazine they’re concentrated in one section (Proverbs) which is quite an
interesting idea in the way of format. The first part tails off a bit with a lot
of columns and articles by various LNFs with funny names like Habbakuk,
but the second part starts off again with a bang with a series of something
like convention reports. There are four different eye-witness accounts of
the same events, by reporters called Matthew, Mark, Luke and John (I
know this sounds improbable but I’m almost sure it’s not John Berry.)
These are followed by a sort of post-con travelogue (Acts) telling what
everybody did afterwards. Then there’s the usual long better section, the
only difference being that the letters are to the readers (Epistle to the
Thessalonians, etc) not from them, and the zine concludes in the usual way
with a forecast, a sort of In Times To Come department called Revelations.
The format is a bit crowded and there’s no artwork, one thing it has in
common with New Worlds, F&SF and Galaxy, but there is some very fine
writing in it and I strongly recommend you get a copy. I don’t know about
letters of comment... I suggest you ask your local minister... but I doubt if
you have much chance of getting one printed. It’s like Galaxy there, too.

Well, that’s that, and now I’ve got a nice clean diary for next year. I
notice now though that I don’t seem to have said much about science
fiction this time. Sorry about that, but I’ve been reading a lot of prozines
lately and they’re inclined to put you off a bit, aren’t they? For my money,
the best science fiction coming out these days is not in magazines or films
or even books but on BBC television. The third Quatermass serial, by
Nigel Kneale, has just started. You may remember that one of the previous
ones was made into an excellent film with Brian Donlevy: though it was a
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condensation of a three-hour television production in which not a moment
was wasted. This Quatermass series is remarkable for two reasons. First, it
true science fiction, with no concessions to morons the film people
evidently believe the general public to be. Second, the general public loves
it. There is no doubt at all that in these Quatermass serials science fiction
has reached the mass audience for the first time in its history. Mightn’t it
be significant that it is reaching them with stories that are true science
fiction? I’ll tell you the plot of this one so far so you can see what I mean.
Quatermass is struggling against an Army scheme for the Dead Man’s
Deterrent, a hydrogen bomb launching base on the Moon which will
automatically destroy all life on earth if the Western powers are ever
attacked. (An interesting extrapolation of current NATO strategy.)
Simultaneously his aid is invoked by a palaeontologist friend who is
discovering five-million-year-old manlike skeletons in a building
excavation in London but is being held up by the discovery of an
unexploded bomb. When evacuating the neighbouring houses it’s found
that one of them has been deserted for years as haunted. Quatermass and
his Army rival find that the “bomb” is actually a five-million-year-old
spaceship. There is a sealed bulkhead marked with a pentagram. At the end
of the last instalment a soldier screams and says he saw a figure walking
through a wall. Four more instalments to go of Quatermass and the Pit!

Fanzine Reviews

On hand is Dick Ellington’s FIJAGH 2. I am getting tired of clever-
obscure fanzine titles so I’ll just callously say that this one stands for
Fandom Is Just A Goddamn Hobby. It’s a good thought and a true, one
though, and it’s very pleasant to see a fanzine from someone in New York
with a sense of humour and even a sense of proportion... if those aren’t
both the same thing. The best thing in this issue is the fillers – this is not a
criticism, there are twelve solid pages of them. They’re almost all very
good but my favourites are the ones about the Indoor Birdwatchers
(sample birds: The Extramarital Lark, The Gimlet-Eyed Titwatcher) and
the new Futurian Constitution (sample rule: Expulsion shall not imply loss
of any privileges of membership.) There is also some fascinating further
information about those big new liners which will take fans across the
Atlantic for $50 and which we’ve been getting tantalizing glimpses of in
the mundane press. The only real contribution in the magazine is one of
those genuinely factual accounts by John Berry of events in his own life
which give the impression that he’s getting into training for a report on his
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trip to Detroit. In the sophisticated environment of Fijagh it stands out like
a Boy Scout among Bohemians. No reflections on either, but it will be
fascinating to see what John makes of certain segments of US fandom. The
other contents of this issue are a reprint from a Little Magazine which is of
Little Interest (Dick says he needs material, but we would have taken his
word for it), another death kick from the WSFS brawl, and some lively
letters. There are no startling Trends in FIJAGH and all it shows is that a
likeable and interesting fan is likely to produce a likeable and interesting
fanzine even without much help from contributors.

The last arrival is an envelope containing both Stellar 21 and Varioso
17. Stellar (Ted White) is a good fanzine but since two thirds of this
column was suggested by items in Varioso (John Magnus) I suppose it’s
only gratitude to give it preference. The Marion Oaks article mentioned
above is in this issue and so is an excellently unpompous and interesting
long editorial. The cartoons vary from big and bad to small and good, with
Lynn Hickman somewhere in the middle. The good ones are excellent
little caricatures by Lach, who could do with someone like Grennell to
write his captions, and some of those little figures by Rotsler and others
with captions that may have been added by the editor. This seems to me to
be a new development in fan humour and one with immense potentialities.
Already some of the funniest cartoons I’ve ever come across in fanzines
have been the Bennett captions to Rotsler fillos in Ploy. I’d like to see the
idea extended as a help to editors like me who are completely devoid of
artistic ability. Could some kind fan artist supply us with cartoon Do-It-
Yourself kits – little figures in various poses and with various expressions
that we could put together over our own captions?

However, the real meat of this issue is Jim Harmon’s column.
“Harmony” used to be a regular feature in Lee Riddle’s ultra-respectable
fanzine, Peon, where it shone out like a naughty deed in a good world. I’ve
know Harmon to be lewd, rude and outrageous at times but never dull.
Similarly it seems to me that every issue of Magnus’s fanzine so far has
had something thought-stimulating in it. This time both of them live up to
my expectations with a Harmon review of what he calls moral horror
stories and a fascinating side reference to No Blade of Grass. Harmon
suggests that, briefly, morality is simply efficiency and therefore the
actions of Youd’s characters are logically unsound. But read what he says
– there’s enough in these few dozen words to argue about for hours.

The letter section is in small, space-saving type of jewel-like clarity
and has plenty of interest. One odd introduction caught my eye, though.
“Buck Coulson has edited more issues of a fanzine in the past five years
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than any other fan. Can you make that statement?” Yes, I can. Buck
Coulson has edited more issues of a fanzine in the past five years than any
other fan. Okay?

Department of Those Who Should Have Stood in Bed

From Gambit 28. “ERRATTA: Go back to page 2... and... change ‘It
seemed that humor was appropo’ to ‘It seemed that humor was not
appropo.’ There are undoubtedly many other errors in spelling....”

Apropos your errata, Ted, my advice is to quit before you get in too
deep.
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Instalment 26, Oopsla! 28/29
(combined issue), October 1959
Fanning Without Gears

“A fanzine,” said Redd Boggs, “should be thought of as a delicately
adjusted machine,” Now I have a respect for Redd Boggs that verges on
veneration, so naturally I took this dictum very seriously. I tried, really
tried, to think of fanzines as delicately adjusted machines. Most every
morning Madeleine would find me standing in the hall in a sort of
catatonic trance, surrounded by fallen-off back covers and crinkled staples,
clutching battered sheaves of mimeographed blotting paper. She knew I
was trying to think of them as delicately adjusted machines and she would
lead me gently to the breakfast table and feed me energy-giving toast and
marmalade. With her help and encouragement I eventually began to
succeed in seeing them as delicately adjusted machines and sometimes my
frown of concentration would relax into a weak but appreciative smile.
Madeleine would look at me solicitously and I would explain, “It’s this
delicately adjusted machine from Grennell.” Indeed after a while we
stopped thinking of them as fanzines at all. “Any DAMs in the mail?” I
would call out cheerily on my return from work in the evening, and if there
were I would take them into the garage and open them with my
screwdriver, which I was now using instead of my nailfile, and examine
the works inside. So all was going quite well until one day the Nameless
Ones of Seattle started sending me their fanzine. Now I don’t know
whether you saw the earlier Crys, the ones with the long long letter
sections from people like Esmond Adams, Rich Brown, Bill Meyers and
Les Gerber, but I can tell you it was not easy to think of them as delicately
adjusted machines. I knew that according to Boggs I should be able to
perceive how all the parts fitted together with jewel-like precision like
finely cut gears, but to me it just locked like a glorious fannish mesh. But
Boggs had spoken, so I tried harder. And harder. The strain began to tell
on me. I don’t remember much about that time now but they tell me I was
found smearing thick grease all over my Quandry file and wiping down
the pages of the coming Hyphen with a rag dipped in light engine oil.

Naturally Madeleine was perturbed at this, like the loyal wife she is.
Besides, she had had an article in that Hyphen. Of course she is too good a
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fan to doubt the wisdom of Redd Boggs, but she began to wonder if
perhaps I in my simplicity had misunderstood him. Perhaps even taken
him too literally, like the character in The Wallet of Kai-Lung: “It is related
that a person of limited intelligence on being assured that he would
certainly one day enjoy an adequate competence if he closely followed the
habits of the thrifty bee, spent the greater part of his life in anointing his
thighs with the yellow powder which he laboriously collected from the
flowers of the field.”

So the dear girl started looking through the old fanzine files for other
writings of The Sage of Minnesota which might cast a different light on
the problem. Eventually to her joy she came upon the answer. She waved
it in front of my staring eyes and almost immediately the light of sanity
(comparatively speaking) returned. I made a complete recovery and now I
feel it my duty to bring the same message of hope to others who may be
similarly afflicted. If any of you feel the urge to think of fanzines as
delicately adjusted machines, hurry round to your friendly neighbourhood
BNF and ask if you can look at his copy of Boggs’s Index to Astounding.

This dreadful business was all hushed up at the time, so you innocent
young fans won’t know about it, but I think the truth should now be
revealed. However horrible they are, facts are facts and must be faced.
Briefly, about seven years ago Boggs decided that he would publish an
index to Astounding. He went painstakingly through every single issue
published during the twenty-odd years of the magazine’s existence and
listed every story under both title and author. Then he rearranged them in
alphabetical order and put them onto stencils, checking and double-
checking each item with his usual exacting thoroughness. Then he cut a
tasteful cover, ran the lot off in his usual pellucid mimeography, which
looks more as if it had been impressed on the paper by angels wielding
dies of burnished gold than by inky stencils, collated each copy with
machine-tool precision, stapled them three times, and mailed them out in
envelopes. Three weeks later in far-off Ireland I was looking at one of
them in awed admiration. Here was a delicately adjusted machine if ever a
fanzine was. The neat columns marched up and down the pages like
polished pistons, gleaming mathematically... Shaking my head, humbly I
closed the noble thing and prepared to place it in some place of honour
from which it could be withdraw at a moment’s notice to confound anyone
who should suggest that fans were careless slobs. I took a last respectful
look at the cover... and exclaimed in horror. “Aargh!” was the way I put it,
if I remember. I shook my head and looked again, incredulous. But there it
was, stark and unmistakable, in impeccably cut letters an inch high:
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“ASTOUDING STORY KEY”.
I didn’t mention it to anyone at the time because I thought possibly no

one else had noticed it, including Boggs, and that if I pointed it out he
might commit suicide by falling on the point of his stylus. Later I came to
wonder if perhaps I had under-estimated Boggs’s sense of humour and if
the presence of this monumental typo right in the cornerstone of the work
was a subtle allusion to the fact that it was an N3F sponsored project. But
it was only after many years experience in fandom that my mind
broadened and deepened enough to understand the real message of the
Astouding Story Key. It was no coincidence that the only typo Boggs ever
made in his life should have been placed on the cover of the one work of
his that was most likely to be consulted by each generation of fans as long
as science, fiction existed. The sercon fans would keep it and remember it
and show it to neofen as, not a sercon project like any other, but as The
Zine Where Boggs Made The Typo. And looking at it we would all
subconsciously absorb its symbolic significance... that perfection is
impossible for us, as it was for Boggs, and should not be striven after too
hard lest in its quest we lose the true purpose of a fanzine, as a hifi addict
ceases to enjoy music in his concentration on frequency response. In other
words, a fanzine, like a human being, is more than a delicately adjusted
machine.

Odd John

I was reading the other day a story in Astounding which is one of the
reasons nobody will ever bother to make an index to that magazine again.
It was by a man called David Gordon, who I unwillingly remember as the
author of another screamingly unfunny novelette the plot of which
revolved slowly and tediously around the subject of duck excrement. In his
current masterpiece he takes another twenty pages of what used to be the
premier sf magazine to relate how a man saved himself from being
poisoned by alien foodstuffs by dosing himself with Epsom salts. All the
same I think, so beaten down was I by the monstrous mediocrity of
modern magazine sf, that I would have endured even this unflinchingly if
it hadn’t been that the previous five pages had been occupied by another
literary genius named Kuykendall recounting in juvenile patois how some
small boys flew into space in a homemade spaceship powered by old
refrigerator parts and reversed the orbit of a Russian satellite. As it was, at
this point there was a loud crack and the room was showered by splinters
of camel’s vertebrae. The magazine wasn’t mine so I didn’t throw it across
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the room: I just sat there clenching it in my trembling fists and wondering
“Why do we let Campbell get away with it?”

I have a feeling that unless I digress here several people are going to
write in and explain to me that both these stories were meant to be
humorous and that the Gordon epic was voted first in the Analytical
Laboratory. Well, listen, I don’t care. I don’t care if it is suddenly revealed
that David Gordon is a penname for Theodore Sturgeon writing in
collaboration with the ghosts of H.G. Wells and Edgar Allan Poe. It was a
lousy story, which any half awake editor would have bounced off his desk
if he hadn’t kidded himself that the presence of a few paragraphs of
chemical gobbledegook gave it some justification to appear in a science
fiction magazine. I don’t care if Campbell produces signed affidavits from
thirty thousand cleared water diviners that a corresponding number of
readers had wet themselves while reading it. It was simply not funny. Yes
of course I know Campbell must have thought it was funny – obviously he
must have had some reason for printing it instead of some piece of higher
literary merit, such as selections from the New Jersey telephone directory
– and those of his readers who also have no sense of humour laboured
under the same delusion. But the simple truth is that this story, like many
of those by Sprague de Camp, belongs to a special class of humour written
for people with no sense of humour. It’s like robots reading pornography.
These people form a major part of the audience of certain tv and radio
comedians who perform for their clientele much the same function that
seeing-eye dogs perform for the blind. They produce a product clearly
labelled “humour”, like a detergent packet, with the instructions for use
clearly indicated. At periodic intervals cues for laughter are unmistakably
indicated and the humourless ones recognize them with relief and laugh
ritually, locking out of the corner of one eye to make sure they’re in step
and out of the other to make sure that everybody sees them enjoying the
joke. Eventually they laugh at the cue-words whenever they see them,
confident that they are intrinsically funny. With John W. Campbell these
association symbols evidently include excrement, little boys and dialect,
and these are also recognized by many of the solemn technical types who
fill his letter column. The sad fact that the only sort of real humour John
and these pale imitations of him appreciate are heavy handed burlesques of
scientific laws, which are for them a sort of blasphemy. They are taboo-
breaking jokes, like sex among schoolboys.

People like these will never dare to criticize anything that looks like
humour in case their guilty secret becomes known, but that’s no
explanation why the rest us continue to worship the JWC idol and ignore
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the clay feet he keeps putting in his mouth. Yes, I’m thinking of a dirty
word called dianetics, which did more to harm science fiction than the
Shaver Mystery, but which we all seem to have agreed to tactfully forget.
But if we are to be expected to follow Campbell in his latest adventure we
are entitled to honesty about the last one. If he is disillusioned with
dianetics, why doesn’t he admit he was wrong? Or may we expect
dowsing rods and sticky machines to disappear just as suddenly from the
editorial columns of Astounding, leaving another few thousand trusting
readers holding the can?

The truth is that we all still feel so immensely grateful to John for
creating the golden age of sf that we feel he can do nothing wrong, but
there’s even more to it than that. I think we’re all very fond of him as a
person, even if we don’t know him personally, partly because we
recognize him as a fannish type like ourselves. Although he wouldn’t
touch fandom with a longer bargepole than practically any other pro editor,
he has all our curiosity and sense of wonder and enthusiasm to the nth
degree, and when he goes galloping off on some new hobby-horse we just
smile affectionately and continue patiently reading through the unedited
crud left on his desk. But ten years is a long time for a science fiction
editor to have lost interest in science fiction. Are running a radio station,
publicizing Do-It-Yourself psychiatry or combing the nits of truth out of
the lunatic fringe proper uses of the time our money pays for?

Erin Goon Back

John Berry arrived home safely this evening from America, courteously
relinquishing the limelight to Mr. K. He was a little thinner and hairier
than when he set out and his wrist was still swollen from a bite he got in
Seattle yesterday (no, not from GMCarr – a mosquito) but he was in his
characteristic good spirits and bubbling over with the other highspots of
his incident-crammed Odyssey. He wrote 40,000 words of his report in
Seattle (taking him almost through the doors of the Convention hotel) and
will be going on through as soon as he gets his breath back from the 6,000
miles he’s flown since his last paragraph. I asked him if he’d any message
meanwhile and he asked me to thank everyone for the wonderful time he
had and to apologize to those whom, conventions being what they are, he
didn’t get around to saying goodbye to in Detroit.

Fenaissance
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So many fine things are happening in fandom these days that I feel
someone should notice them in case they go away again. Not just the
lighting of new fires in old greats like Warner and Tucker, and Jim
Harmon with his wonderfully outrageous series of fan biographies in JD-
Argassy, but this wonderful wave of new talent which seems to have
started with Bob Leman and the Cry letterhacks. And it’s still going on all
over – Nirenberg in Canada, Koogle in Texas, Ferguson and Jefferson in
Australia, and now McAulay and Hautz down here in Dublin. Where are
they all coining from? Someone should conduct a poll to find out how
fandom can get so many recruits at a time when it is ostracized by the
promags.
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Instalment 27, Interim 29/30
(between those issues of
Oopsla!), February 1959

Don’t Know What to Call It But It’s Mighty Like a
Ruse

One look at the front page of SFTimes 326 and I was scrabbling at the
back one to see if it was a hoax by Vin¢ Clarke. But no, there was the
Syracuse postmark and a coffin-like box proclaiming that the editors
would be in New York in ’54 and asking plaintively where the rest of us
would be. (Alas, the answer to their question is becoming increasingly
obvious – at the worldcon on the West Coast.) No, it was Taurasi all right,
so I turned back to the front cover and scanned the snappy headline again.
“ASTOUNDING TO CHANGE NAME! ANALOG SCIENCE FACT
FICTION WILL BE NEW NAME!” From the standpoint of journalistic
technique I felt that this headline somehow left something to be desired,
but its meaning was reasonably clear. It was the intention of Mr. Campbell
to change the name of his magazine to Analog Science Fact Fiction.
Analog Science Fact Fiction. For a moment I admit I was at a loss I for
words, but then I found the mot juste. “Cor!” I whispered fervently, “Cor.”
“Cor blimey,” I went on more fluently. Then my masterly command of
language returned to me. “Cor,” I murmured, inspired. “Cor chase my
Aunt Fanny round the psionics laboratory.”

But then I forced myself to think again. “Willis,” I addressed myself
sternly, “you are only a mere uncultured faaan, unversed in the cunning
commercial world, whereas Mr. Campbell is a professional litterateur and
a highly intelligent fellow who saw through Elron Hubbard a scant two
years after everyone else and who can find buried treasure by waving
sticks over maps. Obviously he has found this new title by waving his
sticks over all the A’s in the dictionary and it is a surefire winner.” Yes of
course. I tried to visualize the scene at a typical newsstand. A normally
timid high school student breezes in. “Have you got the latest Analog
Science Fact Fiction, Mr Newsvendor?” he asks with unaccustomed
confidence. “Good ol’ Analog Science Fact Fiction? Sure, sonny,” says
the happy newsvendor happily, lifting a copy from off of a sexy pocket
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book, “just couldn’t overlook a snappy eyecatchin’ title like that, could
you? Been a big demand for it, too – nothing the public goes for like those
little ol’ analogs, you know.” Meanwhile, back in the big New York
publishing houses all is consternation. Mr and Mrs Claire Booth Luce are
fighting each other tooth and nail over the relative merits of Similarity
Picture Story Journalism and Resemblance Photographs Actuality
Regarding. At a mass meeting in Madison Square Garden the editors of
Time have just voted for Correspondences Politics Opinion News. The
editor of Look has sent out for a larger edition of Webster.

No... it wasn’t quite convincing somehow. But then, why? Why is
Mr. Campbell throwing away the goodwill of a title which he himself has
manhauled all the way from juvenility to intellectual respect, so changing
the connotations of the word Astounding throughout the English-speaking
world that a leading British novelist like Kingsley Amis can have his hero
reading Astounding Science Fiction and have everyone appreciate he is a
member of the intelligentsia? Why is he throwing away the fruits of such a
hard-won victory? One wild theory after another flashed through my mind
with the speed of accusations in Aporrheta. Could it be that Campbell had
been tipped off by the editor of Mademoiselle that there is a new Swedish
sex-symbol on the way called Ana Log? Could he be moving his editorial
offices to the picturesque little village of Annalong, County Down? Had he
received psychiatric advice that the new title would subliminally attract the
sex pervert market? Then it came to me. There could be only one reason
for the new title. Campbell is making a desperate effort to justify psionics
before his new publishers find out what he’s been up to and do to him
what Ziff-Davis did to Palmer. His cunning plan is this. With the first
appearance of the new title, the cover symbol will be changed to a printed-
circuit Hieronymous machine running the full length of the spine. The
stickiness generated by this will hold the cover onto the magazine, thereby
saving the cost of the glue, but this is not the main reason. The circuit will
be tuned, in accordance with observations made by Campbell with the
machines he brings to conventions, to resonate at the psionic frequency of
the average science fiction fan. This powerful eloptic radiation will be
transmitted through the staples, acting as antennae. The staples will
therefore become small but immensely powerful divining rods having an
irresistible attraction towards science fiction fans. When a fan approaches
anywhere near a newsstand the copy or Astounding will wriggle itself out
from under all the mundane mags and hurl itself into his hands like a
demented homing pigeon. This is a fine thing for us readers, because we’re
likely to get our copies without paying for them. The dealers won’t like it,
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but it’s up to them to keep their magazines under control and invest in a
butterfly net or a rifle. Anyway, Campbell needn’t worry, because the
magazine will already have been bought and paid for by the dealer. And
when his publishers find out about psionics, all he need do to justify it is
point to the new title and the current sales returns. “How could we have
sold the magazine with a title like that?” he will ask, reasonably enough.

Foolio

In the latest Camber Alan Dodd makes the first public mention I have seen
of the folio of Dave Prosser’s artwork that was published in Mammon
number three. It’s rather more than a mention as a matter of fact, it’s more
like a hymn of ecstasy. Prosser’s art is reminiscent of Goya, says Dodd,
who has been to Spain. It is one of the most important contributions to the
fanzine art world, continues our cosmopolitan art connoisseur. He goes on
to survey the drawings individually, throwing out words like “compelling”
and “masterpiece” at the drop of a hat, and concludes with his considered
verdict: “He is an artist fandom should not neglect.”

Curiously enough, if the word “not” had been left out of that last
sentence it would have represented exactly my own opinion. Neglect is the
best thing that could happen to Prosser, both for ourselves and him, and I
was proud of fandom for having quietly ignored him so far, obviously in
the hope that he would go away. It is of course inconvenient for some of us
to have lurid stuff like this lying about the house, but it’s no good
protesting because this type of conformist pseudo-Bohemian immediately
assumes that he is being “controversial” and “challenging”. Actually of
course he is just being silly in a harmless but unpleasant way and it’s better
to ignore him in the hope that he’ll grow up.

However Dodd’s enthusiasm might possibly induce some of you to
try and get this folio and maybe it’s only fair to say that at least one other
fan thinks they would be wasting their time. Apart from a little puerile
pornography there seems to me to be absolutely nothing of interest in any
of the drawings. “The power of evil is in every line of this picture,”
enthuses Dodd, for one example. Actually the picture in question merely
shows two old women in a graveyard being throttled simultaneously by an
ambidextrous gorilla. The gorilla has horns and apparently the old ladies
are witches and such symbols of childish superstition, together with lots of
blood and guts, seem to be the extent of Prosser’s visualization of the
Power of Evil. He is also, apparently, one of those peculiar people who
think there is something terribly Evil and fascinating about cannibalism, a
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psychological quirk which he shares with some better-known people in the
professional side of science fiction. I suppose we must be happy for him
that he has led such a sheltered life, but one cannot avoid some irritation at
his assumption that the nasty little thoughts we have all had at some time
during our development are some epoch-making revelation peculiar to
him. The whole exhibition, with one exception, reminds me of nothing so
much as a schoolboy sitting down to write all the forbidden words he can
think of, and is about as much a “contribution to art” as that would be to
literature. It’s only fair to say though that from a technical point of view
Prosser seems to have considerable talent and has attempted to surmount
the insurmountable limitations of dittography as an art medium with an
assiduity worthy of a better cause.

The exception I mentioned was a sort of political cartoon which Dodd
calls “superbly topical”, but which to me demonstrates a degree of
stupidity and ignorance almost inconceivable in a schoolboy who has
learned to write. It shows a ruined city with two misshapen figures whose
aspect is I take it supposed to make our blood run cold but which look
more like plasticine models left too near a fire. The punchy caption runs,
“The SUMMIT TALKS were a complete success! Then, everyone
destroyed their atomic supply – WE THOUGHT!” (Capitals, exclamation
marks and grammatical errors are all Prosser’s.) Prosser makes his point
clear, but he would have been well advised to keep his hat on it until he
got some inkling of what he was talking about. In the first place it is only
too clear that neither of the major powers is going to destroy a single
atomic bomb until they are as sure the other side is destroying theirs as that
they will see the sun rise tomorrow, if not surer. In the second place, the
caption could quite as easily, and a lot more plausibly, have read: “The
SUMMIT TALKS were going to be a success! Until Prosser published his
POWERFUL CARTOON!”
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The Harp in Warhoon
Here is Warhoon editor Richard Bergeron’s lead-in to the
Harp’s first appearance in his fanzine, written to provide
necessary context in the much later Willis collection Warhoon
28. [Ed.]

The first installment of the Harp in Wrhn is a portion of a long discussion
revolving around the work of Robert Heinlein and as such seems to require
a brief sketch of its context to set in perspective the Harp’s most explosive
chapter. I had innocently wondered “if anyone has pondered this
proposition: a single concerted attack has reduced population areas in the
US to rubble, and fallout and drifting radiation are wiping out the rest of
the country. The decision facing the survivors is whether the undamaged
ICBMs should be activated in retaliation. And why?”

Willis in Fanac commented: “During his gafia Dick seems to have
forgotten that this identical proposition was pondered and answered by
Theodore Sturgeon as far back as 1947, in his moving and thoughtful
‘Thunder and Roses’. His answers were ‘No’ and ‘In the interests of
humanity’, and they seem to me the right ones.” Walt added: “But it’s only
too obvious that an equally prominent author would fall over himself to get
at those ICBM firing buttons. It’s curious that the sf field should be able to
produce a writer like Sturgeon with enough understanding to see clearly
that the only future for humanity or intelligent life lies in cooperation, as
all worthwhile progress has since man became a social animal; and also
one who sees no future for us but as anti-social animals and no progress
but in more efficient killing, like Heinlein. It’s not often one sees so
clearly exemplified the dual principles of love and hate... or good and
evil.”

Gregg Calkins in an article in Wrhn 9 escalated the discussion with
such remarks as “I am afraid the so-called free world has more to fear from
its allies than its enemies.” and thought “Perhaps Willis is being
melodramatic rather than merely ridiculous in identifying Heinlein with
the principles of hate and evil, but on either course he cannot claim to have
given careful consideration to the message inherent in Starship Troopers
or, indeed, in all of Heinlein’s books in one form or another.” [rb: ie, “this
is a survival of the fittest world” and “man is the highest order survival
type yet bred”.] Gregg went on: “Perhaps Willis and Sturgeon would
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prefer to remain social animals and cooperate with aggressors in the name
of the future of humanity, and perhaps they would prefer survival under a
dictatorship rather than running the risk of non-survival by means of
extinction, but as for me I’ll stick with Patrick Henry. In case you have
forgotten, Henry preferred rather to lose his life than his liberty, and if man
isn’t willing to die for the things in which he truly believes, whether the
death be that of the individual or that of the race (and isn’t the death of the
individual as far-reaching and as permanent as the death of the race, at
least as far as the dying person is concerned?) then man deserves to be left
behind to make room for the next higher type on the evolutionary scale.”

In spite of the temperature of the following installment the fallout
between Gregg and Walt seems to have been all thermonuclear and more
apparent than real. Gregg replied in issue #11 with a degree of tact that
was unaccountably absent from his article and I poured heavy water on the
wild letter column by inviting everyone to change the subject.

Richard Bergeron
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Instalment 28, Warhoon 10,
January 1961

Ordinarily I’m not much of a one for serious arguments in fanzines,
because fandom is a hobby and a hobby is relaxation, but this argument
over Starship Troopers raises a question which is the most important the
human race will ever have to answer and one which sf fans are in some
ways peculiarly fitted to consider. And since I helped to raise it here
myself I figure maybe I should put down as simply and clearly as I can
what I think the answer should be and why.

I’ll start by trying to prove my premises which are (1) that nuclear
war can destroy our civilization and (2) that this would not be in the
interests of the human race. These postulates seem to be in doubt only in
the Chinese Communist Party and certain circles among US ex-marines,
but some of the arguments the latter have been using confuse the issue so
let’s try and get them out of the way. One of them is that people said
gunpowder would destroy civilization and it didn’t. This analogy is false
because the change that has taken place is qualitative. It is a matter of
demonstrable fact that a highly complex technological civilization like
ours can be reduced to chaos by only a tiny proportion of the existing
nuclear potential. The second argument is that the destruction of our
civilization wouldn’t really matter because the human race as a species
would survive a nuclear war. This is arguable, but leaving aside the small
matter of the suffering involved to the insignificant present members of it,
like you and me, it would at best set the race back some hundreds of years
with the same ghastly cycle still to go through and the same question at the
end, still unanswered. Few of us would agree with the anti-scientific
Romanticists that we’d all be happier coping with the complexities of the
simple life in mud huts and dying of typhoid. The third argument, and here
they’re really scraping the barrel, is that it doesn’t really matter if we’re all
obliterated because the rest of the Universe would carry on as usual. This
was my first intimation that fandom now includes a number of extra-
terrestrial entities, and I congratulate Dick on this unprecedented success
with Warhoon. However to those of his readers who happen to be human
beings, the question of our survival does seem of some importance. If there
are really any of us to whom it doesn’t, would they mind getting the hell
out of this argument, which can be of no possible interest to them, and
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committing suicide in some less spectacular way than blowing up our
planet? Thank you and goodnight, Gregg Calkins. Oh by the way, are you
shooting Jo and the baby too, or are you going to ask them if they think
their survival is important?

Well all right then, now that Gregg and his extra-terrestrial friends
have left the room I think we’re probably all agreed that nuclear war can
destroy our civilization and that this is to be avoided. The question then
becomes how to avoid it, and this is the one which the people who put
forward those weird arguments have been trying to evade. Because they
haven’t got an answer. An answer is not possible to them within the
framework of their beliefs.

Basically the trouble is that they think in little mental pictures which
have no relation to reality. I can imagine for example their visualization of
the current world scene. It’s captioned “Survival Of The Fittest:” and it
shows two sabre-toothed tigers battling it out, one labelled “America” and
the other labelled “Russia”. After a good clean fight the sabre-toothed tiger
labelled America wins and, breathing a little heavily, leads a third, female,
sabre-toothed tiger labelled “Uncommitted Countries” into a cave marked
“Western Civilization” to breed a race of superior sabre-tooth tigers which
takes over the planet. The most obvious fallacies in this analogy are that
nations are not individuals and that if the sabre-toothed tigers had been
armed with nuclear weapons neither of them would have survived. But the
most important fallacy is that this does not happen to be the way evolution
took place. For, as you may have noticed, the sabre-toothed tigers did not
take over the planet. They lost out, not because they did not keep in trim
by fighting, but because they didn’t have the intelligence to adjust to their
environment. The animal that did and took over the planet was far weaker
and slower and less ferocious than any sabre-toothed tiger, and you would
think these people who keep chanting “survival of the fittest” would tear
their eyes away from the fine bloody spectacle of those sabre-toothed
tigers for a moment and wonder how he did it. But if they won’t, let’s tell
them. He did it by the use of a new and invincible evolutionary weapon
called co-operation. Instead of slugging it out toe to claw with the sabre-
toothed tiger, these Men got together in groups and helped one another and
protected those who weren’t fitted for fighting and who just stayed at
home thinking up little things like spears and wheels and bows and arrows.
This is the way the human race has survived worse dangers than rival
species, and this is the way it will survive in the future if we don’t listen to
the modern throwbacks to the sabre-toothed tiger.

Perhaps we can now eliminate this “survival of the fittest” claptrap
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from the discussion. If it means anything at all it means that those who are
fitted to survive, do. Surprise, surprise! Actually it is merely a meaningless
catchphrase left over from a 19th Century controversy which was settled
long ago, but the people who use it in its present context are not just a
hundred years out of date – more like a hundred thousand. Even if we were
to admit that animal evolution was mainly through inter-species or inter-
individual violence, which is by no means the case, the fact is that the laws
of animal evolution which these people so imperfectly comprehend ceased
to apply to the human race a very long time ago. When, in fact, he became
homo sapiens, the social animal. There have been brief attempts to re-
introduce them, like the Spartan custom of exposing babies on Winter
hillsides (whatever happened to the Spartans?) and the Eskimo custom of
marooning sickly relatives on ice floes (have the Eskimos taken over
Canada yet, Boyd?), but generally we have not killed off those “unfit” to
survive. There are no doubt theoretical objections to letting diseased and
defective people like Beethoven, Mozart, Keats, Einstein and other non-
Marine types clutter up the place instead of having a population entirely of
All-American halfwits and similar fine soldierly types, but any
improvement in our stock can only come through voluntary genetic
control. Mankind owes its preeminence to social co-operation – brotherly
love if you want to use non-technical language – the strong helping the
weak so that their less obvious gifts benefit all: to revert to the animal laws
of evolution means to become animals again.

Well now, to get back to the current situation. The means of survival
for individual Man in a hostile environment was in co-operation with other
men. The means of survival for the tribe was in co-operation with other
tribes. What is the means of survival for the Nation? The Hydrogen bomb
hasn’t posed this problem, it’s just made the penalty for the wrong answer
more drastic. The answer of the Heinleiners when you pin them down to it
is of course that there is no answer, because there have always been wars
and there will always be wars and all we can do is destroy other nations
while they are destroying us. The fact is that neither of those axioms of
theirs is true. There have not always been wars: war is a transitory
phenomenon of the last couple of thousand years, unknown to primitive
man, mere growing pains in social organization, like slavery. And there
will be no more wars: there will just be a number of explosions. And
incidentally they won’t be let off by ludicrous leathernecks leaping about
from planet to planet lobbing atomic grenades, they’ll be let off by
bespectacled button-pushing boffins who wouldn’t hurt a fly. The
Heinleiners won’t admit the possibility of a united mankind now, but in
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Starship Troopers the Leader seems to concede, no doubt reluctantly, that
it may happen in the future. But he won’t give up his beloved wars so
easily. Space, he eagerly declares, is chock full of hostile races whom we
must organize ourselves to fight. We must train our children to be hard and
cruel and vicious so that they may be ready to kill and kill without pity
those horrible slugs who are going to breeze in from Antares next
Wednesday. (They’re bound to be horrible of course, because they’re
different from us, like N——s and Kikes.) Well, all right, I’m a fan, I’m
bound to admit that the Antareans will land next Wednesday, maybe even
next Tuesday. I don’t know if they look horrible or not, but I know one
thing about them that Heinlein doesn’t. They’ll be civilized. No race can
master the technology for interstellar flight without a complex civilization.
And no stable and complex civilization is possible without co-operation. In
other words the Antareans will have learned what we are learning, that the
only way of survival and progress for intelligent creatures is co-operation
with other intelligent creatures. If they find us as Heinlein wants us,
organizing our whole society for hate and violence, they’ll write us off as
perverted lunatics and that’s what we would be.

A couple of personal footnotes. First, I’ve been castigated for
assuming without proof that Starship Troopers represents Heinlein’s real
opinions and is not a mere literary tour de force. A fair charge. I offer in
evidence (1) A crackpot manifesto signed by him and circulated by G.M.
Carr urging more H-Bomb testing. (2) The recurrence of sadism and
worship of violence in Heinlein’s work since 1949. I remember the first
fmz article I ever wrote was a complaint about the Fascist tendencies of
“Gulf”, with its arguments against democracy, its gloating description of
torture and its use by heroes who obviously had the author’s blessing. (3)
The fact that the vicious philosophy of Starship Troopers is put over
plausibly and with no indication that the author realized its stupidity. I
think we’re entitled to assume that the world of Starship Troopers is
Heinlein’s Utopia, God help him.

Secondly, I hope I haven’t offended Gregg Calkins, who has been a
good friend of mine for many years: if I have, all I can say in excuse is that
it’s my life and that of my wife and children, and yours, that he’s so
bravely declaring his willingness to sacrifice. That’s a worrying thing to
hear from America, which already sometimes seems to us Europeans to
have the most belligerent population in the world. He says that he and
Heinlein do not advocate war. I know they don’t, not in so many words:
they just say it’s inevitable. That’s all the doctors said about “Childbed
Fever” when Semmelweiss tried to make them stop it by washing their
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hands. This sincere, practical, realist opinion killed thousands of mothers
and babies.
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Instalment 29, Warhoon 11,
April 1961

Change

Er... would you like to buy a gas-operated radio? I know a junk-shop in
Belfast where I could get you one, cheap. It’s the very latest model. (If you
happen to be a student of the circuitry of gas-operated radios, the basis of
this one was a row of thermocouples and a row of gas jets.) No? I was
afraid of that. Bang go my hopes of making a fortune by cornering the
market in gas-operated radios. I’m afraid the days of the gas-operated
radio have dwindled; they can be numbered on the fingers of one foot.
They belonged to that brief period between the invention of the thermionic
tube and the spread of mains electricity, and are now irretrievably lost in
the limbo of technological obsolescence.

Like the old radio set I have here in the attic, which must have been a
sensation in the Twenties. I bought it for practically nothing just for the
screening cans and though the rest of it is completely useless I can’t bear
to throw it out. It’s so beautifully made. The cabinet is polished walnut, the
screw terminals on all the components are fashioned like jewels, and the
tuning condensers... Ah, those tuning condensers. A symphony in black
and yellow, a glory of polished ebonite and brass, with precision air-
spaced trimmers consisting of polished brass disks, operated by knurled
wheels like golden sovereigns, all so beautifully made as to almost make
you weep with the sadness of it. For all that loving craftsmanship is now
just junk. I have a private dream in which I check over the old radio, and
find old bulbous tubes for it, and connect up batteries and an old horn
speaker... and out comes faintly but clearly Amos’n’Andy or the Savoy
Hotel Orpheans. We could hear ragtime, and the first broadcast of
Stardust, and the news about Lindbergh and the Graf Zeppelin, and Jim
Harmon could listen to “I Love A Mystery” all over again. But for all we
would really get, a cheap little mass-produced thing of aluminium and
polystyrene would be more efficient than those lovely old tuning
condensers. There’s no help for it, they’re just junk. A vintage radio isn’t
like a vintage car, for what would be the point in dressing up in a raccoon
coat to listen to the Everly Brothers? Nevertheless as long as I’ve got room
for it I’ll keep that old radio, and every time I have some like-minded
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visitor I’ll open it and show him those tuning condensers and we’ll mourn
together for useless beauty and wasted craftsmanship.

There was a time when the vanishing craftsmanship of the 19th
Century was married to the coming science of the 20th. That was the age
when even the most forbidding machine was humanized by some
craftsman’s touch. Even a steam hammer would have wrought iron
curlicues, and the non-functional surfaces of a press would be decorated or
polished for no reason but love and pride. The best example most of us are
likely to have seen recently was the Time Machine in the movie, a perfect
example of late-Victorian craftsmanship right down to the little plaque
“Made by Herbert George Wells.” In those days you knew it was a man
who’d made a machine, not just other machines.

The last vestiges of this tradition today are the polished wood
dashboards of high class cars, but occasionally you’ll come across some
more fascinating survival. I was reminded of one the other day by a
charming letter from Noreen Shaw in which she mentioned that her father
came from Westport, Co. Mayo. Why I know it well, I told her, a sleepy
old town with a little river and tree-lined roads beside it. That’s where we
go to buy our Tchaikowsky Piano Concertos. And then I remembered just
how we happened to buy a Tchaikowsky piano concerto in the wilds of
Co. Mayo.

Madeleine and I were younger then and on a cycling tour of the West
of Ireland, and we pedalled our weary way into Westport about four
o’clock on a June afternoon, having just climbed Croagh Patrick. We knew
and loved Westport for its peaceful air of genteel decay, so it was a
surprise to see a little knot of people in front of a shop window. We’d
never seen so many people in Westport before. A new bacon slicer, we
thought, knowing what life is like in the West of Ireland. But no. It was, of
all things, an enormous magnificent phonograph. That in itself would have
been sufficiently astonishing in Westport, but this phonograph would have
been a sensation anywhere. It had an automatic record changer, and it was
working.

Those words are pitifully inadequate to describe what was going on in
that window in front of the dumbfounded peasantry. That automatic
changer was designed by a mad genius, and it must have been the first one
ever made. For one thing it played both sides of each record in succession,
which dates it before the introduction of automatic couplings. Furthermore
it was designed with all the lunatic ingenuity of those Victorian clockwork
toys or chiming clocks, or those slot machines you find in old railway
stations over here where you put in a penny and a light comes on and some
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mechanically animated puppets jerk into action and enact a public
execution or a graveyard at midnight or whatever edifying spectacle that
particular machine is programmed for. We found some of these machines
in Portrush last year and it cost me a small fortune in pennies before I
could get my children away from them.

But this machine in Westport was more horrifying than any of those.
The pile of records was suspended about a foot above the turntable and
when the mechanism was started the bottom one fell onto the turntable
with a horrible CRASH. You remember how heavy twelve-inch 78’s
were? Well, they used to be even heavier. So far so good, but it was when
the machine had played that side that the real drama began. A big arm
whirred out from the side and levered the helpless disc into a vertical
position and, while it was still wondering what was happening to it,
another arm sneaked out from the other side and caught the feet from
under it, sweeping them across to the other side in a sort of football tackle.
Then both arms suddenly retracted, leaving the record to collapse back
onto the turntable with another horrible CRASH, but this time upside
down. While it was still quivering from the shock, the great half-ton pick-
up advanced remorselessly onto it with its rusty steel needle ready to give
the coup de grace. CRUNCH. Shattered, we waited to see how the body
would be finally disposed of. The pick-up heaved itself off the record and
the first arm came out again, but this time it didn’t stop. It carried the
record right off the motor board, where it abruptly disappeared from view.
Decent burial, we agreed, was the least it was entitled to. Then we heard a
rumbling noise from way down in the foundations of the great mahogany
edifice and there in the bottom lefthand corner we now saw a plush-lined
compartment into which the record was now tumbling, for all the world
like change out of a slot machine.

Were we mistaken, or had the white label on that record before it
started its death-ride not originally been red? Anyway we felt it our duty to
rescue at least one record from that monster, so I went in and bought the
first movement of Tchaikowsky’s Piano Concerto in B Flat Minor. Well, I
admit I’d been meaning to get it sometime, but I don’t think I’d have
bought it in Westport if the balance of my mind had not been disturbed. I
mean, have you ever tried to carry a twelve-inch phonograph record 300
miles on a pushbike? If you’re ever faced with the problem I suggest you
bore holes in the corners of the cardboard jacket and suspend it inside the
frame. It worked all right with us except that three days later on a
mountain road near Ballina a pebble was flung up and chipped a piece out
of the first four bars. Ah well, worse would have befallen it in Westport.
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But you see what I mean about the poignancy of technological
obsolescence? Here was this beautiful piece of mechanical engineering,
cabinet making and misplaced ingenuity, which would cost hundreds of
pounds to duplicate today, and it isn’t worth a penny. Wait a minute...!
don’t know though, I’ve just thought of those carnival sideshows where
you can work off your frustrations by smashing crockery. And then I
thought of Ian McAulay and his lps and the way he handles them with the
tips of two fingers, and dusts them with his special anti-static duster, and
weighted my pick-up on his specially bought machine, and won’t use my
changer in case the little perspex arm should brush the face of the record...
Why, if all discophiles are like that they must be bursting with inhibitions.
Put that old phonograph in the window of a hi-fi shop in New York with a
pile of expensive lps and it would attract more people than it did in
Westport, all of them rooted to the spot in morbid fascination. It would
have all the appeal of a public execution, and I know the modern
generation will pay to see that. Any message for your relatives in
Westport, Noreen? I’m off to make a fortune by cornering the market in
antediluvian automatic changers.

Home Hints from Oblique House

One of the perils of living in Oblique House is that you may find
butterflies in your bed. “I found a butterfly in my bed last night,”
announced Ian McAulay at Irish Fandom’s last party. I sprang loyally to
the defence of Madeleine’s housekeeping. “All I can say,” I replied with
cold dignity, “is that you must have brought it with you yourself.”

“What would Ian want with a butterfly in his bed?” pondered Bob. “It
was bad enough when Berry accused Chuck Harris of indecently
assaulting his budgerigar but a butterfly! That’s stretching things a bit far.”

“But the butterfly may have flown into his bed,” pointed out Peggy.
“Maybe it thought they had something in common.”

“They both live on lettuce,” I said, “or is that just caterpillars?”
“Ian,” pointed out James keenly, “does not look like a butterfly. I

don’t know what he looks like, but it’s definitely not a butterfly.”
“No,” agreed Peggy, “but neither does a caterpillar. He’s just in the

chrysalis stage. Any day that mouldering carapace will split open and
reveal a handsome intelligent young man.”

When order had been restored it emerged that I had been wrong. It
was Madeleine who had put the butterfly in Ian’s bed, or at least into his
room. She had found it frozen stiff in the backyard, having been
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presumably struck down in mid air by a cold East wind. Having thawed it
out on top of the stove she had then put it on top of Ian’s wardrobe... his
room is on the ground floor and the nearest one with an article of furniture
out of reach of the children... to continue its hibernation, with a drop of
honey beside it for when it woke up again. The chlorophyll-full
atmosphere of Ian’s room must have made it think it was Spring and the
good Irish heather honey restored its strength for flight. I don’t know the
reason for what it did next... I hate to think of an innocent butterfly having
read John Berry’s notorious article about wardrobe-jumping... but the
message for conscientious housewives is clear. Never put hibernating
butterflies on the wardrobes of lettuce-eating lodgers.

Oddenda

Your editor was kind enough to copy out for me the comments on the last
instalment of this column but I don’t propose to reply to them now. Partly
because of my high standards of ethical integrity – after all they don’t get
pre-publication peeps at what I’m going to say – and partly because I don’t
seem to be able to find them at the moment. However I would like to admit
to F.M. Busby that I was, by implication at least, unfair to Heinlein. Most
of his fiction between “Gulf” and Starship Troopers has been morally
faultless from my point of view. Sorry, but I do like a good argument and
am inclined to get carried away: besides I suppose I subconsciously feel
that I can’t expect to convince anyone more than 75%, so that if I want
them to get the picture just right I’d better overstate my case by about
30%.

The discussion in the last Wrhn about the Presidential Election
reminds me of one point on which I meant to seek enlightenment. Among
the various polls we heard about here was the Popcorn Poll, and one night
on tv the results of this were given as Kennedy 49%, Nixon 47%. What I
want to know is, what about the other 4%? I take it there wasn’t a special
popcorn bag for anarchists or people who were going to spoil their votes? I
can only assume that this 4% were people who picked up the wrong bag by
mistake and hurled the contents in the vendor’s face with vile abuse.
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Instalment 30, Warhoon 12,
July 1961

“Tell me,” asked your editor the other day, “is The Harp all first draft
material?” I laughed lightly, banging my head nonchalantly against the
nearest wall. I could see myself as I usually am before a Harp deadline,
sitting at one o’clock in the morning before a dying fire, kept alive only by
an occasional first draft, and still hammering away at the x key on my
typer. (I used to use the m key for x-ing out because it was more effective
then the x-key, until Evelyn Smith told me my letters looked as if they
were interspersed with lascivious humming. Since then it’s looked like that
to me too, and those are inconvenient ideas to get at one o’clock in the
morning.)

But later it occurred to me that some of you non-writers might be
interested to know just how I do write this stuff. It might even be of some
help to you if you’d like to write for fanzines. After all most of the advice
you see about writing is from writers, and all they’re really telling you is
how to use a gift you haven’t got. What you really want is a fellow non-
writer to tell you how to write. Well, I’m a non-writer. I don’t get brilliant
ideas and dash to my typer in a fury of inspiration. I don’t find complete
articles and stories writing themselves in my head. If it wasn’t for fandom
I dare say I wouldn’t have written a line since I left school. But, what with
publishing a fanzine and making rash promises to other faneds, I find
myself periodically driven to try and write something, and this is how I go
about it.

To sit before a blank sheet of paper with nothing to say is an
experience so dreadful that writers will do anything to postpone it –
change the typer ribbon, clear the desk, tidy the room, fight with their
family, go and get drunk, even commit suicide – anything to evade that
terrible endless moment of truth. The trouble, I think, is that they are so
appalled at the gap between what they want to produce and the blankness
of the paper and of their mind that their subconscious has stalled. So start
it off again in low gear by telling it you’re not really trying to write just
now, you’re just making a few notes. Then type out something, anything.
Here’s where it’s a help to have a notebook in which you’ve jotted down
throughout the day anything interesting you’ve seen or thought of or
remembered. It doesn’t matter that you can’t see any potentialities in it at
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this stage – I never do, and usually I finish by trying to cut it down to four
pages – the point is you’re breaking the hypnotic spell of that blank paper
and releasing your subconscious from its inhibitions. Now let your
association centres loose on what you’ve written. What do you associate
with it, what does it remind you of? A context, a similarity, a contrast?
Write them down. Each one in turn should remind you of something else
and if your association centres are properly free the proliferations are
infinite. Don’t worry if everything you thought of still seems banal. You’re
still not writing yet, you are merely freeing your subconscious: some
writers can do it all in their head, but if you’re a non-writer like me you
may need the mechanical process of typing to occupy the front of your
mind while your subconscious makes its associations. I use the typer
something like a dowser uses his twig, to roam over the surface of words
looking for a lode.

But it’s no use roaming about unless you know what you’re looking
for. Your subconscious will create but your conscious mind must select,
and both are equally important. You must have a clear idea of the way the
piece you’re trying to write should be constructed.

Now there are fundamentally two types of fanzine non-fiction, the
article and the essay. Articles include reviews, conreports, attacks,
defences, analysis, surveys, histories, reminiscences, and generally
everything where you know pretty well what you want to say. This makes
them pretty easy from the constructional point of view (though they and
fan-fiction present their own problems which I’ll talk about next time if
you’re interested) because all you have to do is say it as clearly and as
brightly as you can. Their form is dictated by the subject matter. But an
essay, in which you don’t know where you’re going, must have form
imposed on it by you. It must seem complete, not mere aimless
maundering. Paradoxically, the imposition of form on an essay makes it
easier to write, not more difficult. One reason is that anything done within
a strict artistic discipline has added impact, which is why a thought that
sounds trite in prose can seem profound in poetry. Another reason is that
the canalization of your subconscious thought-flow, by the search by your
conscious for form, can divert it into channels it might not have found by
itself.

The ideal construction for an essay is sonata form. That is where you
have two themes, apparently contradictory or at least unrelated, and you
finish by combining them. Hegelians and dialectical materialists say that
this process – thesis, antithesis and synthesis – is the essential nature of all
phenomena and there’s no doubt it is somehow pleasing to the human
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mind, even if it’s really just a symbolism of sex. An essay in this form,
even if entirely frivolous, gives your reader the subconscious feeling that
he has witnessed something constructive. Unfortunately true sonata form is
not always possible, but you can often counterfeit it so plausibly that your
reader won’t notice the difference unless he subjects it to careful semantic
analysis... and you will have other readers than Redd Boggs. The trick is
just to lead back to your opening statement. The development of your
opening statement into something else takes the place of the antithesis, and
then its conversion in turn into something reminiscent of the opening
theme gives your ending the semblance of a synthesis. Your reader, having
been led unexpectedly back to the opening theme which he had almost
forgotten has that sense of recognition of the similar within the dissimilar
and of the dissimilar within the similar which it has been said is the
essential nature of all aesthetic enjoyment.

But all this must seem a bit up in the air, so let’s take a concrete
example, the piece in the last Harp about the automatic changer. Not
because it was anything much as an essay, but because it’s the one thing of
mine I can be sure you’ve read recently. In one way this is a pretty good
example of what I was saying at the beginning because at that time I was
absolutely stuck for something to write about. My notebook had been
scraped clean for Hyphen baquotes and I was forced to my last resort,
writing a letter to somebody congenial and trying to think of something
interesting to tell them. This time it was Noreen Shaw, and in the letter I
was answering she’d mentioned about her father having come from
Westport, and I was reminded of the automatic changer in the shop
window. It seemed reasonably interesting but it wouldn’t stand by itself
even in a column (which is usually just a collection of short essays.) A
context perhaps. But I had already written up the only other incident worth
recording of that holiday, Madeleine’s attempts to throw away a pair of
shoes, in an Oopsla! Harp. Maybe I could follow up the gramophone
record angle, with the peculiar histories of other records in my collection,
but then the piece as it stood opened with that Tchaikovsky record and
closed with it. It seemed complete as it was, so I thought I’d better look for
something else, something similar perhaps. I thought of other obsolete
electronic equipment and remembered the old 1928 radio I have with the
brass tuning condensers. Good, fans are inclined to be nostalgic about
radio, as witness Jim Harmon’s articles about “I Love A Mystery”, and
lots of them are interested in electronics. But there should be a more
logical-sounding connection. What had both those items in common
besides age? Answer: craftsmanship, so I described the old radio from that
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angle, led on to general remarks about the gradual decay of 19th Century
craftsmanship, instancing the time machine in the film, and thence to the
Westport record changer. So far so good: I already had humour, nostalgia
and a touch of seriousness, a pretty good basis for an essay as Bob Shaw’s
work shows, though from the constructional point of view it was a bit
jerry-built. Reading the bridge paragraph again, the time machine
reference struck me. Fans are interested in time machines as well as
electronics and old radios: wouldn’t it be wonderful if you could get old
programmes on old radios, as you can get old car performances on vintage
cars. So I rewrote what I had again adding in that bit, mentioning old radio
programmes both British and American. That fitted in nicely with the
nostalgic mood of both the holiday reminiscences and the decay of
craftsmanship, and tied up the first two paragraphs solidly. Having
sufficiently firmly established the theme, I could then “be reminded of” the
Westport changer and bring it in apparently spontaneously. (I’m sorry to
have to tell you that essayists are seldom really reminded of things when
they say they are any more than funny things happen to comedians on their
way to the theatre.) While I was at it I rewrote the Westport episode,
adding a little local colour and slightly pointing up the nostalgia,
expanding the bit about the changer itself which could now stand it since it
fitted in with a general theme, and tying it in more closely with the
Victorian craftsmanship angle by comparing it to old clocks and toys. That
reminded me of the old railway station slot machines that showed public
executions and things which had fascinated my children, so I threw those
in too figuring they might interest American readers. I now had seven
paragraphs but they were still incomplete so I left them for the night.
Whenever I’m lazy like that I tell myself I’m just turning the problem over
to my subconscious, and maybe I am, but next night I could still see no
solution. So I did what I always do in such a plight, typed the whole thing
out over again. One thing that was obvious was that the opening was very
pedestrian, nothing to catch the reader’s attention. I mentally reviewed
other old electronic gear I’d come across and selected the gas radio
because it was inherently the most bizarre and might seem even more so to
American readers, and because it was the most striking example on the
theme of technological obsolescence and yet was closer to the old radio
angle than to the craftsmanship theme introduced later, so that the
development from it would appear a progression. To establish a personal
relationship with the reader right away I put the first sentence in the form
of a question; “Would anyone like to buy a gas-operated radio?” Then
immediately x-ed it out and substituted; “Er... would you like to buy a gas-
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operated radio?” to make it more informal and because a writer has only
one reader, you. Then through the rest of the thing as before, polishing as I
went.

By the time I’d got Madeleine and I out of Westport again it was
obvious that the end must be near, because eight paragraphs is quite
enough for one item in a column, so I read it through again looking for
something I could hark back to to finish it all off. The best theme to re-
introduce was the very beginning, which must obviously now become
“Would you like to buy an old automatic changer?” But why would you?
What did an old automatic changer do that a modern one didn’t? Answer:
it damaged records and horrified discophiles. What profit could there be in
that?

There was no answer, so I got out the carbon paper and started typing
the item in final form for sending to Dick. No, I hadn’t given up... I’d
never really send away an article while I still felt there was something to
be done to improve it... it’s just that I find that if you write drafts too much
you find yourself writing them as drafts, a sort of masturbation which can
lead to mental impotence. Whereas the stimulation of actually writing for
publication, the renewed sense of being in actual contact with the reader,
stimulates the subconscious again. Having got a beginning and a middle
which seemed to belong together, I felt that my subconscious would be
able to supply the ending now that it knew the sort of thing we were
looking for.

I found it in the sixth paragraph, in the bit about the old slot
machines. Public executions, that was it. That automatic changer was
publicly executing records. People would pay to see public executions, at
least my children would, and discophiles might find the same morbid
fascination in the public execution of records. So I added in a sentence
about my children running to me for pennies to watch the old slot
machines, to prepare the ground for this comparison later. Then in a new
and final paragraph I reintroduced Ian McAulay representing conveniently
both the discophiles and the younger generation (cf. my children), made
the suggestion about the New York hi-fi shop, and finished off with a
sentence in which I repeated in the new context some of the phrasing from
the first paragraph. In fact if you’re interested enough to check you’ll find
I led back, unexpectedly but more or less logically, to no less than seven
earlier references. Like a series of closing parentheses. It isn’t just chance
that it is sometimes possible to arrange an article in such neatly concentric
circles: if your development has been soundly and progressively
constructed, your re-introduction of an opening theme tends to involve a
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sort of recapitulation in reverse of that development: so that last paragraph
could be, as it were, composed on stencil.

But no, Dick, the Harp is not all first draft material.
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Instalment 31, Warhoon 13,
October 1961.

By the Way

One day many years ago I was cycling along a mountain road in County
Donegal when I passed some road-menders drinking tea out of battered
billy-cans. Nothing unusual about that of course: the roads in the West of
Ireland are festooned with roadmenders drinking tea out of battered
billycans. This picturesque addition to the Irish landscape is, I suspect,
provided by the Irish Tourist Board. Hidden somewhere in the Great Bog
of Allen is a clothing factory turning out their uniform of greasy brown
cloth and string, and a little steel mill fabricating billycans battered into the
traditional shape. There must also be a training college where they are
inducted into the mysteries of their craft, one that is vital to the tourist
industry.

Ireland is a very small country, the Tourist Board have realized and
they have to spin it out. Americans trying to “do” the entire West Coast in
a fast car between lunch and dinner must be slowed down somehow, and
what better way than one which entails their spending several nights in an
hotel while a new spring is flown out from Detroit? Hence the Irish road,
and the Irish roadmender. His craft consists in preserving the salient
features of the typical West of Ireland road, while simultaneously
conveying the impression that he is levelling them out. His solution is
beautiful in its simplicity: he just reverses them. Where there were
potholes he erects little mountains of sharp flints, where the road had sunk
he builds a plateau, and the rest he leaves. Yesterdays potholes have
become bumps, and there are new potholes where there used to be road.
Then he sits by the side of the road ostensibly drinking tea and chipping
road metal (when you were a child did you think that road metal was really
metal and kept hoping to come across a gleaming aluminium highway?)
but really checking the speed of traffic to make sure nothing can safely go
faster than 20mph. For all I know those queerly deformed billycans are
really portable radar speedmeters, but I doubt it because road-menders as a
class are crude uncultured men.

Or at least so I thought until that day in Donegal I was telling you
about. I had cycled past these road-menders, paying them no attention
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except for the ritual greeting of “Fine day”. (Actually it was cold, damp
and overcast, but as it wasn’t actually raining at that very moment it was
what we call a fine day. If it is pouring too hard to be ignored the proper
greeting is “Soft day”. As you can see there is no such thing in Ireland as
bad weather. That little old Tourist Board is really in there pitching.) “Fine
day,” corroborated the road-menders, waving their clay pipes. Then, as I
cycled on, I heard them resume their conversation. “Oh aye,” said one of
them, “but that was after the War of the Austrian Succession.”

I nearly fell off my bike. If I hadn’t been going downhill I’d have
turned and gone back. I mean, very few people you meet know much
about the War of the Austrian Succession, and even those who might
casually mention it to you when passing the time of day in the street don’t
date things from it. Even I, who am as cultured as the next man, providing
the next man is an ignorant clod, only know anything about it because I
have a dirty mind. I know it was started by the Empress Maria Theresa,
who had trouble with her sex life and, embittered, made fornication a
capital offence, which wasn’t a very popular law because young couples
persisted in losing their heads over one another, until eventually the Court
Physician gave the Empress’s Consort some advice which I could not
possibly quote here and she revoked the law and everyone lived happily
ever after.

And that, after twelve years of expensive education, is all I know
about the War of the Austrian Succession. Yet here were these rude road-
menders in the wilds of West Ireland...! ask you. But after many years
pondering the problem I think I have the solution. I think those
roadmenders were just pulling my leg. I think they got bored with years of
sitting by the side of the road chipping flints and drinking tea and they
invented this new way of startling travellers, a sort of mental pothole. I
believe that through the years they have thought up a whole collection of
mysterious remarks like this which they throw out within earshot of
passers-by, and if the victim doesn’t run into the ditch at least they’ll know
he’ll spend the rest of his life trying to puzzle out the significance of what
he overheard.

As I said, that day in Donegal was a long time ago, nearly 25 years,
and those were old road-menders who had been plying their craft since the
Nineteenth Century. So I would like to bring to Richard Eney’s attention a
necessary erratum to the next edition of the Fancyclopedia, as follows:

“Interlineation: Invented by Irish road-menders, circa 1890...”

These Beatniks!
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“I see this process working with my sister who washed the kitchen floor
daily with the first child...” – Habbakuk #6.

The Naked and the Bed

Kenneth Tynan, reviewing the play Lady Chatterley which has recently
opened in London, was caustic about the scene where the heroine is seen
in bed with the game-keeper. “It was ruined for me,” he complained,
“when I perceived that Connie, so far from being naked beneath the sheets,
was wearing a flesh-tinted corselet of bullet-proof impregnability.” Within
a few days the theatre management had called a press conference. The
critic was right, they confessed humbly, the scene was not in the spirit of
D.H. Lawrence. They had been wrong, terribly terribly wrong. But it was
not too late to make amends. The leading lady, they announced proudly, a
personable young creature called Jeanne Moody, had nobly volunteered to
play the scene without any clothing at all. The leading man, they went on
recklessly, would be naked too... though for some reason they didn’t seem
to think this was so great a sacrifice on his part. Photographs of the scene
as published in the less reputable newspapers appeared to bare out their
claims. A Member of Parliament then wrote to the Home Secretary
suggesting that the theatre be prosecuted under the Vagrancy Act, 1824:
not because of any indelicacy on their part, but because by inviting the
press they had overstepped their rights as a club theatre. Meanwhile, in
response to journalists representing the keen interest of the great British
public in questions of artistic integrity, the theatre management made it
clear that there was a sheet between the couple at all times: it also
appeared that for some reason the leading man was now wearing “a pair of
very small knickers”.

So D.H. Lawrence has stopped turning in his grave, the theatre and
the MP are delighted with the publicity, and Kenneth Tynan must be
impressed by the power of his criticism. So as a matter of fact was I. It
occurs to me to mention that at the last Chicago Convention I attended I
was disappointed in the fancy dress worn by young ladies like Ginny Saari
and Bjo Wells. I did not feel they were in accord with the free-ranging
spirit of science fiction. It is not going too far to say that the last Chicon
fancy-dress ball was ruined for me....

Thickening Plots
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“All right,” said Bob Shaw, “we’ll take the most basic situation we can
think of and develop it.”

“Boy meets girl?” suggested James White.
“No,” said Bob, “it’s been done. Take a man sitting on a rock. That’s

basic.”
While our professional authors trained the batteries of their massive

intellects on this little target, watching for a plot to scurry out from behind
it, my frivolous fannish mind was examining it for puns. There wasn’t
much to go on. Types of rock... pleistocene, basalt, no... gneiss, purely
visual... Igneous? Igneous is a louse? Hmm, it was a lousy pun so the
sooner I got rid of it the better. If you suppress them they sort of fester at
the back of your mind. I started to push the conversation round. “Suppose
it isn’t really a rock at all,” I suggested, “but some sort of big hibernating
creature, a chrysalis or egg?” “Boy meets rock!” exclaimed James, and
before I could head them on to the concept of giant lice he had postulated
this planet where the inhabitants turned periodically into rocks. The man
was actually sitting on his girl friend waiting for the next spaceship. He
wrote it up and sold it to Nebula.

Which just goes to show that one of the ways of thinking up plots is
to examine some situation, that any situation will do, and that you never
know what you’ll end up with. Another example is my “The Spanish
Main” in the last Void. But before I go any further I’d better say I’m not
presuming to tell anyone how to write fiction... that would indeed be brash
from someone whose professional earnings from the sale of fiction have so
far amounted to approximately (though mind you I have a 100% record of
professional acceptances)... just how I try to do it. It’s the sort of thing that
interests me and I only hope it interests you. I don’t know what the
reaction to the last instalment of this column was like and I would have
held this bit over to see only for the fact that “The Spanish Main” was
published recently. It may have been no great example of the results of the
creative process, but it was a good example of how the technique of free
association channeled by logic can produce a reasonably well constructed
story.

It started with a copy of SFTimes in which I had ringed an item in
pencil. Weeks later I dug it out of the tray where I throw such things until I
have to write something, and looked at it again. It was a brief news item to
the effect that Fantastic Universe had been sold at an auction and that the
new owner had no plans for publication. I’d never heard of a promag being
auctioned before, but even more peculiar, now I came to think of it, was
why anyone would buy one and not want to do anything with it. Maybe he
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bought it by mistake? No, not the old gag of someone nodding his head at
the wrong time, but suppose he bought it along with some other items, a
job lot? OK, what other items then?

Now the office where I work is some five miles outside the city and
when anyone is going down town to buy something at lunchtime they ask
the other people in the room if they want anything. The ritual reply is,
“Yes, thanks. Two bags of cement and a sheet of corrugated iron.” The
concept of carrying this epitome of awkwardness through the rush hour is
a satirical comment on the lack of consideration from which they
themselves may have suffered in the past. All right, we’ll try that.
Someone has bought two bags of cement, a sheet of corrugated iron and
Fantastic Universe, what now? Well why doesn’t he just put Fantastic
Universe back into the auction if he doesn’t want it? Maybe he doesn’t
know he’s bought it. Let’s have him buy something else in which
Fantastic Universe might have been concealed, some sort of receptacle. I
visualized the bags of cement and the corrugated iron. I saw them amid the
other junk of a builder’s yard, like old baths. OK, let’s have the purchaser
buy an old bath too. Now to think of a reason for him buying this lot.
Nobody would go to an auction to buy cement and corrugated iron: the
bath seemed more plausible. OK, so he wanted a cheap bath. To keep fish
in perhaps. Gold fish. Gold. Horace Gold. Horace Gold’s well known
agoraphobia. The opposite, claustrophobia. A goldfish with
claustrophobia, that was a nice idea, and obviously the poor creature
would need a good big bath to swim in. But how would its owners know it
had claustrophobia? Who could tell them but a psychiatrist. They had
taken it to a specialist in neurotic goldfish, a fish psychiatrist. So now I had
my characters. Not rich people, or they would have bought a swimming
pool, yet they took their pet to an expensive psychiatrist. I saw them as a
quiet middle-aged couple whose uneventful lives centered round their pet
goldfish.

So now I had characters and a promising situation, a pair of goldfish
lovers who have bought a science fiction magazine and don’t know it. But
I didn’t like that cement and corrugated iron. I would have to either take
them out again (though I needed something to cover up Fantastic Universe
in the bath) or work them into the plot. I couldn’t just leave them lying
there like Dumas’s umbrella. (Dumas’s son wrote a play and his father
pointed out he had ruined the whole thing by having a character come in in
the first act with an umbrella and lean it in a corner. For the rest of the
play, he pointed out, the audience were watching that umbrella
suspiciously.)
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It would be nice, I thought, if I could use the cement and corrugated
iron to resolve the conflict between the goldfish and Fantastic Universe.
Sort of economical and well rounded – thesis, antithesis and synthesis
again. But all I could think of was that they might use the building
materials to make newsstands to sell Fantastic Universe from and I
couldn’t see any profit for them in that. I decided to continue the third
draft as it was going, get my characters deeper into trouble, and see
whether my benevolent instincts could figure a way to get them out of it. (I
like happy endings because I always identify.) What trouble would they
get into? Well since magazines don’t have their own printing presses all
they would really buy would be a lot of back issues, and the only trouble
with them would be their sheer bulk. I tried exaggerating that to make the
problem clearer. I had so many back issues delivered that the house was
surrounded with them. I liked this because it repeated the claustrophobia
motif and having brought this out and reported the dialogue of my
characters as I imagined it under the strain, I saw them more clearly. These
simple people wouldn’t want to make money selling those old copies of
Fantastic Universe, they’d just want to get rid of them and go back to their
quiet contented lives with their goldfish.

Being mildly eccentric they might plausibly do it in some fantastic
way. It would be nice too if they got some unexpected good out of it.
Where could they get rid of old copies of Fantastic Universe where they
might be unexpectedly appreciated? Somewhere the magazine was not
obtainable. Behind the iron curtain. But it would cost them money to mail
it or ship it. How else were books got into Russia? Propaganda balloons. I
started the fourth draft, adding 2,000 VOTE FOR NIXON balloons to the
auction lot, and took it to the end of the cold war. But it still didn’t seem
complete. The goldfish wasn’t in the synthesis. The plot had really started
with him, it should go back to him. I thought about my characters again.
I’d wanted something nice to happen to them but I saw now they wouldn’t
want anything for themselves, they’d want it for their goldfish: so it was a
question of making the goldfish happy. Well, what would he want: he had
a bath. Water, of course: not chlorinated New York water, but warm fresh
water from his native Caribbean flowing through the taps in the old bath
which had started the story. The title then supplied itself from a pun I’d
made months before in a different connection. So all I had to do now was
write out the final version, polishing here and there, clearing up the
political angle and introducing a Senator from Texas for the pipeline, and
adding faucets to the bath.

Easy, wasn’t it. But it didn’t seem that way when I started. If you’ve
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got the kind of mind I have you’ve just got to start writing in the faith that
something will occur to you, and help it by continually asking yourself
questions. If you’d like to try it yourself here’s another item from that tray
of mine, a copy of the Seacon Progress Report mentioning that closed
circuit television is installed in all the hotel rooms. Suppose some
mundane hotel guest who doesn’t know what’s going on turns on the tv to
watch his favourite programme?

The story “The Spanish Main” is collected in the free TAFF
ebook Willis Discovers America and other fan fiction [Ed.]
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Instalment 32, Warhoon 14,
January 1962,

The Stranger Being on the Ship Made Great
Wondering of All Things

I’m glad that Castillo was amused by something in my artless little
column, even if it were a remark with so few obvious boffos as that
“Hegelians and dialectical materialists say this process – thesis, antithesis
and synthesis – is the essential nature of all phenomena and there’s no
doubt that it is somehow pleasing to the human mind, even if it’s just a
symbolism of sex.” I would hasten to assure him though that my use of the
word “just” was not careless, as he suggests, but cautious. I intended no
disrespect to Sex, which has made great progress since Burbee invented it
in 1926, and which I firmly believe is here to stay. There are, however,
more basic phenomena. And as I understand it, the Hegel/Marx theory is
supposed to apply to all phenomena, not just those nearest and dearest to
Art Castillo.

The question I was touching on was whether particular examples of
synthesis are pleasing to us because we subconsciously recognize this
underlying unity, or just because we associate them with the pleasure of
sex. The same point arises in aesthetics: whether certain curves and forms
are pleasing because they enshrine mathematical relationships, or just
because they remind one of a woman’s body. Possibly Art and the logical
positivists would say the question is meaningless, because our criteria for
female beauty are based on functional efficiency and anything which is
functionally efficient must be mathematically correct, but I would suggest
that in one way the question could be very important indeed. What we are
discussing is really not whether one particular theory of philosophy is
correct or not, but the degree of objectivity of which the human mind is
capable.

To tear ourselves away from women, we generally regard other life
forms on this planet (tigers, birds etc) as beautiful, presumably because we
recognize their functional efficiency. But there are other forms just as
functionally efficient but which some of us dislike (spiders, snakes,
insects) because they have unpleasant emotional associations. The
question arises, what might our reaction be to alien life forms? Any life
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form that makes it this far must be functionally efficient and therefore
beautiful in itself, but if it happens to resemble a Terran life form we
dislike, will we be capable of overcoming our prejudice enough to
appreciate that beauty?

To some extent this is a question which sf fans have had to face in
advance of the rest of the world, because even authors of the class of
Heinlein have tended to make their aliens either furry, cute and friendly, or
slimy, insectile and hostile. It would be interesting if they would try us
with aliens which are slimy and friendly. And it would be even more
interesting if they were to admit that whether they are friendly or not
depends as much on us as on them. After all, we are aliens too. Are we
friendly?

This question reminds me of the old and simple but very profound
story of the woman who came to live in a strange town and asked the
woman next door what the neighbours were like. The answer, when you
come to think of it, was the only possible one. “What were they like where
you came from?”

Man is not friendly or hostile in vacuo. The doctrines of original sin
and of the noble savage are both rubbish. Mankind is capable of the
ultimate in both love and hate, good and evil, depending entirely on the
circumstances. Why should it be assumed that the attitudes of aliens are
any more pre-set? (To by-pass possible objections here, perhaps I’d better
say I’m discounting antlike communities and psychotic societies like Nazi
Germany, as being so incapable of progress or inherently unstable as to be
unlikely to develop interstellar flight.) Sf authors have generally assumed
that aliens are either friendly, in which case we co-operate; or hostile, in
which case we fight. But it seems to me that there are two lots of aliens to
be considered and that our emotional attitude is just as important as theirs.

Well, are Terrans friendly? Or, as Lowndes put it in his analysis last
issue of the themes of Starship Troopers and The Star Dwellers: “What
assumptions ought to be made a priori about encounters with other
intelligent life forms, and what attitudes and behaviour patterns necessarily
follow?” Well, of course it is unfortunately impossible to say whether
Heinlein or Blish is right without experimental evidence. We would need a
documentary record of Man’s first encounter with a species as essentially
warlike as Heinlein says Man is, and no such records exist. Or do they?
There was one previous occasion when Man discovered a New World full
of strange creatures, and the first contact with these aliens is fully reported
in Hakluyt’s “Principall Navigations, Voiages and Discoveries of the
English Nations (London, 1589)”. This contains eye witness accounts of
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the first encounters between Eskimos and Elizabethan Englishmen, who
were not all that far apart in civilization (despite the desperate hardship of
their lives the Eskimos had a high degree of social organization, a
knowledge of their own history and acquaintance with reading and
writing) but whose ways of life were as alien to one another as is possible
for two races on the same planet.

On the 11th of August, 1576, Captain Marin Frobisher finally forced
his one remaining ship through storm and pack ice, and anchored in what
is now known as Frobisher Bay, at the South East end of Baffin Island.
Shortly there appeared several boats full of natives, making offers of
friendship by signs. One of them came on board, while one of the
Englishmen went with the Eskimos as a pledge. Gifts were exchanged.
The two hostages returned safely without incident.

So far so good, one would have thought, but Frobisher apparently had
a certain kind of attitude and behaviour pattern. “Perceiving these strange
people to be of countenance and conversation proceeding from a nature
given to fierceness and rapine” he stood off to prepare his ship for defence,
and then anchored again at the other side of the bay. There they took on
another hostage and Frobisher himself went ashore. He “was led into their
houses and there saw their manner of food and life, which is very strange
and beastly.”

Frobisher returned to his ship and sent the hostage home, but
presently another alien came aboard voluntarily and they agreed with him
by signs that he would lead them through the straits in his kayak. Frobisher
sent him ashore in the ship’s boat to get it. The crisis was approaching.

The boat on which the new pilot was being sent ashore was manned
by a crew of five and Frobisher gave them strict instructions that they were
not to go out of sight lest they be set upon. But having set down the pilot
these five men inexplicably disobeyed their orders, and rowed on round
the headland. They were never seen again and what happened to them was
to remain a mystery for nearly 300 years.

But it was no mystery to Frobisher. Obviously, his men had been
enticed away and captured. He “caused his trumpet to sound and shot a
piece of ordnance over the houses.” Nothing happened, except that “he
heard the people of the land laugh”. This produced a fine flowering of
military logic. “He swore not to make peace with them but rather to depart
to other places, where to try and find some other people of that land to
whom these late doings were unknown, and of them to take some prisoners
in reprisal for his own men.” My underlinings.

Three days later he saw a number of Eskimo boats and got ready to
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fire his cannon at one of the larger ones, containing some twenty or thirty
men, hoping to capture some of the survivors. But seeing what he was up
to, the Eskimos stayed out of range: only one kayak came near, the man in
it making signs of friendship. Frobisher returned them and proffered gifts,
and when the lone Eskimo ventured near enough to accept a little bell,
Frobisher grabbed his hand and pulled him onto the deck, kayak and all.
He tried to explain to his captive by signs that he wanted his five men back
but the Eskimo didn’t seem to understand and all his companions had fled
wailing in grief, so Frobisher set sail for England, taking the lone alien
home as a souvenir. The “strange man and his boat... was a great wonder
unto the whole city and to the rest of the realm that heard of it.”

It is eerily poignant to think of the life of this lone Eskimo in
Elizabethan London, and we can only hope that the disease which
presumably brought it to an end was less painful than homesickness. All
we know is that he died within a year, before Frobisher’s next voyage.

Yes, next summer Frobisher was back in the Arctic looking for gold,
the Northwest Passage to the Pacific and his five missing sailors, in that
order of importance. On 19th July, 1577, the English landed again and
exchanged gifts with a group of Eskimos, but now neither side would trust
the other enough to exchange hostages. Frobisher and his mate tried to
capture one by force, but they slipped on the ice and had to run for it,
Frobisher in a most undignified fashion, having been “hurt in the buttocks
by an arrow.” Soldiers from the boats then intervened and captured an
Eskimo.

About ten days later the English landed again to look at a couple of
Eskimo villages from which the inhabitants had fled. They had brought
their captive with them and noticed when they were leaving that he had
left something odd on the ground. It was a circle of five small sticks with a
small bone in the middle. It was conjectured that these represented the five
Englishmen and himself, and presumably it was intended to convey to his
friends that the presence of the five Englishmen on shore was keeping him
imprisoned. I must say I admire that unknown Eskimo: that was a pretty
fancy piece of symbolic logic for an untutored savage.

On being questioned by signs this Eskimo genius agreed that he knew
about the five Englishmen, but he earnestly denied that they had been
killed and eaten. They were alive and well, he insisted. But unfortunately
his word carried little weight against the evidence the Englishmen found in
the next village... some English clothing and “raw and new killed flesh of
unknown sort”. A punitive expedition set out for vengeance and hunted
down a group of Eskimos, and there followed the first battle of this tiny
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war. The Eskimos fought to the death – and beyond: for when they knew
they were dying they threw themselves off the rocks into the icy sea no
that the Englishmen could not get at their bodies. Both sides were now
firmly convinced that the others were cannibals.

In the battle the English captured a woman with her baby who had
been hiding behind some rocks, and who had cried out when her baby was
wounded by a bullet. They put her in with the man captive and watched
curiously if they would mate, like animals. What actually happened has
really nothing to do with our theme, but it’s curiously touching....

At their first encounter they beheld each other for a good time
without speech or word uttered, with great change of colour and
countenance, as though it seemed the grief of their captivity had
taken away their tongues. The woman at the first turned away
and began to sing, as though she thought upon some other
matter: but being again brought together, the man broke the
silence first, and with stern countenance began to tell a long
solemn tale to the woman, whereupon she gave a good hearing.
Afterward, they being grown into more familiar acquaintance I
think the one would hardly have lived without the comfort of the
other. Yet, insofar as we could perceive (albeit they lived
continually together) yet did they never use each other as man
and wife.

A week later the Eskimos were again seen waving a flag and begging for
the woman and child to be released. They assured Frobisher again that his
five men were alive and suggested he write a letter to them. This Frobisher
did, telling them that the prisoner he had taken last year was dead but he
now had three more he would trade for them. But if the Eskimos didn’t
give them back he would kill everyone in the country. The Eskimos
promised to come back in three days and they did, three of them coming
forward to meet Frobisher. But his soldiers saw others hiding behind rocks
and, suspicious, withdrew to their boats. They filled the holds with what
they thought to be gold and returned to England, taking three more human
souvenirs home with them.

Frobisher made a third and last expedition the following year, but saw
nothing of the Eskimos. But three centuries later, in the winter of 1860/61,
a young American called Claude Hall finally solved the mystery of the five
missing sailors. The Eskimos had preserved a most detailed account of
those events of 284 years ago. It appeared that the five men had in fact
deserted from Frobisher’s stern discipline and had lived amicably among
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the Eskimos for four years, hiding out from Frobisher’s annual searches. It
is certain they were alive after he left for the last time, because they had
used some wood abandoned by the third expedition to make a boat to sail
to England, and Hall actually found traces of the work. But against the
advice of their Eskimo friends they had set sail too early in the season and
at that point finally disappeared from history.

Now Frobisher was not a bad man, and all his actions were dictated
by what he regarded as realism: they were the inevitable result of his
attitude and behaviour pattern. Nevertheless they had cost the lives of five
of his men apart from those lost in battle. He had also killed a much larger
number of Eskimos, condemned four of them including a woman and child
to death in exile, and left an impression of his race which was to last for
three hundred years. Even his precious ore turned out to be “Fool’s Gold”
and was jettisoned in an English harbour. All we can be thankful for is that
those Eskimos did not happen to be an outpost of a civilization armed with
nuclear weapons: and all we can hope is that we have enough sense not to
let our policies and our attitudes resemble those of that Sixteenth Century
Sailingship Trooper.

Note: The above account is based on excerpts from Hakluyt in a book
called The Ice Age by a Canadian called Moffatt, which aroused my sense
of wonder more than any recent science fiction. I could have also given an
account of another expedition led by an unpractical idealistic Quaker-type
Christian who faced a situation similar to Frobisher’s but whose very
different attitude and behavior patterns not only saved the lives of many
Englishmen but brought about the friendly relations between us and the
Eskimos which last to the present day.
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Instalment 33, Warhoon 15,
April 1962

The Most Distressful Country

Since I started reading fanzines I have become so indoctrinated in
American politics that every four years, come November, I have to be
dragged away screaming from the doors of the U.S. Consulate: but it
occurs to me that I’ve never seen anything in fanzines about Irish politics,
though I remember once being asked to explain what it was all about. So
as a change from the HUAC, and at the risk of plunging all fandom into
war about a subject even more emotional than “Operation Abolition”, here
goes.

My own first instruction in Irish politics came at the age of three,
when my mother would sing me this charming little nursery rhyme:

Tramp tramp tramp the boys are marching
Hear them Fenians at the door.
“If you don’t let us in
We will break your door down
And you’ll never see your daddy any more.”

The Fenians were of course the current Nationalist Party Sinn Fein
(“Ourselves Alone”) who had started the latest insurrection against the
British in 1916, the one about which Yeats wrote “A terrible beauty is
born”. And while I was listening to that song some seven years later my
“Daddy” was lying on the floor of the tram on his way home from work.

It all started in 1154, when Pope Adrian IV “gave” Ireland to Henry II
of England, in the airy way popes had at that time of disposing of
territories which did not belong to them. It may of course have had
something to do with it that Adrian IV was the only English Pope there has
ever been and that there has never been an Irish Pope at all to give the
country back to the Irish. At any rate, the history of the country from then
until 1921 consisted largely of attempts by England to take and keep
possession. One of the most determined was in 1609, when the population
of Ulster, the most rebellious of the four provinces, was dispossessed and
replaced by loyal Protestants from England.(hence Londonderry). It was
the descendants of these settlers, now called Unionists or Orangemen, who
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in 1914 were ready to fight England rather than be disowned. After the
First World War the hapless British Government offered to partition the
country, which resulted in still more fighting, this time between the
Nationalists who were willing to accept this solution and those who
weren’t. The ten years of fighting, known as The Troubles, ended more or
less in 1926 when De Valera’s extremists entered ordinary politics, leaving
behind them a splinter group which still claims to be the lawful
Government of Ireland and whose “armed forces” are the IRA.

Well that’s simple enough, you must be thinking – true Irish in the
South, English in the North, a partition between them. But let me take you
to one wet July afternoon in 1953 when the Willis family and the visiting
Bulmers were watching the World Cup Football semi-final between
England and Soviet Russia, televised from Switzerland. It sounds, I admit,
an unlikely occasion for a blinding flash of revelation about the Irish
Problem – but halfway through the second half Russia scored and my ten-
year old daughter Carol cheered. Startled at this discourtesy to our visitors
I enquired into her motives, lest the Brownie Group she had been attending
was really a secret Komsomol cell. But the truth was simpler. She just
hated England. Why? Because of what they had done to Ireland.
Apparently she had just started learning Irish History at school, (in fairness
to my daughter I should say that when she heard Ken and Pamela Bulmer
were English she was overcome with embarrassment. She’d thought all
our fan visitors were American.)

Well here, I said to myself, is an interesting thing. Here is a child of
solid Unionist background, taught in a Unionist school from books which
represent England as favourably as is reasonably consonant with the facts,
and she has become an Irish Nationalist. She knows nothing of the events
of the last forty years, falling as they do into that No Man’s Land between
the history books and the newspapers: all she knows is that she lives in an
island called Ireland. The fact is that it is impossible to be born and live in
this country without being Irish, and the Orangemen and Unionists who
are still willing to lay down their lives for the British Connection are just
as Irish as anyone. They are just Irish in a different way.

The Government of the South recognize this, so much so that their
national flag is a tricolour of green, white and orange, the white
symbolizing the peace that should exist between the two factions; but the
true nature of the love-hate relationship between the two parts of Ireland
was show even more clearly by a little known incident that took place
twenty-one years ago.

At that time Ireland was partly at war and partly at peace. Southern
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Ireland was neutral, and Dublin was brilliantly lit, well fed and thronging
with Germans. A hundred miles to the North, Belfast was blacked out,
rationed and as thoroughly at war as London. Except that she had not yet
been bombed. Despite the fact that she has the largest shipyards in the
world, the experts figured she was too far away for the Germans to reach
and need not be defended. They were wrong. In April 1941 the Luftwaffe
unleashed on the helpless city the heaviest concentration of high explosive
bombs dropped on any city in the United Kingdom in the whole of the
war. Then they dropped ninety thousand incendiaries. The news that
Belfast was ablaze reached Dublin in the early hours of the morning, and
the authorities there did a remarkable thing. They ordered out the Dublin
Fire Brigade. Every fire engine in Dublin raced North and before dawn
they were crossing the suddenly meaningless frontier, their headlights
blazing through the blacked-out villages of County Down towards the
burning capital of their old enemies. Between them Irishmen from both
sides of history put out the fires of Belfast, and next afternoon the tired
Dubliners went quietly home, unthanked. Unthanked publicly, that is,
because Southern Ireland was a neutral country and officially nothing had
happened. Something had, though. It may not have been in the newspapers
or the mouths of politicians, but the people of Belfast remember.

Lurch Tch

Your editor shocked me twice last issue, once by not printing the letter he
got from Jacqueline Kennedy – you should encourage these neofen: you
never know when they might amount to something – and then by referring
to Wrai Ballard and Nan Rapp rolling downhill “in a gaily coloured lurch”.
Surely, I thought, an educated man like Bergeron should know that a lurch
is a deep ditch by the side of a road. I admit that when I looked it up in the
dictionary to confirm this I found some silly reference to the game of
backgammon, but I’ve known all my life what a lurch is and no mere
lexicographer is going to leave me in one.

Lost History

The oldest doodle in the world is in a ruined castle called Dunluce on a
cliff in County Antrim. It’s a crude drawing of a Viking ship, scratched on
the stone by a bored sentry, and probably drawn from life. I’ve seen many
relics of the past that are more imposing, but none had got through to me
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like that doodle. Why, I don’t quite know. Perhaps it’s the sheer
unexpectedness of it, this casual triviality surviving when monuments
designed to last a thousand years have perished without trace. But more
likely I think it is its informality, this little genuine human thing by-
passing the pomposity of recorded history from one ordinary man to
another. I remember getting the same feeling of awe from a short story by
Eric Linklater, a simple little tale about a man interviewing an old sailor
whose ancestors had all been sailors, and listening to the stories they had
handed down of their adventures... and suddenly realizing with an eerie
shock that one of these sea-faring yarns was an eye-witness account of
Jason’s voyage in search of the Golden Fleece.

Since then I’ve been on the lookout for things like that, and I’ve
found a real example that is almost as wonderful as Linklater’s imaginary
one. You know the little dancing game that very young children play?

Ring a ring of roses,
A pocketful of posies.
Tishoo Tishoo
All fall down!

A pink rash like ringworm was the first symptom of the Great Plague of
London in 1665/66. People carried bunches of flowers in the belief that
they warded off infection. The onset of death was accompanied by a fit of
sneezing. And “fall down” was what 70,000 people did in that terrible
winter which the children remember for us.

But for sheer scope of history the prize must go to the contemporary
philologist who has put forward the theory that “aurora” is the oldest word
in any language. His reason? In Central Africa there is a tribe of monkeys
who at dawn congregate in groups and grunt “Ur-ur.”
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Instalment 34, Warhoon 16,
July 1962

“Depend upon it, Sir,” said Dr. Johnson, “there is nothing which
concentrates a man’s mind so much as the knowledge that he is to be
hanged in a fortnight.” The good Doctor failed to consider an even starker
human extremity, that of a columnist for Warhoon who finds that his
deadline was yesterday. Grabbing the tray of notes for this column, I meet
this crisis with that quiet desperation which is supposed to be the
characteristic mood of Western Man, determined to try and fight my way
into what space may remain of this issue. After all, I tell myself, Virginia
Blish may not yet have been to see Last Year at Marienbad.

Acting as superbly efficient paperweights in the tray are a huge
anthology of world poetry and an ordinary issue of Habakkuk. Taking the
lighter one first, I would like to quote from page 1154.

Early I rose
In the blue morning;
My love was up before me,
It came running up to me
from the doorways of the dawn.

On Papago Mountain
The dying quarry
Looked at me with my love’s eyes.

This is a sample of American Indian poetry, a Papago Lovesong. What I
would like to know is this: does it appeal to those of you who do not
happen to be Red Indians?

This isn’t a frivolous question. What I am wondering about is the
extent to which you may have ceased to be Europeans, but may not yet
have become Americans.

It has always seemed to me that it must be hard to love part of the
alphabet, an agglomeration of initials symbolizing a political abstraction,
like USSR, the UK or the USA. I am not talking about flag-waving
patriotism now, the synthetic perversion foisted on us by the politicians,
but the deep and often unexpressed attachment a man feels for his home
land. He may be willing to die even for NATO, but only because it
includes his basic loyalty to a place and the people who live in it. This is
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geography rather than politics, because in the last analysis it is geography
which gives the people of a region their common characteristics.

Which brings us finally to the question put by John Ottenheimer in
Habbakuk 4. Are American schools wrong in teaching the “Western”
cultural heritage? There is, he suggests, something basically incongruous
about Middle East religions and philosophies on the prairies and in the vast
ranges of the Rocky Mountains and along the peaceful shores of the
Pacific. But if as John says, a nation’s arts are the result of their natural
environment, then to some extent at least Amerind culture should by now
have an inherent attraction for Americans.

The question of indigenous versus transplanted cultures is a complex
one, but the practical issues are simple. Can one love a mountain as it
should be loved when you don’t know what its name means? And does the
poetic experience of that other American mean anything to you?

Trumpet Involuntary

Through the courtesy of Bob Shaw, who in the course of his work in
Public Relations reads all the British national newspapers, right down to
the Daily Express, I am privileged to bring you this poignant news item
from the Times:

Seldom can a musician have met with such a reception as that
accorded on Saturday night to the trumpet player of the
Philharmonia Orchestra. As he rose to his feet in the top-most
gallery of the Albert Hall to produce his fanfare for Beethoven’s
Overture Leonora #3, to his surprise, horror and dismay he was
seized by a burly steward and hustled towards the nearest exit.

To his credit he remained trumpeting to the last and in fact
battled his way back to his position in time for the second
fanfare a few moments later.

“It sounded as though it was a complete reverse of what it
should have been,” said Mr. Kenneth Jones, who was
conducting.

“The attendant imagined that it was someone playing a
prank and I have suggested that in future all attendants should he
required to read carefully each evening’s programme.”

Mr. Jones explained that normally the fanfare in Leonora is
played just off-stage, but to make things more realistic, since the
trumpet was supposed to be sounding from a high tower, it had
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been decided to put the trumpet player in the gallery.
“Next time we shall have armed security guards around our

trumpet player. He deserves everyone’s sympathy for he had
played most beautifully at the rehearsal.”

Mr. Michael Maxwell, the orchestral manager, said that he
had been waiting particularly for this fanfare. The first few notes
had been fine and then they seemed to wobble in the middle and
fade out. It sounded as though a door had suddenly closed in
front of the player.

The unfortunate man was so upset that he left the Albert
Hall immediately and went home to bed. Yesterday, he asked
that his name should not be given.

Lapse of the Ghods

As an ordinary simple-minded fan, I am puzzled by something in this
discussion the pros are having about letter sections in the promags.
Apparently the situation is that the authors want to see reader’s letters, but
the editors don’t want to publish them. That, everyone seems to agree, is
that. Too bad. Impasse. Well, I don’t get it. Here we have this respected
author complaining that he never gets comments on his work. By his side
we have this respected editor revealing that he gets as many as 250 letters
a month. There must be some reason why the editor does not pass extracts
from the letters to the author, as good fan editors do.

Obviously the explanation must lie in the differences between fanzine
editing and the lofty mysteries of professional work, so let us in our
ignorant fannish way try and see just what these differences are. The pro
editor, I understand, does not set his own type or run the printing presses.
He does not have to keep subscription records, or even write mailing
labels. He has a secretary for routine correspondence. He has even, I am
reliably informed, funds available to pay authors for material... though I
admit that some of the contents of his magazine make this difficult to
believe. He does not have to think up witty interlineations or, usually,
write long editorials. (And when he does we usually wish he hadn’t.)
Finally, he does not have another full-time job. And that survey leaves us
with just one little question to ask about the professional editor.

What does he do all day?

In the End Was the Word
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I don’t want to worry you, but I think the world may be coming to an end
quite soon, despite the valiant efforts of the Los Angeles Science Fiction
Society. Let me adduce some signs and portents.

When Andy Young was in Belfast, in the course of a discussion on
the curvature of the space-time continuum with special reference to
Marilyn Monroe, he asked John Berry what mathematical constants he was
familiar with. “None,” said John with manly frankness. “I don’t even
understand 3.1417.”

“Come now, John,” I said thoughtlessly, “That’s as easy as Pi.” Then
of course I immediately taxed him with having deliberately supplied the
cue. He denied it. That was the way it all started, a cloud no bigger than
Berry’s mustache.

At the British Convention this Spring, James White and myself were
having a conversation with Brian Aldiss and Harry Harrison, and the
conversation turned to how sf authors look in photographs. James said to
Brian, “The last photograph I saw of you wasn’t so horrible. You were
standing outside the Tower of London, holding a kitten.”

“Yes,” said Aldiss. “I ate it afterwards.” (He’s like that, you know.)
A little later Harrison commented that sf authors always look as if

they were looking for their mother. “It’s the eat-a-puss complex,” I said,
before I could stop myself.

Some few days later, we were lying with Ron Ellik in the grassy
grounds of Dunluce Castle when the conversation turned, as is its wont, to
the intelligence of vegetables. Someone instanced the ways daisies curl
their petals inwards at nighttime, and we wondered if they did this a little
when a cloud went across the sun. Ian McAulay, treating this research
project with typical scientific thoroughness, shortly announced that he had
observed them carefully but could see no sign of this effect. Whereupon
Bob Shaw said sagely: “The old saying must be true then. A watched petal
never coils.”

But the most sinister of these events occurred only yesterday, when
Sid Coleman dropped in on his way to a summer seminar of theoretical
physicists in Istanbul. (Honest.) Naturally the conversation turned to
unreal numbers.

“I don’t know that they’re all that unreal,” said Bob Shaw. “When I
was in an Italian restaurant I found a cubical sort of herb floating in my
soup.”

“What was it?” we asked guardedly.
“The square root of minestrone,” explained Bob.
“You’ll just have to keep him away from Italian food, Sadie” said
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Madeleine. “It has an evil effect on him.”
“Yes”, I said, “he’d sell his best friend for thirty slivers of pizza.”
I expose these grisly skeletons in our closet solely for the

mathematicians in the audience, so that they can calculate the odds against
those cues arising in the natural course of events. The answer, I’m afraid,
is only too obvious. We are being manoeuvred, by some cosmic Ferdinand
Feghoot.

The notion of the Universe having been created to make puns is no
more farfetched than that of certain highly respected theologians who
claim that the purpose of our existence is to glorify Ghod... or in our
terminology, for egoboo. And it is obvious that the dread implications are
suspected by our race subconscious. Why else should the pun, like no
other form of humour, be greeted with groans of dismay? (Even in the
LASFS, by extortion of a fine.) We realize subconsciously that we are all
being manoeuvred towards the Ultimate Pun. Some day the almost
inconceivably unlikely set of circumstances towards which the history of
mankind is being directed will arise, and someone who has been bred and
trained for this moment will detonate this Ultimate Pun, infinite in its
layers of meaning. As in the Clarke story “The Nine Billion Names of
Ghod”, the purpose of creation will be realized and the world will come to
an end. What is worrying me is this evidence that we in fandom may have
been chosen as the unconscious agents of cosmic dissolution. It is as if
now that the end is near the alien beings in charge of the detailed
arrangements are becoming careless, more daring, less concerned about
our suspecting their machinations. That business about a summer seminar
of theoretical physicists in Istanbul, for instance, did you ever hear of
anything so improbable? (And I know for a fact that Sid got a letter from
Turkey accepting his application before he had even heard of it.) Even
more worrying is the success of the TAWFund, hitherto inexplicable.
Forry Ackerman and Dean Grennell will be there too... Yes, I’m afraid that
the world is due to come to an end on Saturday 1st September. It will, I
think, be painless and without shock. Just don’t look too closely at some of
those “disguises” for the Masquerade Ball.
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Instalment 35, Warhoon 18,
January 1963

I wouldn’t say I’ve quite recovered from The Trip yet, so this instalment
may be the one John Baxter is dreading, but obviously I must do
something to keep this swarm of B’s from taking over the magazine
entirely. Actually, the way I look at it, Baxter has the wrong end of the
stick, or at least of the alphabet. I would point out that the initial of this
magazine itself is the same as mine, and obviously therefore it is all these
other people who are out of step. It’s up to them to change their names.
I’m sure I’ll have support on this from journalistic circles in Hagerstown
and Brooklyn, whatever footling objections may be raised by Waxter,
Wreen, Werry, Woggs, Wlish, and Wergeron.*

* All those other B’s had columns in Warhoon at the time. [Ed.]

If you persuade all these people to change their initials, Wick, you
can make double use out of them.

If I was in my right mind I’d have hastily struck out that last sentence,
but I leave it in to show you the enfeebled state of my intellect. Actually I
think I’m suffering form a sort of mental indigestion. Normally I lead quite
a humdrum existence, and ten thousand miles of travel in a strange country
is another lifetime of impressions to absorb. And did I absorb them. I sped
through your country behind a bus window like some great sponge in a
travelling aquarium. I had a pocketbook with me which I brought in
Shannon Airport, but I didn’t open it again until I was back over the
Atlantic. I just absorbed the United States. When I got home in 1952 I was
shocked to find how little I remembered of the wayside scene, so this time
I was determined to miss nothing. I stared out of that window from dawn
until the headlights and neon signs and the hiss of tires lulled me to sleep
again.

After all that you might well think I could answer a simple question
like the one people keep asking me here: what was America like? But the
more you have seen of America the harder that question is to answer. It’s
like being asked what’s the world like. Many of the things which
Europeans think of as typically American, from super-markets to teabags,
are symptomatic merely of higher or different living standards, which you
might find in any country, depending on quite adventitious circumstances.
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They don’t really say anything about America. I’ve been reviewing that
long long journey for something intrinsically and uniquely American, the
sort of thing that Stephen Daedalus called an epiphany...

I can’t even remember where I saw it, because it was on that last long
journey from Los Angeles back to New York, when we were tired, and a
little dispirited that it was nearly all over, and no longer pointing excitedly
and making notes. And indeed it wasn’t until later that the full significance
of this thing occurred to me. We were coming into some small town, at
dusk. On the left, on a small hill, was a long low building. From its roof a
mast rose into the night sky, holding aloft a neon sign with just one word
on it. Up there among the faint stars in letters of fire this sign said, simply,
YES. The most important single fact about America is that it’s big. But,
paradoxically enough, this is not an obvious fact. It seems to me, for
instance, that the Fitzgerald quotation in John Baxter’s letter last issue is
merely what Charles Wells describes as art writing. It sounds fine, but it is
simply not true. Speaking of how America must have appeared to the early
Dutch sailors, Fitzgerald says: “For a transitory enchanted moment man
must have held his breath in the presence of this continent... face to face
for the last time in history with something commensurate to his capacity
for wonder.” Now that’s rubbish, or I’m a Dutch sailor. Those Dutchmen
would have had to hold their breaths for months to appreciate the size of
America. From a ship America looks no bigger than San Salvador. By
sailing along the coast, or crossing the country on a covered wagon, it
must have been possible to realize vaguely how big it was, but the
realization must have come gradually as followed day and week followed
week and still there was no end to the land. It was a long succession of
anticlimaxes, not a transitory enchanted moment. You cannot stand silent
on a peak with a wild surmise at not seeing the Pacific.

No, the only way to appreciate the size of America is to cross it by
some means of transportation fast enough to enable you to connect in your
mind and emotions the beginning of the journey and its end. And not by
air, or even by train, because you must see all the people and life on the
way, and you must feel the speed of your journey to realize the full
significance of the time it is taking. And that means by road. No one ever
realized the size of America until the invention of the internal combustion
engine.

The second most important fact about America is that it is rich, and it
is the combination of these two facts which makes America unique in the
history of the world. There have been great countries, and there have been
rich countries, and there have even been countries which were rich and
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great, but there has never been a country which has been so great and so
rich, and had the internal combustion engine. For the first time there is a
great country with a people who have the means to realize how great it is,
and it seems to me this realization is in the back of every American’s
mind. It leads to the social mobility, both physical and psychological,
which I think is the essential American characteristic. They are a
seminomadic race, with the independence and confidence and pride and
generosity and something of the cruelty of the nomad. Even if they never
actually move from their home town (but how few don’t?), the important
thing is that they know they can. They are like a man with a gun in his
pocket, who doesn’t have to use it as long as everyone knows it’s there. If
he doesn’t like his job, or his neighbours, or the climate, he can get up and
go and be a thousand miles away tomorrow. He is free, in a way
Europeans have never been.

It was all in that sign. It was of course a motel sign, and it was a kind
of motel sign you could find only in a country where motels are so
common that everyone knows it means “Yes, there is a vacancy.” But up
there in the dark it seemed to me to proclaim some more significant
message. It was like some great symbol of affirmation. Somehow it
reminded me of sculpted mountains in National Parks, picnic tables in
unfathomable forests, artificial Matterhorns, thousand-mile motorways,
skyscrapers, and unfenced lawns. All these are things to which Europe has
said no, because their countries are too small, or the resources too limited,
or their traditions too hidebound, or their suspicion of each other too great.
But the American word is YES.

Down in the Dumps

The other afternoon, as I was throwing a cathode ray tube down a
mineshaft, the thought occurred to me that our civilization has one unique
distinction. It is the Age of Indestructible Garbage. This old TV picture
tube had been cluttering up the house for months simply because I didn’t
know how to get rid of it. Of course I know the recommended procedure
for disposing of old CR tubes, which is disturbingly reminiscent of that
laid down for vampires. You bury it in the ground and drive a metal stake
through it. But our garden, such as it is, is all lawn or paving, and I hate
digging anyway. Besides I haven’t even got a spade. And of course I
couldn’t just throw it out with the ordinary rubbish, because then it would
land up in some dump and children might throw stones at it and implode it.
So eventually I got out the one inch map of County Down and looked for
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an abandoned mine. There was one marked near Newtownards, so I took
the family out for a drive. As I said to Madeleine while we were waiting
for the traffic lights, I’ll bet we were the only family out that afternoon
with a cathode ray tube looking for an abandoned lead mine.

Eventually we found it, two old stone towers and an overgrown hole
in the ground with a fence round it. When I throw a stone down through
the middle of the bushes it went crack, clunk, clank, clank, clank... splash
in a highly satisfactory manner, so I went back to the car for the TV tube.

As I toiled back up the hill with it, ignoring the curious stares of
people out walking in their Sunday best, this thought came to me about
indestructible garbage. Gypsies had been camping along the path, and the
place was still in a mess. But you couldn’t tell how long it had been like
that. In the old days gypsies left behind them only ashes and rags and other
organic residue, but now their garbage was like ours, a lasting memorial.
Plastic cartons, polythene bags, plastic tubes and wrappings and containers
of all sorts, all as bright and new as the day they were bought and
determined to stay that way.

It is as if all the wearing qualities that manufacturers have taken out
of their products has found its way into the wrappings. The only
obsolescence that is not planned for is that which is going to be
desperately needed. For what is going to happen to us after a hundred
years accumulation of rust-proof, fire-proof, bacteria-proof rubbish? Shall
we be moving about our planet knee-deep in gaily coloured garbage until,
desperate for more dumping ground, we make war on one another and
leave as our monument for galactic visitors a variegated stratum of plastic,
slightly radio-active?

I could see no hope for the race but the evolution of a form of plastic
eating bacteria, but meanwhile I had a new thrill to experience, a product
of this same decadent civilization. I called the children over and lobbed the
tube carefully through the bushes. It was perfectly judged. For a long tense
moment there was silence, and then a great reverberating explosion,
followed by an echoing tinkle of shards. It was immensely satisfying. Our
civilization may be doomed, but I hope it lasts until all the mineshafts are
full of cathode ray tubes.

Head Line

I hesitate to quote anything from a newspaper-after L.M. Janifer’s
revelation that even the veracity of the London Times is open to doubt
(ordinarily I would trust the Times, but one must attach greater credence to
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anyone so fearlessly honest as to publicly admit that he is half of Mark
Phillips) but I don’t think the Belfast Newsletter would have invented all
those details about the auction at Drumcairne, Co. Tyrone, which was
attended by Lord Caledon. He bought several valuable antiques, including
two old-fashioned items of bedroom furniture dating from the days before
indoor sanitation, and I think the headline which our local newspaper used
for the item had a certain subtle charm...

PEER PAYS £385 FOR TWO COMMODES
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Instalment 36, Warhoon 19,
February 1964

Rank and Rancor

The Eskimos, it is said, can distinguish fourteen varieties of snow. Certain
Polynesian tribes, on the other hand, have only three numerals – one, two
and plenty. All this proves is that the Eskimos have a lot of snow and the
Polynesians a lot of everything else. It would be an arrogant Eskimo who
would accuse the Polynesians of being stupid, because if he’s so smart
why isn’t he living on a South Sea island?

So it is with humble perplexity, like a Polynesian in a blizzard, rather
than with derision that I point an enquiring finger at the plaque awarded to
Fred Pohl at last year’s Lunacon. (Fanac 87, which has just made its way
to these shores on the back of a sea-going turtle.) It read:

TO FREDERIK POHL
WHOSE RISE FROM THE RANK OF SCIENCE

FICTION FAN TO RENOWNED AUTHOR AND
ACCLAIMED ANTHOLOGIST AND EDITOR OF SCIENCE
FICTION, HAS PROVED INSPIRATIONAL

– THE LUNARIANS, LUNACON 1962.

I realize it’s quite a new departure in literary criticism to start reviewing
inscriptions on plaques, an artform which has unfortunately much in
common with epitaphs. But any words etched into metal and nailed to a
plaque must be assumed to have been carefully weighed, so I take it that
this inscription represents a considered view of fandom.

It’s one well worth examining.
Lunarian-type fandom, it would seem, consists of unpublished

authors, frustrated prozine editors and unacclaimed anthologists.
Desperately we strive, with the meagre talents at our disposal, to make
ourselves worthy of higher spheres of activity, and every now and then one
of us attains the dizzy heights of the Great Professional World.
Immediately he becomes apotheosized, filling the fans still grubbing round
his feet with fresh inspiration to continue their struggle.

Well, I’m sure there are at least fourteen varieties of fandom, and that
somewhere there is a variety in which the members really regard fandom
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as a “training ground for the pros” – that catchphrase used by people trying
to justify a hobby which needs justification to people incapable of
understanding the truth. The truth, of course, is that we are amateurs.
Amateurs, from the Latin amare, to love. We are not frustrated
professionals, any more than an affectionate wife is a frustrated gold-
digger. We are in fandom for love of science fiction and the friends we
have made through it.

In any field of activity the term amateur is as proud a title as
professional, or prouder. It is just an unfortunate historical accident, and
not the only thing we have Gernsback to blame for, that we happen to be
called fans. We are not fans in the popular sense of fawning acolytes,
however disappointing this fact may be to Randall Garrett. Moreover any
adulation we do show is, I suggest, largely misplaced. It is all right to
admire Ted Sturgeon if you like his writing, just as you may admire Dean
Grennell for his. But only for the writing itself and to the extent you
admire it, not because one gets paid for it and the other doesn’t. I would go
further and say that of those honoured at the last Chicon the best fanzine
editor was more to be admired than the best prozine editor, because the
former is at least as good at his hobby as the latter at his job.

If it were generally accepted outside our microcosm that it is an
admirable thing to give up a successful mundane occupation and an
enjoyable hobby to become an underpaid hack, we should see more
plaques on the lines of that awarded by the Lunarians. By some sports
association, for instance...

TO JOHN KENNEDY
WHOSE RISE FROM THE RANK OF POLITICIAN TO

RENOWNED PROFESSIONAL TOUCH-FOOTBALLER HAS
PROVED INSPIRATIONAL.

Bob’s Your Carbuncle

Robert Bloch, who plays a role in contemporary fandom strongly
reminiscent of that of Yorick in Hamlet, was seen by many at the Chicon
last year, and only narrowly avoided by many others. Among the former
were Madeleine and myself as you will have noticed from his references to
us, complimentary and otherwise, in the last Wrhn.

Last issue I wrote about some of the things America can be proud of.
To give a balanced picture, perhaps I should now say something about
Robert Bloch, as I saw him.
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Someone had removed the sharpened popsicle stick I had driven
through his heart in 1952, the only stake I could find small enough, but
apart from that he hadn’t changed. In fact I don’t think he had even been to
bed. (I hear he is now travelling everywhere by Greyhound, as the only
hope of losing the bags under his eyes.) However it wasn’t only because of
his appearance that he was required by the Convention Committee to do
his turn in the dark even to monster fans. The fact is that he is quite
proficient at the magic lantern lecture as an art form, having been a lodger
in Frieze-Greene’s house in London when the latter invented the camera. It
was he, in fact, who plunged the Daguerre into his host’s back. Leaving
Frieze as dead as a dado he absconded to Soho with the housekeeping
money and the kitchen knife.

This proficiency later made him eagerly sought after by producers of
horror pictures eager to cut expenses. It is not generally realized, for
instance, that the film Psycho is not a film at all, but 15,735 magic lantern
slides. Bloch and Tucker travel about the country from cinema to cinema
changing the slides in the projection booth with a bewildering speed
acquired through years of dealing off the bottom of the deck at poker. So
much for the clever cutting acclaimed by some critics and unnoticed by
others. All that happened was that Bloch or Tucker lost his place.

However those of you who were at Chicago will know Old Lantern
Jaw Bloch as he appears at Midwest Conventions, the original Missing
Lincoln. What I want to tell you about is Western Bloch, the new slim
Fatty Arbuckle, the Idle of the Movie Colony.

California is a very arid State, and it is possible to drive about in it
indefinitely without finding the Pacific Ocean. This is because most of it
has been cut into little chunks and put in people’s back yards. In the movie
colony these swimming pools are cut into odd shapes to symbolize how
the star in question made his money, Liberace’s being in the shape of a
grand piano, and so on. Robert Bloch’s pool is book shaped.

Not knowing about this pool, it was some time before I realized that
the only reason we had been invited to Bloch’s house was so that he could
see Madeleine in her black bikini. We spent some time in the house itself
first, admiring the various objets d’art which littered the place. I would
have said they were priceless, if it had not been for the presence of price
tags on each one, with sterling equivalents hastily added in pencil. There
was also a type-writer, in which was a half page of typing. I was too much
of a gentleman to peer at a fellow author’s half finished manuscript,
though I knew it would probably be published that way, so I tactfully
ignored it. Madeleine, however, I am glad to say, is no gentleman, and
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when after some time she realized the piece of paper was too big for a
price tag, she went over and read it. It turned out to be a Hitchcock Murder
Drama featuring two characters called Walter Willis and Gertrude Carr.
Since I came back home I have been glued to my screen, but it has not so
far appeared.

One thing I learned from this script was the reason for Bloch’s using
those very long cigarette holders. When he is typing, the burning cigarette
end is dragged along the paper, this accounting for his reputation among
editors of writing searing prose.

The true personality of Robert Bloch the Man, however, emerged
when he offered us a drink. We asked for orange juice, and after an
intensive search he produced a can from the refrigerator and opened it with
a beer can opener, which he had no difficulty in finding at all. He then
produced a jug and inverted the can over it. Nothing happened. Frowning
perplexedly, Bloch offered the can rather timorously to a terrifying
machine affixed to the wall, which deftly removed the lid to reveal an
unbroken surface of yellow ice. Bloch held the can upside down, shook it
frantically, slapped it on the bottom, and tried to pry out the contents with
a knife. All this was to no avail, and he finally just stood there jabbing
plaintively at the solid ice with a tea spoon.

The spectacle was too much for Madeleine’s warm heart and dry
throat. She took the can from him, held it under the warm water tap for a
moment, and inverted it over the jug. A cylinder of orange juice clattered
out and we left the laws of thermodynamics to complete the operation.

As we went out to the pool, though, I felt I had been vouchsafed a
glimpse of the real Bloch behind that sophisticated exterior, a simple child
of nature lost in the complexity of modern civilization. Behind that
cigarette holder was still the barefoot backwoods boy from Weyauwega.

The afternoon at the pool was pleasant and uneventful, except that
Bloch tried to drown me, and the chemicals he had introduced into the
water did not dissolve Madeleine’s bikini. Undaunted, he waited until we
had dressed again and offered to drive her to dinner in his red convertible.
This is a large vulgar vehicle, commonplace among Arabian oil sheiks, but
rarely seen in Ireland because of our innate good taste, narrow roads and
700 years of exploitation by foreigners. It was obviously Bloch’s hope that
this flamboyant automobile would turn the head of a simple Irish girl, and
had it not been for the Incident of the Orange Juice I would indeed have
been at a loss to cope with the situation. As it was, however, I merely
asked him if the hood came up automatically. Drunk with power, Bloch
pushed a button and the hood rose over the car in what I had to admit was
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an eerily impressive manner. However as I had surmised, the resources of
Detroit did not extend to automatically fastening it in front, and the
attempts of Bloch to cope with the complex arrangement of levers and
catches were pitiable in the extreme. Once again the thin veneer of
sophistication cracked and fell away, to reveal once more Weyeuwega,
Wisconsin. After this it was hopeless for him to try and impress Madeleine
with even the most glamorous artifacts of California, such as the
Hollywood Bowl and the LASFS Clubroom. We had witnessed the
Decline of the West.
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The Harp in Quark
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Instalment 37, Quark 7, 1964
It’s always as difficult, I find, to write the first instalment of a transplanted
column as of a new one, even a column which has survived as many
uprootings as this one. The Harp is now in its fourth fanzine and fourteenth
year, and yet I feel as diffident about starting this instalment as I did about
that first one in Quandry. The new editor is an old friend, and the names in
his letter column equally congenial, but every fanzine is a different gestalt
and I’m still feeling for my place in this one. It wouldn’t matter so much if
I were the sort of writer who knows what he’s going to say before he starts
writing, but I never do. All I have at the moment for instance is a page of a
notebook with cryptic scribbles on it reading “Bomber pilots”, “slugs” and
“Blish”, an ill-assorted lot. I wonder if the turnover in fandom has been
complete enough for me to get away with a column starting “Romantic
Ireland is covered with a soft mantle of slush as I sit here wondering what
I can say that would be suitable for a magazine published in Omaha,
Nebraska”? If so, I can see my fanwriting problems are over for another
fourteen years.

No, I was afraid of that. Despite all Ed Wood has told us about the
ephemeral nature of our fannish chit-chat, I thought there just might be an
odd copy of Quandry lurking in your fanzine collections behind those
imposing bound volumes of The Journal of Science Fiction. Oh well,
when I’m stuck for inspiration I find one way out is to take you the reader
into my confidence and let both of us face the situation together. Then if
the worst comes to the worst we can talk about writing itself and its
problems. Not that it’s likely to be much of a help to you, because there
seem to be as many problems as there are writers. My own is quite a
simple one, though serious enough in its way for a writer. Namely, I hate
writing. Writing to me is something like regurgitating that “little book”
which St. John in Revelations was required to take from the angel and eat.
“It shall make thy belly bitter, but it shall be in thy mouth as sweet as
honey”. In other words, I hate writing but I love to have written.

I know I have that little book in my belly all right. Not from sitting
cross legged contemplating my novel, but from lying down and dreaming
it. While I’m asleep I can write like anything. Entire full-length novels,
complete to the last period, form themselves in my mind with utter clarity.
I think I would probably be a very famous author indeed if it wasn’t for
slugs. The way I figure it is I have this mental bloc which prevents my
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creative subconscious from coming out into the open and doing its stuff.
The only way I can write is to maneuver myself into the desperate
situation of a promise made and a deadline to meet, and then sit and type
more or less at random until the mechanical act of typing lulls my
subconscious into a false sense of security. Whereas if it wasn’t for those
slugs I might have been able to trap my subconscious simply by
remembering what it dreams up in my sleep.

You might be asking where the slugs come in. Far be it from me to
embed unscrupulous fish-hooks like that in my innocent narrative, so I’ll
tell you right away without any further mystification. They come in under
the scullery door. This is an old house we live in and it has had about as
hard a life as a house can have, subjected to all sorts of semi-detached
villainy. Like being bombed during the war, and occupied by the British
Army for an office. I’m not sure which side did the most damage, but the
doors no longer fit properly and at night slugs get in from the yard. While
this is happening I am upstairs asleep, writing the Great Ulster Novel.
Suddenly I wake up, overwhelmed with awe and admiration at my own
genius, and shamble downstairs with the idea of getting a glass of water
before writing the whole thing down. Then I see the slugs. Somehow they
always come as a surprise to me. Now I hate slugs, and at the sight of the
hideous slimy creatures I go berserk with rage. Seizing the kitchen shovel I
scoop them up one by one, storm into the yard and, with a powerful
slinging motion of muscles strengthened by years of tennis, golf and
nocturnal slug-slinging, propel the slugs one by one with tremendous
velocity over the yard wall into the outer darkness. I’m really quite good at
it: I’m sure that if there is ever an amateur slug-slinging event introduced
into the Olympic Games I shall get at least a bronze medal for Ireland.

Though I must admit the sport could be a dangerous one if practised
more widely. Occasionally it has occurred to me that even so early in the
morning there might be someone walking along the street, and I used to
wonder what he said to his wife when he got home that evening...

“You know, dear, a funny thing happened to me on my way to work
this morning. Just as I was turning into Upper Newtownards Road, a live
slug whizzed past my ear!”

“Tch tch,” she sympathizes. “Why, we might as well be living in
Chicago!”

Now as you can well imagine, after standing out in the cool night air
bombarding the neighbourhood with slugs (thank goodness there are no
Forteans in our district) I am thoroughly wakened up, and every vestige of
the Great Ulster Novel has disappeared. Something similar happened to
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Coleridge, you remember, though the person from Porlock didn’t call until
he was halfway through Kubla Khan. Which may be significant. When
you come to think of it Porlock sounds Just the sort of place for slugs to
live in. Maybe it’s a base for Things from Outer Space engaged in a
diabolical plot to block the march of humanity towards the stars by foiling
its finest minds, like Coleridge and me, and they’re getting better at it.
Anyone who wants to write up for F&SF the story of how the hero Saved
the World with the Kitchen Shovel has my permission for ten percent of
what he gets, in the original bagels.

About the only thing left from the destruction of my literary career is
a deep feeling of comradeship for James Blish, acquired after reading the
Discon reports. No, it’s nothing to do with his literary reputation which
couldn’t be higher as far as I’m concerned. I can’t have described the
scene in our scullery vividly enough, or you would already be trembling
with horror. Picture it again. Those slimy slugs on the tiled floor. A
shambling pajama-clad figure, bleary-eyed with sleep, his mind full of
great literature. He might step on a slug with his bare foot.

Unspeakable, isn’t it. The very thought used to make me go quite
faint in the very act of slug-slinging, taking at least fifty yards off my
range. And yet one night it happened, and you know it wasn’t so bad.
Horrible of course, but I didn’t go mad or anything. In fact I took it fairly
calmly at the time and, now that the worst has happened, I don’t dread it so
much any more. Much the same sort of experience, I imagine, befell James
Blish when he took sick halfway through his speech at the Discon and had
to retire.

This is the worst thing that could happen to anyone in speechmaking,
the sort nightmare from which shy people like Blish and myself awake
screaming. And yet, now that it has happened, so what? I think no less of
Blish. In fact I like him rather the more for it, if possible. And so I’m
grateful to him too, for making me realize that if it happens to me it won’t
really matter either. I’m sure he isn’t keen on making more speeches now,
any more than I want to spend the rest of my life walking barefoot through
slugs, but neither of us will ever be so afraid again.

Of course we all worry too much about little things, perhaps because
the big things are too big for worry. A thing can be wrong on such an
enormous scale as to numb the intellect. For a while there for instance I
had nearly stopped worrying about The Bomb. I hadn’t learned to love it,
but I had got used to it. I had even got to the stage where I accepted the
right-wing view as reasonable. Misguided of course, but reasonable. Even
on the question of atmosphere testing. Here on this unimportant island, I
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told myself, I had not got the big picture available to thinkers like Heinlein
and Pournelle. I was, I conceded, like a bit player in Romeo and Juliet,
ignorant of the lofty motives of the great protagonists in the drama. I was
prepared to admit that, however it may have looked to the insignificant
citizens of Verona, it was quite reasonable for the Montagues and Capulets
to poison the town’s water supply. In other words I was happily adjusting
to reality.

Of course, as Freud said, the ultimate adjustment to reality is death.
But it wasn’t Freud who started me worrying again, it was one of

those little things again. Quite accidentally I acquired some information
about the uniform worn by the pilots who circle about carrying H-bombs.

The first item was that they wear eye-patches. The idea of course is
that if they happen to be looking that way when the enemy bomb goes off
they will lose the sight of only one eye: whereupon they will move the
patch smartly to the other side in a soldierly manner and proceed one-eyed
in the direction of Moscow or Washington as the case may be. Well it was
a bit of a struggle but I eventually accepted that. The picture of the world
being destroyed by men wearing piratical eye-patches was unfortunately
just a little comic, but some smart public-relations work could adjust their
image easily enough. War Criminals of Distinction. No, it was the second
item of information that really bothered me. I was assured by a friend in
the aircraft industry that since these pilots have to stay aloft for long
periods and cannot just land on the nearest aerodrome when they want to
go to the restroom, like Betty Kujawa and since space in the cockpit is
severely limited, they wear nappies.

Well somehow I just cannot accept that. I cannot reconcile myself to
the concept that human history with all its love and intellect and beauty
should be terminated by anything as ridiculous as a man in a black eye-
patch and a wet nappy. It just ain’t fitting. This little thing has wakened me
from this nightmare we accept as reality, and I see the minds of the men
who have created it for what they are, slugs on our scullery floor. Over the
yard wall with them, and all their stupid rationalizations of selfish conceit
like “My country right or wrong”, and their juvenile notions of states
rights and national sovereignty and racial superiority. These are the
thoughts of madmen with the minds of little boys. Why, they’ve put their
symbol up in the air there for us all to see and for the Universe to judge us
by... a one-eyed man suffering from nappy-rash.

After you with the kitchen shovel.
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Instalment 38, Quark 8,
November 1964

The first worldcon ever to be held in Ireland was in the International Hotel,
Belfast, a huge white building rather like the office block where I work. In
fact it was the office block where I work. I thought how convenient this
was: I wouldn’t have to book a room in the hotel, I could merely steal
away to my office when I wanted a little peace and quiet. But when I did
this late the first night I found it all changed. My desk, my chair, the rug,
the brown linoleum, all these familiar things had disappeared and in their
place was hotel furniture. Nothing was left of my office but the number on
the door. I wondered what they had done with all my files. I didn’t look
round because the room seemed to be occupied, but closed the door again
quietly wondering where to go now. My mother’s room was on the same
floor so I went along there. She said I could take a nap on one of the beds,
but I couldn’t get to sleep because fans kept coming in and annoying me.
There was one girl in particular, a tall blonde called Sally Smith. I got up
to push her away, but Madeleine called, “Don’t hit her, she’s a subscriber.”
Then Bruce Burn, looking very like Bruce Kidd, started pushing at me,
and I hit him, so that he fell by the side of the bed. I was furious, the way
you’re angrier with a person after you’ve hit him than you were before,
because you have to justify yourself. I bent over him and hissed: “Leave
me alone, or I’ll write about you in my con report. I tell you, Jim Webbert
will come up to me with tears in his eyes and say thank you, Walt, thank
you. Thank you for not saying about me the things you said about Bruce
Burn.”

There was a shocked murmur at this – the room was full of fans now
– and I felt I had to defend myself. I staggered to my feet, dazed with
tiredness, and began to mumble incoherently about just wanting to be left
alone. Then I burst into tears. “I know you all think Pm cold and stand-
offish, but I’m willing to be friends.” I could have stopped myself crying if
I’d tried, but I was thinking there was no harm showing how sincere I was.
Then I began to realize what a contemptible figure I must look, standing
there crying in my pyjamas, the trousers of which are always too short for
me. How would it look in the con reports? The horror of this thought woke
me up, but I had to go downstairs and sit for a while before I was entirely
convinced that nothing like that had happened.
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Or had it. Obviously something pretty traumatic must have happened
at the British convention last Easter to give me a nightmare like that. I
think I’d better lie down on this couch here and tell you all about it. That
is, unless you are already at the handle of your ditto telling everyone I
should be run out of fandom as a victim of Oedipus complex, inferiority
complex and guilt complexes about not writing more for fanzines, not
publishing Hyphen more often, not having put on a convention in Belfast,
and Jim Webbert. I know I’m a goldmine for any psychiatrist, a sort of
guilt-hedged security, but I’m not a case for the drastic current technique
of what you might call surgical imputation.

This is what happened. Something like it might happen to you if you
come to London next year, because strange processes have occurred in
English fandom.

I was standing in the corridor of the Bull Hotel in Peterborough about
1 a.m. on Easter Sunday, trying to listen to five interesting conversations,
when some young men came along and started to sell copies of the sixth
issue of a monthly fanzine called Alien which I had never seen before.
Madeleine, eager neofan that she is, counter-attacked by producing a copy
of Hyphen 34 and trying to sell them a subscription.

“What is it?” asked one of them.
“It’s called Hyphen,” said the other. “You remember, that green thing

we saw downstairs. See?”
“But it’s dated September. Is it still being published? Why isn’t she

selling the current issue?”
“This is the current issue,” said Madeleine weakly.
“Huh. That’s not very good, is it.”
Slowly and painfully I leaped to her defence. “Maybe after you’ve

published 34 issues you won’t be monthly either?” I suggested.
“Maybe not” – the young faned shrugged – “but we’re doing all

right.”
Other reinforcements arrived, in the shape of Bob Shaw.
“Anything in it?” he asked, watching me leaf through Alien.
“There is some amateur science fiction,” I said, trying to keep all

trace of emotion from my voice, “and a page of cartoons called ‘Laffs’.”
Bob shuddered. But quite unconscious of this damning indictment,

the neofan nodded and turned away. It was abruptly clear to me that he
was not a neofan at all, he was a BNF in another fandom. What did that
make me and my friends? What had we done?

Next morning it was quite clear what we had done, at the annual
general meeting of the BSFA. After the folding of Nebula, British fandom
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had been worried at the complete absence of channels of recruitment into
fandom. Deliberately and in cold blood they had started a sercon
organization called the British Science Fiction Association. They had
sacrificed valuable fanning time to publish a sercon official organ, full of
reviews of science fiction: in this bait was embedded a hook consisting of
reviews of and reprints from fanzines. They had spent money advertising
in prozines. The policy had been spectacularly successful, because the
membership of the BSFA was now in the hundreds, and scores of them
were here at Peterborough. The only trouble was that while they seemed to
have eaten the bait and grown fat on it, they had ignored the hook. Some
of them seemed to spend the days sneering at us for not being serious and
constructive like them, and the nights running up and down the corridors
drunk, shouting and banging at our doors. I always think the worst sort of
hooligan is the serious constructive one.

The situation was starkly illuminated at that BSFA meeting, after one
of the founder members had remarked casually and unguardedly that the
purpose of the BSFA was to recruit new members to fandom. A storm of
protest made it clear that this was not the purpose of the BSFA at all.
Fandom as we knew it was to them a useless excrescence, our fanzines
incomprehensible and irrelevant. They were fandom.

And so they were. Somehow I felt there was something
sciencefictional about the whole situation, and suddenly I realized what it
was. We were in the presence of Basic SF Plot No. 8, the
Pygmalion/Frankenstein Group, the variation in which a scientist creates
an intelligent race in the laboratory and finds it evolve beyond his
comprehension and create a cosmology in which he has no part. There is
of course no reason why it should end as it usually does in science fiction,
in the destruction of either side: in fact assimilation is rapidly proceeding.
But meanwhile I thought you deserved this devious explanation of a
phenomenon so fantastic as that of somebody called Phil Rogers getting
only four less votes from England as a TAFF candidate than Arthur
Thomson.

Skate-Key

Some fannish genius whose identity I have forgotten instanced that word
as one which conjures up all by itself a whole forgotten set of nostalgic
memories. The other day, reading a spy thriller set in modern India, I came
upon another one. Deodar. It is the name of an Indian tree, and the only
other time I had heard it was in an Edwardian love song, “Down by the
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Deodars”. Suddenly I was swept by an intense wave of feeling for
Edwardian England. It was all there in “deodar”. A prosperous and secure
Imperial civilization, in which people sat in plush sitting rooms and sang
of lover’s meetings under familiar Asiatic trees: when you could take a
train to anywhere in Europe without a passport. And when people were so
insulated from reality that they could joyfully, carelessly, enter a war in
which a whole generation would die for nothing.

That same day I noticed my young son Bryan was looking worried. I
asked him what was wrong. “There’s a man called Goldwater who’s going
to be President,” he said. “He wants to start a war.” I didn’t know how to
reassure him because he seemed to have only too firm a grasp of political
reality for a child of eight. It seemed quite possible that Goldwater would
become President. Even his candidacy made war nearer and if it resulted
as well it might in increasing the influence of his equivalents in the
Communist world, war would then be quite likely. Is it, I wondered, mere
coincidence that the most prosperous country in the world is that whose
population is apparently least repelled by the prospect of war, or is it that a
prosperous civilization is inherently self-destructive? I wondered if anyone
would be left alive this time to remember its love songs.

The Marching Morons

Talking of Goldwater I make no apology for. The President of the United
States is the President of the world, as you would have realized if you had
stood beside me among those thousands of Belfast people queuing outside
the American consulate to sign the book of condolences for Jacqueline
Kennedy. I used to think that the only plausible explanation for Goldwater
was that he was a paid agent of the Chinese Communists, but lately I have
come to the conclusion that we have entered a new era in politics, that of
government by advertising.

There has been no shortage of crackpots in the past, but they have
always been choked off by the professional politicians, who have some
idea of the score. In every election the voters have been presented with two
alternative sets of programmes prepared by professional politicians, one of
which may be better than the other, but both of which are rational. But
now Goldwater has broken through where Townsend failed. We are going
to have government by the simpleminded for the simpleminded.

How did it happen? By, I think, pressure groups appealing straight to
voters through paid advertising and publications like the Reader’s Digest:
and by those voters, unlike simpletons in the past, having enough money
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and time to enter political activity. Millions of people are, apparently,
seized of such fantasies as that certain economic systems are inherently
immoral and that taking care of old and poor people will land them in
forced labour camps in the Tennessee Valley.
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Instalment 39, Quark 9,
February 1965

Tuesday 3rd November. Diary today says “Harp deadline. Conference
10:30 a.m. M.T. 9:15 p.m.” The conference was about how to get the hard
filling to the shore motorway construction. I said the existing roads were
already over crowded, else why the motorway, and they agreed to do it by
rail. The rest of the meeting didn’t concern me, so I went home early to
work on the car before lunch. I am the owner of probably the most modern
vintage car in Ireland. It’s an MG Magnette ZB, produced in January 1959.
In February 1959 the model was discontinued, and I like to think mine was
the last of this honourable line. It’s a sleek black pantherish saloon,
slightly reminiscent of a rather delinquent Rolls Royce. It was replaced by
a boxy modern family saloon which looks just like any other modern car,
and the owners of the last of the “true MGs” regard this ill-bred parvenu
with utter contempt. They constitute a sort of unorganized fandom,
comparing notes eagerly when they meet in car dismantling yards looking
for cheap spares and body parts. It was an expensive car. Unfortunately
none of them ever seem to land in dismantling yards unless they have been
crashed.

Fortunately my own is in pretty good shape, running nice and quietly
except for the ticking of that damned electric clock. I finished replacing
the felt window strips, rustproofed the door interior, had my lunch, and
went back to the office to clear up some of the morning’s work. Then
home for tea and finished off the door, crouching in the wet yard under a
lamp run out from the kitchen. Then at eight o’ clock I got the car out
again and set off for Aldergrove Airport. The airport was moved there only
recently and I lost my way once, but I still arrived far too early as I always
do. I roamed about the airport looking for the baggage we lost in America
(I am an incurable optimist) and at the advertisements. There was a big
display by a firm of Belfast real estate agents and in it, to my vast
astonishment, was a big glossy photograph of Oblique House. True, I had
consulted them about selling the house, but I hadn’t told them to advertise
it or even photograph it. Oh well, I thought, maybe some wealthy
American tourist will want to buy it and ship it brick by brick to the West
Coast. I’ll be quite happy to supervise the operation for him.

At 9:18 the London plane arrived and I looked out for three
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conservatively dressed gentlemen travelling together, the Ministry of
Transport officials I was here to meet. I held my official briefcase in front
of me, thinking of happier occasions when I had flaunted a copy of ASF
for similar reasons, and we made contact. I drove them to their hotel,
politely refused the offer of a drink and hurried home to catch the election
programme.

It was too early for any results, but they had some interesting people
talking. One was Gore Vidal, a very impressive man who reminded me a
little of Bob Silverberg. He said Europeans shouldn’t be so surprised about
a man like Goldwater being nominated. By European standards there were
no liberals in the United States; the country was almost equally divided
into conservatives and reactionaries. Among all the commentators there
was a single Goldwater supporter, a strange twisted looking man called
Reid Buckley who looked and talked like a cornered animal. After
everything he said there was a politely incredulous pause. The same
slightly stunned effect was produced by the sample Johnson and
Goldwater commercials, a phenomenon new to this country.

By 2 a.m. it was clear that the world, while not as safe as it had been
before the Goldwater nomination, had some chance of surviving for
another four years. The BBC closed down with a sigh of relief and I went
to bed.

Wednesday 4th November. Up at 6:30 to make sure. The commentators
were talking gleefully about a landslide, and it was quite a while before I
could find the popular vote percentages. Buckley was still there, as if the
button in Arizona which operated him had jammed. (What I say is that a
man who can’t be bothered to get up and hoist The Flag himself at sun-up
is no true American.) Enraged by the repeated references to Goldwater
extremism he launched into what he regarded as a scathing attack on
Humphrey, whom he referred to as the one-man Ku Klux Klan of the
Democratic Party. In corroboration of this statement he produced
dramatically a sheaf of index cards from which he proceeded to read a
selection of Humphrey’s most far-out utterances. The only trouble was that
while he was reading out these shocking blasphemies, everyone else in the
studio was nodding approvingly at these sensible and statesmanlike
pronouncements. At last someone asked Buckley diffidently just which of
these remarks he regarded as extreme, at which Buckley threw down his
cards in disgust and was finally silent.

At 9:30 left to pick up the Ministry of Transport people at their hotel.
They said wasn’t it good news about the American election result. I said it
was, if you were satisfied that the most powerful country in the world
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should be only 61% sane: personally I looked for a higher index of mental
stability in people I entrusted with my life. They were shocked at the
popular vote percentages: from the press and radio you would have
thought that the only person who voted for Goldwater was his mother, and
she lived in Mississippi.

All day with the Ministry of Transport officials and in the evening to
Bob Shaw’s house for the weekly fan meeting. Some little gloating about
the election result, though Bob said Johnson seemed a terrible bore. I said
they were both boring, but Johnson was the lesser of two weevils.

As you must have gathered from the unjustified immortality
conferred on that last remark, I was now taking notes. I decided I would
never have time these crowded days to sit down and write a proper Harp,
and that I would send an alibi instead.

The rest of the evening was memorable to me for two such eerily
improbable pun opportunities that I almost began to believe that piece I
wrote some time ago about the Ultimate Pun. I hate quoting myself
because it looks conceited and despite all my modest disavowals on that
last occasion someone wrote in and said so, but after all this is a personal
diary and I do say something occasionally. Apparently Bob had got
George Charters some dwarf chestnut trees and he asked how they were
getting on. George said they were just up to his niece’s knees, and bent
down to illustrate, “You mean,” I said, “she stoops to conker?” I know you
will hardly appreciate this as a pun, because the use of conker for chestnut
is British slang, but think of the odds against that set of circumstances. The
other one was more complex. Bob was describing with disgust the antics
of an English amateur bullfighting group he had seen on tv. Apparently
these idiots practised bullfighting by having someone run at them with a
lawnmower to which was tied a pair of horns. Bob said he’d like to be the
man pushing the lawnmower: he’d make sure he got one of them in the
groin. It would be a fittingly ridiculous death, he said, to be gored by a
lawnmower.

“The coup de grace,” I said.
After a moment’s contemplation of this, Bob pointed out I should

have said it in a Scottish accent to make it mind-shatteringly complete. I
agreed, and made a mental note of the fact for the next time that the
possibility of a bullfighter being gored by a lawnmower came up in
conversation with someone familiar with Scots dialect.

5th to 8th November. Many things happened those hectic days, but I doubt
if my every day life would be as interesting to you as William Rotsler’s.
Then I went to England on business. Since many of you will, I hope, be
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going there for the Worldcon, the impressions of another stranger might
have some interest.

Monday 9th November. Foggy. After breakfast I went down to the garden
path and looked along the Upper Newtownards Road. Visibility was down
to about twenty yards, so I walked over to the Belmont road and took the
bus to work. The Parliament Buildings where my office is are on a hill
outside the town about 500 feet above sea level. There the sky was clear,
the mountains and hilltops floating above the fog like sunny islands.

At the airport that afternoon it was announced that because of the fog
the plane to London would be an hour late, so to pass the time I asked the
way to the Import Cargo office. It turned out to be on the far side of the
tarmac so I strolled along the perimeter road, past various notices saying
No Admittance, and into a huge shed full of crates and parcels. I didn’t
make any enquiries in case they thought I was mad, but by walking about
briskly as if I had business there I was able to assure myself that whatever
Greyhound had done with our baggage it hadn’t ended up here. (Well you
never know, do you?)

Then back for an uneventful, flight to London. There was not much to
be seen through the fog patches, and even in bright sunshine England tends
to look a little grimy after Ireland. I think what would be most likely to
surprise an American would be the great amount of open space there is,
even in that crowded little island. The journey from London Airport by
road gives a first impression of growth and prosperity similar to most of
America, but of a subtly different kind. The colour and extravagance of
America is lacking, no doubt partly on account of the climate, giving the
impression of a sort of expensive drabness. On the other hand there is
everywhere a great feeling of solidity and permanence, bringing home to
you that this is a great imperial capital. There is a strong sense of
continuity with the past, from the centuries old buildings lovingly
preserved to the domestic housing rather forlornly ranged along the new
freeway. The whole country has that lived-in look.

The second most impressive thing about London is its public
transport system, which I often wonder is not cited more often as a
successful example of public enterprise. I came to it fresh – somehow I
feel that isn’t the right word – from the New York subway, and marvelled
again at the cleanliness and efficiency of it, as I had done when I first came
to London in 1950 to visit Ken Bulmer and Vince Clarke. Ever since then
I’ve been a London Underground fan. Though that indeed was the merest
chance. Vince Clarke was an Underground fan and Ken Bulmer was an
omnibus fan, and for all us new fans visiting London in those days which
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we became depended on which of them met us when we arrived. The only
snag about being an Underground fan is that your knowledge is limited to
the areas around the stations and you have no idea of their geographical
relationship to one another. This is inclined to lead you into such gaffes as
taking a train journey to get to the other side of the street.

I emerged into the unknown regions of north-west London at the
centre of the Queens Park Station oasis. It’s a seedy near-slum area from
which great blocks of modern flats erected by the London County Council
rise like concrete phoenixes, rehousing Ella Parker and providing her with
spectacular views.

Arthur Thomson was there to tell me about his trip to America, while
Ella and I listened smugly pleased with ourselves for having helped to
bring all that about. Then after he had gone home Ella and I talked into the
night.

Tuesday 10th November. At one second after 8:30 a.m. the “Royal Duchy”
express pulled out of Paddington station with its precious human freight,
namely me. British Railways have improved tremendously in the past few
years, I thought, but they are still the worst way to see urban England. The
basic difference between American and British railroads is that in America
the towns were built after the railroads, but in England they were already
there. So in England their tracks lie through the poor and squalid areas.
And the view from the average British train is of a never-ending Victorian
slum seen from the back – mean dirty red-brick houses, all dirty net
curtains, dustbins and pigeon lofts, in long blocks separated by garbage
dumps and soggy waste land.

It wasn’t until after about three hours that we emerged into what I
thought of as real country, near Taunton in Somerset, a region of green
hills and wooded valleys, and very soon after the train turned sharply south
for Exeter and the Devon coast. We reached the open sea at Exmouth, and
then threaded lazily between low red cliffs and golden sands through
various small seaside stations. This was still Victorian England, but the
silver lining of that dark cloud of cruel complacency. This was the middle
class holiday world of seaside boarding-houses, high tea with silver napkin
rings, promenades and piers, buckets and spades, sand between your toes
and the endless summer days of childhood. It was my childhood too,
because I grew up in a society in which the motor car had not yet made the
seaside just a place you might go any afternoon. We always went by train
for our annual two weeks holiday, in Portrush in North Antrim, and in
those days the train went first to Larne on the east coast, and then reversed
onto another track for the north. Our parents used to say when the train
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started to go backwards that they had changed their mind, we weren’t
going on holidays after all: they knew we knew it wasn’t true, but I still
wished they wouldn’t say it, it was so terrible. Then after the long journey
there was that marvellous moment, that first ecstatic glimpse of the sea,
even more blue and wonderful than you dimly remembered it. It was
strange, I used to think, it had been there all the time, waiting for me all
through the winter. Children today are luckier, I thought, but it’s a pity
they can’t have also that single unforgettable moment of joy. I wondered
how many hundreds of children, now grown up or dead in wars, had
leaped from this very seat at the sight of the sea.

At Newton Abbot one of the other two passengers in my
compartment got out. This seems a simple enough event, but I have been
thinking about it ever since. The man sitting opposite me was a tweedy
Englishman who started reading The Times at Paddington and was still
working on the crossword puzzle. The one who got out had been reading
the Manchester Guardian and dozing. Other differences were that he was
better dressed than either of us and was a Negro. The only thing we had in
common was that none of us had said a single word the entire four hours
of the journey.

I hadn’t taken the initiative because in the case of the Englishman I
respected the traditional English upperclass reserve, and in the case of the
Negro I had read about the pitfalls of Crow Jimism. If I were another
English gentleman (and this being an official journey I was disguised as
one) I figured – I hoped – the Negro would regard this as normal
behaviour. But nevertheless when he got up to leave I felt uncomfortable,
and half caught his eye. He made no sign at the time but on his way out he
paused at the door, smiled happily, and said “Bye bye, gentlemen.”

Startled, the Englishman said “Goodbye” and I repeated inanely “Bye
bye” and he was gone, leaving me with a sudden flurry of thoughts. My
principal feeling was of relief, closely followed by admiration. How
exactly right that was, I thought. If he had said nothing he would have left
a feeling of discomfort behind him. If he had said “Goodbye, gentlemen,”
it couldn’t help but have undertones of sarcasm... or possibly, with that
smile, of ingratiation. But “bye bye”, with its less formal, almost childlike
and therefore self-satirical connotations, denoted with utter clarity that he
not only fully understood the situation but humorously dismissed it. It was
perfect.

I wondered how many white people I knew of such sensitivity. It is I
think endemic in Ireland, where even the most ordinary people have an
innate tact, a feeling for the subtle nuances of conversation, which in its
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more obvious form of telling people what they want to hear is dismissed
by the English as “blarney”. In England itself I have met only one person
who has it. In America I met several, such as Elinor Busby. I know this is
inadequate data on which to base a theory, but I wonder if this sensitivity
we are discussing is a survival characteristic of oppressed peoples.

(Probably not to be continued.)
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Instalment 40, Quark 10, July
1965.

Case Report

Having your luggage lost by the Greyhound Bus Company and then stolen
by one of its employees is not an experience which any right-thinking fan
can be expected to regard with equanimity. Furthermore I had before me
the inspiring example of Vince Clarke, who took on the whole might of
British Railways over a far less serious matter and with one vitriolic letter
secured not only complete satisfaction and abject apology, but a refund of
his twopence-halfpenny stamp. Great public corporations, I thought, might
well be impervious to the inarticulate murmurs of the man in the street: but
they could be vulnerable to the deadly weapons of the combat-hardened
fan, trained by years of feuding.

So when I got home in the autumn of 1962 I wrote quite a number of
letters, only to find I was up against a more modern and sophisticated
opponent than honest old British Railways. Greyhound had perfected the
cockroach technique, invented by a famous airline. The man who exposed
it had found a cockroach in his soup and written a letter of complaint about
it. He had a reply about two pages long signed by the President of the
Company, full of profuse and abject apology. A full investigation had been
carried out. It was incredible that this unheard-of misfortune had indeed
taken place and they were deeply grateful to him for bringing it to their
attention. Three employees of the airline had been dismissed and the entire
catering arrangements completely overhauled so that such a dreadful thing
could not possibly recur. They hoped he would accept their apology and
not withhold his patronage in the future. The recipient of this letter was
pleased and flattered, until he noticed that the envelope also contained his
own letter, inadvertently returned. And that on it someone had scrawled:
“Send this drip the cockroach letter.”

Eventually a point of law cropped up, and I sent all the papers to an
American fan with legal connections who volunteered to pursue the
question from that angle. But because of private difficulties of his own the
matter languished for nearly a year. Last February I decided I was damned
if I was going to let Greyhound have victory by default, and that it was
time to seek the aid of the worldwide organization of trained
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correspondence commandos to which we all belong. I hadn’t done this
before out of a feeling that fandom had done enough for me already, and
even now the appeal took only the form of a mimeoed statement of the
situation enclosed with Hyphen, which any reader could pass along to
someone who might be interested, or simply ignore.

But it was enough. I felt like someone tied to a stake in an Indian
encampment hearing the bugles of the United States Cavalry. Tom Perry
had written to the Interstate Commerce Commission and the Chamber of
Commerce: Dave Kyle had written to Joe Hensley and the law firm of
Metford and Hensley had written to Greyhound’s General Baggage Agent;
Joy Sanderson had written to her Senator, the Attorney General, and to the
Cleveland Better Business Bureau. And this was only what I knew about
in the first few days. I was awed anew at the energy and ingenuity of fans.

Why hadn’t I done that before, I thought, reading Tom Perry’s letter
to the Interstate Commerce Commission and their interim reply. Why,
even the paragraph dealing with the purely legal question of their powers
opened up a whole new vista of possibilities. For all its dry legal style it
was haunting, evocative, full of sense of wonder...

Insofar as the merits of claims for loss or damage to property are
concerned, you are advised as a matter of information that this
Commission is without jurisdiction. When a carrier denies its
liability in whole or in part, the shipper’s remedy is by a suit in a
court of competent jurisdiction. The Commission has expressed
this lack of authority on various occasions; for example, as to
claims for loss or damage to property, see Blume & Co. v. Wells,
Fargo & Co., 15 ICC 53, 55, and Jumbo Pizzas Inc. v. General
Expressways, Inc., 314 ICC 467,468. It follows that a complaint
to this agency would not toll the operation of any statute of
limitations.

I was not alone, I realized, neither in space nor time. I had by my side not
only fannish friends, but such ghostly allies as gallant old V. Blume, a
refugee from persecution in mid-nineteenth century Europe, whose
tailoring equipment along with all his other few pitiful belongings had
been lost off a stagecoach somewhere West of the Pecos. In my mind I
saluted the grave of this old comrade in arms, where he lay forgotten by
the side of some new freeway, and swore that we who survived would
carry on his struggle. On the way back from the past, momentarily
disoriented, I somehow found myself in another probability world....

Tom Perry’s letter had come in the morning post, and by 11 a.m. I
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had conceived the Great Plan. Calculating the time on the West Coast to be
3 a.m., I picked up the telephone and asked for a Los Angeles number. It
was only a matter of a few months to the Pacificon and there was no time
to lose. This was a time for swift positive action, a time to call on the aid
of a master in another field of fan communication. After a brief delay
while the operator broke into a local call I was connected. “Harlan?” I
said....

In Washington Square, Ted White, moving quietly among the checker
boards, approached the seventeenth name on his list of internationally
recognized pizza connoisseurs. It was Homespun Hank Hogcaller,
folksinger. “Jumbo?” mused Hank, lighting his corncob pipe with the
automatic corn cob pipe lighter on the dashboard of his custom-built
Ferrari. “Haven’t tasted one in years. Remember I had one lunch, but the
eggplant... Yup, that’s right, eggplant. It was a Greek made them. Guy
named Lephantiasis. Eggplant Lephantiasis, they called him. Never cared
for the eggplant movement myself...”

But Ted was already on his way to the nearest drugstore. Minor
disagreements forgotten, he called Sam Moskowitz. From the records of
Sam’s frozen foods company it took only a few minutes to turn up the
particulars of former client E. Lephantiasis, creator of Jumbo Pizzas.
Starting in a modest diner on Sixth Avenue he had risen in the pizza world
like a meteor. The crash had come when he tried to open a pizza factory on
the West Coast. A suitcase containing his secret pizza formulae had been
lost in transit; an inexperienced factory supervisor had improvised to meet
an urgent order: a terrible mistake had been made. Unable to meet the
damages awarded to the widows. Lephantiasis had fled the country and
was now living in retirement in Ensenada, Mexico. Picking up the
company phone, Moskowitz dialed a Berkeley number.

At an emergency meeting of the Pacificon Committee the following
evening, minor outstanding business was adjourned indefinitely, including
some proposal about banning a fan from the convention. Bill Donaho
reported that special emissary Bjo Trimble was expected to telephone any
moment, and a supply of ditto masters was available for briefing fandom.
Dead on time, Bjo called.

The Committee did its work well, and by the end of the Convention
Phase 1 was complete. Charmed by Bjo, Mr. Lephantiasis had parted with
the keys of his enormous disused pizza factory in Fresno and his secret
recipes. Under Bjo’s supervision, a working party from Los Angeles had
put the factory back in working order, machinery overhaul being looked
after by Elmer Perdue and a team from Burbee’s machine shop. Inside the
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factory was stacked ready a vast supply of foodstuffs brought by
Convention members from all over the United States, stored neatly under
the supervision of Wrai Ballard. The ovens, serviced by Dean Grennell,
stood ready.

On the Tuesday after Labor Day the entire convention adjourned to
Fresno and worked for 24 hours. When they were finished they had raised
to the sky a delectable mountain. Carefully stacked by Terry Carr and Ron
Ellik, there rose towards the stars a veritable leaning tower of pizza. Phase
2 was finished.

Phase 3 had originated in the devious mind of Bob Shaw, from a
memory of his own experiences when he left Canada for Ireland in 1958.
They were going to the South Gate convention en route and Bob had
bought Greyhound tickets to Los Angeles and checked the family’s
luggage on ahead. But at the last moment they decided to fly instead. Bob
collected a full refund on his tickets from Greyhound, but retained his
baggage checks and used them to collect his baggage in Los Angeles,
brought there by Greyhound for nothing.

It was this chink in the defences of Greyhound’s unwieldy
organization that we relied upon to bring about its downfall. Once we saw
that Greyhound could be made to carry baggage for nothing, we realized
they were defenceless against our diabolical scheme.

Five hundred fans had brought old suitcases full of foodstuffs to
Fresno. A blitz on West Coast junk shops and family closets produced
1500 more. Into each suitcase went one Jumbo pizza. The remaining
thousand were made into parcels, padded by crudzines into various shapes.
Throughout the rest of the week there fanned out across the country a
horde of ruthless and determined warriors, armed with their deadly pizzas.

The procedure was simplicity itself. At random points fans would
break their journey at a Greyhound depot and buy a ticket to a random
destination. They would check in a concealed pizza, apply for a refund on
their ticket, and go on their way chuckling evilly. By the middle of next
week they had all arrived home and mailed their baggage checks to fan
headquarters in Chicago. A code message appeared in all fanzines: Phase 3
was complete. All fandom waited expectantly.

It was only a few days before Greyhound headquarters in Chicago
began to realize that something had hit them: subtly at first but
unmistakably, the entire Greyhound organization was being pervaded by
the smell of decaying cheese. By the end of the second week the situation
was becoming catastrophic. From coast to coast Greyhound Posthouses
were deserted: even the staff were eating out. Passengers were refusing to
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wait for buses inside the depots, and drivers were losing more in parking
tickets than they were collecting in fares. Booking clerks in 37 depots had
gone on strike and hundreds of others were reporting sick. It was rumoured
that Trailways were taking them on.

In the Greyhound presidential suite the emergency conference of
senior executives dragged into its tenth hour. Haggard face stared
hopelessly into haggard face. Police guarded the windows to prevent more
of the suicides that had been disrupting traffic on Dearborn. In the
wretched silence the phone rang startlingly. The President picked it up
listlessly. “Good evening,” said the pleasant voice of Earl Kemp. “This is
the Cheese Odour Eradication Company, Inc. I understand you have a little
problem over at Greyhound?”

Soothing the pitiful appeals of the Greyhound President, Kemp
suavely explained. His company had wide experience of this sort of
problem, with a staff of skilled operators throughout the world. For a fee
of a mere $50,000 they could guarantee a virtually complete solution to the
immediate crisis, but to prevent its recurrence the entire Greyhound system
would have to be kept under expert surveillance indefinitely, at an annual
retaining fee of ten thousand dollars. He would supply a list of operators to
be provided with free passes. They would include technical consultants
from Europe, whose names he would supply from time to time, and whose
fares across the Atlantic would of course be paid by Greyhound. No, of
course his company’s methods were a trade secret, but they would take
effect within four days.

This was all the time it took for Kemp and his committee to send the
baggage checks to fans in the towns of the destinations shown on them and
for the deadly pizzas to be withdrawn inconspicuously from the hundreds
of baggage offices. At the end of that time Greyhound was able to breathe
again – literally – and fandom entered on a new era.

There was, however, one further strange development that came as a
surprise to Greyhound, to the fans, and to the whole world. Seventeen fans
reported that the baggage they had tried to claim was missing. And, almost
simultaneously, public health inspectors broke into a mysterious
warehouse in Hoboken. Later, some mathematicians at Harvard advanced
the theory that the infinite convolution of worldwide transportation
systems had set up a sort of topological whirlpool, a sort of Sargasso Sea
of lost property. Among the strange items found in that Hoboken
warehouse, in addition to seventeen enormous decaying pizzas, were a
portrait of the Duke of Wellington by Goya, the skeleton of Ambrose
Bierce, two arms from the statue of a nude female, a battered chalice, a
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portable tailor’s shop, and a blue suitcase and a brown duffel bag
belonging to an unknown couple from Ireland.

Sham Shamrock

Joy Sanderson said she wrote to Robert Kennedy on St. Patrick’s Day, and
wondered if that would help. I don’t know... St. Patrick’s Day isn’t what it
was. This year, according to the local press, the shamrock crop failed and
supplies had to be imported. From behind the iron curtain. From
Czechoslovakia. I must say there is something about the thought of
Irishmen wearing Czechoslovakian shamrocks that disturbs me. Oh well, I
suppose it’s still a sort of shamrock. There’s no point in worrying over
trefoils.

STOP PRESS STOP PRESS STOP PRESS

Eastern Greyhound Lines
1400 West Third Street
Cleveland, Ohio, 44113

March 25, 1965
File # J 6722

AIR MAIL
Mr. Walter Willis
170 Upper Newtownards Road
Belfast 4,
North Ireland

Dear Mr. Willis:
I have just had the opportunity to read our file on the

unfortunate loss of your baggage.
I am sincerely sorry that you had this bad experience with

our service and have enclosed our draft number E67528 in the
amount of $225.00 in settlement. This represents the maximum
liability on any single piece of baggage transported by the
company.

Please accept our sincere apologies for this unfortunate
circumstance.

Very truly yours,
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R.J. O’Connor
Vice President – Marketing

Thanks, friends. Lay that pizza down.
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The Harp in Warhoon
(Again)
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Instalment 41, Warhoon 23,
May 1968

In my previous incarnation as a fanzine writer – come on, you must
remember me: I replaced R.J. Banks in Quandry – I succumbed to the
same ailment that afflicted my career as a fanzine editor, (oh now, you
must remember. I’m the one who when Damon Knight complained I had
misspelled the name of a firm of publishers in his column as Funk and
Wagballs, airily pointed out how much worse it could have been.)

The name of the affliction is Creeping Perfectionism, and I think it
was visited on me as a punishment for destroying old fanzines. The
symptom is a vainglorious determination that everything you write or
publish must be as good as if not better than the one before; the prognosis
is of course progressive paralysis of fanac, and the terminal condition is
one in which the victim produces only a perfectly formed exquisitely
articulated silence. There is an alternative condition in which the victim
resorts to publishing checklists and anthologies of his own work, but this is
known as berry-berry.

I remember quite well the onset of the disease. It was while I was
tearing up a copy of Star Rockets, the precious lifesblood of that master
spirit Raleigh Evans Multog. I had almost rent it in twain when I noticed
the name of Bob Shaw. At that time, and indeed to some extent during his
entire career, Bob had been under what amounted to exclusive contract to
me. It was not so much that I jealously hid his light under my bushel,
though I admit I did not go about proclaiming his availability, so much that
everything he wrote he showed to me first and I promptly published it; and
since he seldom engaged in correspondence other fanzine editors sensibly
and ethically assumed he was a Slant/Hyphen property. The exceptions
were those too naive to know better, and when one of these stupidly asked
for material, Bob innocently and helpfully complied. The result was that
the work of one who many people including myself consider to be the
greatest fan writer of all time appeared not only in fanzines like Star
Rockets the illiteracy of which was alleviated to some extent by its almost
complete illegibility, but in fanzines which were never really published at
all, like Ken Potter’s first efforts which were handwritten and intended to
be passed from hand to hand.

Sitting there with the half dismembered copy of Star Rockets in my
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hand, I thought how enviable it would be to have such a reputation that no
one would ever destroy anything you wrote. I visualized dozens of future
fans engaged in the inevitably necessary chore of weeding out their
collections, and progressing through weariness to an insensate orgy of
destruction. I wanted them to pause when they came to a fanzine, any
fanzine, with my byline in it, and say to themselves “Willis’s stuff was
always good,” and lay it reverently on one side. The result would be that in
time the corpus of fan writing would consist almost entirely of fanzines
with articles by me, and I would have achieved immortality.

A period of gafia, however, has shown me that immortality isn’t all
it’s cracked up to be. I’m reminded of the time when Bill Rotsler used to
write and ask for Baquotes and Interlineations, and sell them to Pageant,
promising immortality on their account. We thought the originators of the
sayings should get at least a couple of cents a word as well, and when I
sent the last batch I scrawled on the sheet; “After immortality, what?”. I
now feel that if the price of immortality is death, that is if perfectionism
means losing touch with one’s friends, I don’t want it any more.

All of which is a roundabout way of saying that this first instalment
of the revived Harp is not all I would like it to be, but that I’ve decided that
from my point of view at least it’s better than nothing. To do the job I
would really like to do I would have to read or re-read some at least of the
fanzines and books I’ve received in the past few months, in an effort to get
back into the swim. I think that if I tried that I would miss this deadline,
and probably the next. Instead, I shall try and write myself back into
fandom.

Retracing my steps, I come to the period when I was writing myself
out of fandom. At Chicon III, Algis Budrys took Madeleine and me to
lunch and invited me to write a book for Regency. When I got home I
thought there might be a book to be made out of fandom, being strongly
influenced by Nevil Shute’s Trustee from The Toolroom. This was a very
readable and successful novel which was essentially about model
engineering fandom, which has its own fanzines and BNFs. The hero, an
ordinary middle-class hobbyist, finds himself with the problem of making
his way from his London suburb to an obscure Pacific island and does it
through his contacts with world-wide model engineering fandom. I thought
I would try a true account on those lines, combining the first and second
Harps Stateside with an explanation of science fiction fandom... which still
seems to me an interesting phenomenon.

Budrys didn’t agree however, or perhaps thought I hadn’t done it well
enough. I sent him about the first quarter of a book on those lines and he
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said he didn’t think it was commercial: I should rewrite it without the
references to fandom. I did this and he accepted it informally, saying he
was passing it to Larry Shaw for the issue of a contract and an advance of
$1,000. I heard nothing from Larry for months and months, and then
suddenly both he and Budrys left Regency, Larry taking my book with
him. At the time I thought Larry had been sore with me on account of the
fact that Madeleine had been, perhaps, embarrassingly frank about the
mix-up which surrounded our arrival in America. It seemed to me that
even if Larry didn’t care all that much himself for my book, he was
covered by the fact that his boss had accepted it and all he had to do was,
with a clear conscience, send me the contract and cheque. He said he’d
been too busy to get round to it, but it seemed to me it was a thing that
wouldn’t take all that much time and that you would go out of your way to
do for a friend. In an effort to clear the air I wrote and asked Larry point
blank if he’d been sitting on my book because he was sore with me. I got
my manuscript back with a cold letter to the effect that he’d tried to sell it
to some other publishers without success. Looking back on the episode I
think I was wrong: partly because I didn’t know Larry well enough, partly
because I was suffering from an almost neurotic sense of indebtedness to
the Shaws for bringing me to America and over-compensating, and partly
because I was emotionally involved in my book, on which I’d spent
considerable time. And I badly needed the money. Later I came to think
that Larry simply had not thought my book would sell and was too
conscientious a person to spend his firm’s money on it, even with his
boss’s authority. Faced with any problem, I believe it is Larry’s instinct to
do nothing at all, even communicate. Whereas my instinct when faced
with an unresolved problem is to resolve it at all costs, even wrongly.
Which is what I did, I lost both my book and Larry’s friendship, which I
valued even higher in the long run, and the whole episode cast a
retrospective shadow over the 1962 trip and did much to weaken my
attachment to fandom.

This second manuscript ended up back with Budrys, on whose
conscience I’m afraid it still lies though I have long since written it off, but
I still have the first one, the one which brings in fandom. I thought you
might be interested in an attempt to explain fandom to the mundane world,
and perhaps quoting it will help me to re-orientate myself.

The book started off baldly with a re-written account of my journey to
Cobh in 1952, taken from the first Harp Stateside. I thought I would wait
until people began to wonder what I was making the trip for, before I
introduced the subject of fandom. As a fish-hook I expanded on my
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relationships with my mundane shipboard companions....

They asked me what I did and why I was going to America, and
in a reckless moment I told them I was a pulp author going to the
States on my dollar earnings, which was the nearest I could get
to the truth without explaining the strange world of Shelby Vick.
I affected to regard my alleged profession with contempt, but
they had such awed respect for anyone who had actually had
something published and got paid for it that they clustered
around asking humbly about my “work” and how I thought up
plots and so on. And I in turn would give them cynical
dissertations about agents and markets and word rates.

Actually of course I’m not a professional writer – I just
work in an office and I’m nobody in particular – but I do as it
happens know something about these peculiar subjects. One of
my friends in Belfast writes professionally. His name is James
White, but you’ve probably never heard of him because he only
writes science fiction, and then only in his spare time from
serving in a department store.

And so on to a story about James re-written from part of a column in
Nebula. I used quite a lot of odd bits of fannish writing as digressions in
the narrative. The time for the Moment of Truth seemed to be the arrival in
America. The ship is at anchor in New York harbour....

•
About one o’clock in the morning, hoarse but happy, people began to drift
back up on deck. It was incredibly hot and humid, with not a breath of
wind on the oily water. We couldn’t face going down to our stuffy cabins.
We thought of sleeping on deck, but everything you touched was as damp
as if it had been raining, and nobody felt like going to sleep anyway.
Gloria and I stayed up all night, leaning on the ship’s rail and talking.

“Is anyone meeting you?” asked Gloria.
I thought for a moment. “Just a few fans,” I said. She nodded. Of

course, a successful pulp author would be met by admiring adolescents
with autograph books. She was satisfied.

But I wasn’t. The answer was completely true, but completely
misleading. I looked sideways at Gloria. I liked her, I would never see her
again and we had plenty of time. I decided to tell her the truth. “I’m not
really a professional author,” I confessed, “and they’re not my fans who
are meeting me. They’re just some friends.” “I thought this was your first
trip to America.”
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“It is,” I said, “I’ve never met these people before.”
“How can you have friends you never met?”
How indeed? And yet I knew these people I had come to meet better

than people I saw eight hours a day.
In a way it had all started twenty years ago on a boat like this. Before

the war ships used to sail back from America in ballast, and one of the
forms the ballast took was pulp magazines, returned unsold from
newsstands. They were put on sale in great jumbled heaps in Woolworths
at the equivalent of five cents, at which price they were the cheapest form
of reading matter ever sold in the history of the world. Being an
impoverished schoolboy and an insatiable reader – it was a bitter grievance
of mine that the public library wouldn’t allow you to take out two sets of
books on the same day – I used to spend all my pocket money on these
pulps. Often I spent my lunch money and tram fare too, and walked home
hungry. They had titles like Western Story and Air Wonder Stories and
Astounding Science Fiction, and it was the science fiction ones I went for.
I had already devoured all of H.G. Wells’s scientific romances and was
vainly scouring the library for more stories of the same type – hence my
intimate knowledge of English literature by authors whose names begin
with T, U, V and Y. Before I worked up to S I had found the pulp science
fiction magazines, and I read them eagerly from the front cover to the truss
advertisements. Even the microscopic print of the readers’ section, though
it seemed to be populated by people with peculiar names like Ackerman
and Tucker who didn’t always seem to be taking science fiction with the
seriousness it deserved. Apparently these creatures were called “fans”. But
as I got older the pulps seemed to lose their appeal. The fiction they
printed was a bastard artform, the immature result of a mating of poor
writing and undigested science, not properly married to one another
despite the efforts of well-meaning editors. One of these efforts was to
pepper the pages with footnotes, from a shotgun loaded with hard little
pellets of learning, like....

NOTE: The reason Jan Bronson’s blood ran cold at the sight of
the hideous monster from the Asteroid Belt was probably that
the waving of the creature tentacles agitated the molecules of the
air in the room which in accordance with the Second Law of
Thermodynamics (p.145) thereby in turn reduced the
temperature of the corpuscles in Jan’s bloodstream, increasing
their viscosity and slowing down their rate of flow in accordance
with Bode’s Law(p.78). Actually, of course, the intrepid space
explorers of the future will guard against this contingency by the
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use of miniature immersion heaters in the main arteries, as
predicted in the last issue of The Electrical Experimenter
(monthly, 15 in my articles “I Made People’s Blood Boil”. –
Hugo Comeback.

At the time this was known as “the educative value of science fiction,”
though it is now dismissed in science fiction circles as “turgid crud”. So
when the supply of pulps dried up at the beginning of the War in 1939 I
scarcely noticed. Then, long after it was all over, I came across an
Astounding again in a second hand bookshop and bought it for old times
sake. But heavens how it had changed. It was digest size and on good
paper with trimmed edges, and there was a photogravure section with
astronomical photographs and mathematical formulae. Normally
mathematical formulae have the effect of sending me into some sort of
hypnotic trance, from which I awake to find myself reading some other
magazine, but the stories had the same fascination for me as an adult as the
old ones had had for me as a boy. They too had grow up. I searched
Belfast’s secondhand bookshops for more back issues and gradually
pieced together what had been happening. It seemed that during the War
the present editor, a physicist called John Campbell, had taken hold of this
pulp magazine and, singlehanded, jacked it, and with it the entire
intellectual level of science fiction, up to maturity.

My search for war-time Astoundings widened to the mail order
dealers, and through them I learned of an organization called the British
Fantasy Library. With one of their catalogues I received an amateur
magazine produced by what seemed to be a fellow-collector in England.
So I was not alone; but it was so messily mimeographed I regarded it with
contempt. It contained reviews, an allegedly humorous article about
science fiction, and an advertisement for back issues of magazines the
editor wanted, which I desperately wanted too,

“We could do better than that,” said James White, who at that time
thought considerably more about flying to the Moon than of writing
professionally. The thought had also occurred to me, but more important
that this was a way I could get hold of those missing magazines. I
unearthed from a friend’s garage a weird contraption called a Standard
Oliver Visible Writer, poured a quart of kerosene over it and decided it
might work. James and I carried it home, still dripping, latched to a broom
handle.

These were the decisive steps which led to my at last getting in touch
with the world wide group united by a common interest in science fiction
and amateur journalism, who started as the “fans” of the Thirties. This
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little world is a curious phenomenon, because you don’t find readers of
detective stories corresponding with one another and publishing amateur
magazines and travelling thousands of miles to meet. I suppose part of the
reason is that for a long time science fiction aficionados were in a way a
persecuted minority, misunderstood by a public whose knowledge of
science fiction was limited to juvenile magazines and to science fiction
films which are at the same stage of development as the pulps of the
Thirties. Nobody sneers at one for reading detective stories, because as
everyone knows reading about people being tortured and killed in
complicated ways is a healthy relaxation, whereas reading about atomic
energy and space travel and their possible effect on mankind is mere
morbid escapism.

Be that as it may I found these so-called science fiction fans a highly
congenial assortment of people, and I made many friends among them. So
many that last year one Shelby Vick had organized a collection to bring
me to America to their convention and incredibly it had succeeded, and
here I was in New York Harbour.

224



Instalment 42, Warhoon 24,
August 1968

The Strange World of Flann O’Brien

It is curious that the mountainous labours our science fiction authors have
devoted to speculation on the unknown should have produced such small
mice of original thought. The most honourable exception, van Vogt, is
looked down on nowadays because his writing and characterization are not
up to the standards of mainstream fiction: a criticism which seems to me
rather like Schopenhauer’s dismissal of the female figure as round
shouldered and knock-kneed. It is true that van Vogt was no Marcel Proust
but his stories were full of the creative imagination which gives life to the
genre. Compared to him later authors, with the exception of a few like
Blish and Sturgeon, seem epicene creatures expressing themselves in
stories which are largely extrapolatory or derivative, the literary equivalent
of self-abuse.

The modern author, noting that postage stamps keep getting bigger,
postulates the obliteration of New York in the year 2000 by a monstrous
first day cover delivered from an Eastern dictatorship. Adding some
fashionable sadism, social criticism and stylistic tricks left over from last
year’s avant garde, he has no difficulty in selling “The Mailed Fist” and it
is immediately hailed as a significant contribution to the longed-for
integration of science fiction with the mainstream by those who have
already taken the plunge and proclaim, between chattering teeth, that the
water is lovely. The native denizens of the mainstream quite rightly ignore
it as being neither fish nor fowl, but pure red herring. It is only too obvious
it is neither good science fiction nor good mainstream literature, and has
no relevance to either.

It is also humiliatingly obvious at times that the mainstream writers
can out-class us in our own element, as we see when one of them
unexpectedly ventures into the field... most recently in The Revolving Boy
and most remarkably in the writings of the South American Borges.
Another notable example of the type of mind that should be in science
fiction but isn’t, is the Dublin writer Flann O’Brien.

Irish literature died in 1835 with Raftery the blind poet, “my face to
the wall, playing music to empty pockets”. The oldest spoken language in
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Europe, which the English had failed to kill, was being abandoned by its
own people in face of the greater need for food, just as millions abandoned
Ireland herself. What the world knows as Irish literature has been Anglo-
Irish literature, written by people nurtured on English thought and trying
with varying success to put down roots in their own country. For the well-
spring of native Irish thought we have to go back to the literature in Gaelic
the origins of which were preserved for hundreds of years by the bards,
like the book people in Fahrenheit 451, until the monks wrote it down.

Its characteristics included a certain hardness of thought, which we
would now call realism: a fascination by the difference between
appearance and reality: a belief in the intrinsic power of words: and a
fondness for inventiveness of thought accompanied by ambiguity of
expression. (St. Columcille of Derry was probably the only bishop to put a
pun in a protest to the Pope.) It seems obvious that many of these
characteristics have re-emerged in Anglo-Irish writers such as Joyce, but it
is only now that English influence has been removed from the country for
a generation that we can be reasonably sure that this is really a new shoot
from the old buried root.

Flann O’Brien has written four books so far and I have just read the
last three. From our point of view I probably have not missed much in the
first, because even the second is a fairly mundane story set in modern
middle class Dublin. Its characters are an eccentric called Collopy who has
dedicated himself to the provision in Dublin of public restrooms for
women and a Jesuit priest with whom he argues interminably about this
and religion. Collopy contracts rheumatoid arthritis through overwork and
exposure, and the Jesuit arranges a visit to the Vatican in the hope of a
miracle. The scene in which, through an interpreter, the Pope asks after
Collopy’s health and finds he is really being asked to use his influence
with Dublin Corporation for an unspeakable purpose, is one of the great
comic episodes in literature, but the book is of no importance from our
point of view other than as indicating the author’s inventiveness..

With the third, however, The Dalkey Archive, we are transported half
way to another plane. It is one dominated by a mad scientist and by a
policeman obsessed by bicycles. I might draw analogies with Alfred Jarry
and Franz Kafka but I don’t think this is necessary or perhaps even
relevant, even if I knew enough about either. It is I think sufficient to point
out that the bicycle plays quite as important a role in the life of the
impecunious young Dubliner as the horse did in the American West, and
that it is the main front on which he comes into contact with authority. The
eccentric scientist, De Selby, who is a sort of humourless Charles Fort,
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believes that time is an illusion caused by the presence of oxygen in the
atmosphere and has proved it by maturing the best Irish whiskey
overnight. Unfortunately he also believes that God lost his battle with
Lucifer, current thought on this subject being the result of a false
communique issued by the latter, and proposes to remedy the present
deplorable state of affairs by annihilating time and with it the world
Lucifer has mischievously created.

The book deals mainly with the efforts of the hero to avert this
catastrophe. He is aided by Sergeant Fottrell of the Dublin Police who
goes everywhere wheeling a bicycle which he never rides. This is because
of what he called the Mollycule Theory. When a hammer strikes
repeatedly on an anvil, mollycules of the anvil will enter into the hammer,
and vice versa. It stands to reason, the Sergeant points out, that the same
thing will happen to human beings riding bicycles on bumpy roads, and
many unfortunate people in Ireland have by now become more than half
bicycle. Conversely of course many bicycles have become part human,
making for great danger to the public and great difficulties for the police.
He touches on the immorality involved by men riding girl’s bicycles and
vice versa, and on the element of treason involved by the fact that all
bicycles are made in England, but the most serious case was one of
murder. The suspect, a man called McDadd, rode a bicycle with solid
tyres, and his condition was so obvious that an enemy attacked his bicycle
with a crowbar. McDadd slew him for it and Sergeant Fottrell had a very
difficult choice to make, but finally he hanged the bicycle. “Did you ever
see a bicycle-shaped coffin?” he enquires, “...a very convoluted item of
woodworking.”

The eccentric De Selby makes no personal appearance in the most
recent book, The Third Policeman, but dominates it from footnotes
explaining his ideas. These sometimes run to several pages and create
another imaginary world of commentators and critics which is even
funnier than the narrative itself. The narrator is a young man who kills a
miser to get the money to publish an exegesis on De Selby. While
searching the house he is confronted by the ghost of the murdered man and
a long conversation ensues in which the concept emerges that the winds
have colours. “People in the old days had the power of perceiving these
colours and could spend a day sitting quietly on a hillside watching the
beauty of the winds, their fall and rise and changing hues, the magic of
neighbouring winds when they are interweaved like ribbons at a wedding.
It was a better occupation than gazing at newspapers.” This harks back to a
10th Century Gaelic poem which asserted “The east wind is purple, the

227



south white, the north black and the west dun” (the colours ascribed by
O’Brien are almost identical but it would be too much to hope that he
arrived at them independently) and even to the belief of the pre-Christian
Irish in the Sky Boar which controlled the elements. In rural Ireland the
belief is still prevalent that pigs can see the wind.

The miser says that this faculty is still possessed by the policemen at
the local station, who possess other strange powers; the narrator, having
now lost all memory of his crime, goes to them for help in finding the
miser’s money. This has all the authentic quality of half-waking
nightmare, the type in which through absent-minded monomania one
inexorably brings about one’s own destruction, anguishedly witnessed by a
more conscious self. The remainder of the book, apart from the footnotes,
deals with the narrator’s relationships with these mysterious policemen.
They too are obsessed by bicycles, and indeed the author has succeeded in
the remarkable feat of re-selling virtually verbatim several pages of his
previous book, and to the same publisher.

But while the official time of the policemen is taken up with bicycles,
their off-duty hours are spent in eternity, literally. They have discovered
that for some strange reason the cracks in the ceiling of one of the rooms
in the police station form a map of the district, with the addition of one
road unknown to them. They found, this road, the entrance to which had
been overgrown, and at the end of it an elevator which takes them down to
a vast region of machinery-filled rooms, a sort of planetary basement.
They call this eternity because time does not pass there, and spend most of
their off-duty hours in it, mainly to save themselves the trouble of shaving.
Its character and real nature are too complex to describe here, except to say
that it is really under the control of the mysterious third policeman who
makes his appearance towards the end of the book.

The activities of the second policeman, Constable Pluck, are however
more intelligible. He is simply a spare-time hobbyist, working with wood
and metal, but what O’Brien makes of these simple activities is something
almost frightening. Constable Pluck has, for example, made a little spear
so sharp that it will cut you before it touches you, the last few inches being
quite invisible, and whether or not the last inch exists at all a subject for
philosophical conjecture. He has also made a little wood and brass box so
beautiful that there is simply nothing worthy to be kept in it. He solves the
problem by making another box even smaller and even more beautiful,
which the narrator describes as “so faultless and delightful that it reminded
me forcibly, strange and foolish as it may seem, of something I did not
understand and had never even heard of.” Constable Pluck pursues the
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inexorable logic of his solution to the point of invisibility and beyond, in a
scene which to me has the mind-stretching quality to be found nowhere in
science fiction but in van Vogt and the later chapters of Stapledon’s Star
Maker, and O’Brien’s description of the narrator’s reaction seems to me of
the sense of wonder which we look for in modern science fiction so vainly.

The scientific ideas which coruscate from the footnotes have all the
period charm of the Phlogiston Theory, or of those brass and ebonite
machines in films of stories by Verne and Wells. De Selby’s ideas about
the atmosphere are expanded with an engaging semblance of plausibility.
He believes, for example, that night is an illusion created by insanitary
accretions of black air caused by fine volcanic dust, sleep simply a
succession of fainting fits brought on by semi-asphyxiation, and death the
eventual consequence of these. However occasionally there is an idea
which is almost valid as a science-fictional concept, in particular one
involving mirrors in which O’Brien independently arrives at something
very like the postulate advanced in Bob Shaw’s Slow Glass stories.
O’Brien points out that the reflection a man sees of himself in a mirror is
not of himself as he is, but as he was a small but calculable fraction of time
in the past. The ineffable De Selby, by constructing an arrangement of
infinitely reflecting mirrors, claims to be able to detect a growing
youthfulness in his receding images, finally discerning with the aid of a
telescope the countenance of a young boy “of singular beauty and
nobility”.

O’Brien is of course thought of as primarily a humorous writer, and
since he is very funny indeed I suppose that assessment is fair enough...
Though I might add that he writes like a dream and that in particular his
dialogue seems to me to do for the speech of the people of Dublin what
Synge did for the dialect of the West of Ireland, that is to create a new and
beautifully expressive literary language. However from the science-
fictional point of view our interest must be in him as an isolated outpost of
the literature of ideas. I say isolated with however some of the smugness of
the English newspaper headline which after a storm announced
CONTINENT CUT OFF FROM ENGLAND. It seems clear that O’Brien
has little knowledge of the science fiction field – in an appendix to The
Third Policeman he makes it clear that he regards as novel an idea, that of
the narrator being dead, which is all too familiar to us – but one must
wonder whether he or our average contemporary author most nearly
follows Ouspensky’s recipe for original thought, to “think in other
categories”. When one considers the marvellous fecundity of ideas he has
been able to generate out of a background which apparently consists
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primarily of Roman Catholic philosophy and the Victorian science taught
by the educational system of that Church, one wonders what advances
such a mind might make on the wild frontiers of modern science. And one
also asks oneself, rather sadly, why the activity of our own troops on that
front has been so pedestrian.
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Instalment 43, Warhoon 25,
November 1968

The Rats That Ate the Railroad

Subjectively, Ireland is bigger than the United States. Whatever
geographers may say, the effective size of a country is measured in the
time it takes to get from one end of it to the other, and in those terms Cork
is further from Belfast than Los Angeles is from New York. However
desperate your urgency, you simply cannot get from one of these
provincial capitals to the other in less than six hours, and you can only
manage that if you are able to use both the express train services that run
between them and Dublin. The journey across the country in the
diagonally opposite direction is more dauntingly complex than the one
from Seattle to Miami, and would take more than a day by any
combination of public transport. Ireland has no internal air services
because the population is too few, too dispersed and not rich enough to
support them: handicaps which have plagued all modern forms of transport
in the country.

In 1787 there were 257 private sedan chairs in Dublin, a statement I
offer for the delectation of connoisseurs of utterly useless information.
However it is illuminating to know that they were still in use as late as
1840, as evidenced by a popular joke of that period which will now he told
for probably the last time. A countryman visiting Dublin expressed
wonderment at the sedan chairs and his Dublin friends offered him a trip in
one of them, from which they had first removed the floor. After trotting
him up and down several dirty streets they asked him what he thought of
this mode of travel. “Well,” he said, “only for the honour and glory of the
thing, it was mighty like walking.” In fact transport was unknown to most
of the population: they walked where they wanted to go. Every winter
farm labourers walked from Connaught to Dublin to find work, a distance
of well over 200 miles. By contrast Ted White, another connoisseur of
useless information who is also a light railroad enthusiast, told me that at
one time in the early 20th Century it was possible to travel all the way
from New York to Chicago in three days using only urban trolley car
systems.

The first and probably the only man to have run a really successful
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transport undertaking in Ireland was an Italian called Bianconi, who
introduced the first “long car” stage coach. Even he had some difficulty at
first in persuading the natives to make use of his newfangled contraption,
until he hit on the bright idea of buying another coach under another name
and racing against it. The excitement of a breakneck race was more
appealing to the Irish than the mere saving of time, but having experienced
both, the middle classes gleefully accepted the new tempo of life and soon
a profitable Bianconi service covered the whole country: demonstrating
that only the brave deserve the fare.

When the railways came Bianconi bought shares and, with the sound
commercial instinct which had marked his entire career, died while they
were still rising in value. The promoters who followed him suffered from
the disadvantage that many of their potential passengers were now
clambering onto trolley cars in America, and the Irish railway bandwagon
ground to a shuddering halt.

However it was exciting while it lasted, particularly in the narrow
gauge country of the West. The West Clare Railroad, the one that used to
carry Kate O’Brien to Kilkee, had started off with the distinction of being
one of the few railroads to have one of its locomotives sunk. During trials
it fell off the track into a bog and was never seen again. The railroad itself
died only a few years ago, with a song in its heart. In its heyday it had
carried many stage personalities to entertain the holiday crowds at Kilkee,
and one of them was the comedian and song writer Percy French, who
wrote “The Mountains of Mourne” and other stage Irish songs. He wrote
one about the West Clare railroad, called “Are Ye Right There Michael”,
which alleged that among other unbusinesslike practices the company
required its passengers to get out and gather fuel. Highly indignant, the
Company sued him for libel. Unfortunately for them their witnesses did
not turn up for the hearing in time, the train having been delayed. Rather
than proffer this ignominious explanation, the company hastily settled out
of court.

Even more unfortunate was another company in Galway who lost
their whole railroad overnight. Their line was to run from Shannon
Harbour to Portumna, but had reached only halfway when the money ran
out. For some years the track and stations and equipment lay there
untouched, and then a vagrant was arrested by the police for stealing a
lantern. The local population showed a peculiar interest in the case. At the
trial nobody appeared on behalf of the company to prove ownership of the
lantern, possibly because it owed money in the district. Next morning the
entire railroad had vanished off the face of the earth, and to this day
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tactless visitors are prone to remark on the unusual solidity of the farm
outbuildings and fences in the area.

Which reminds me of a man in Belfast who worked for the city
trolley car company and was not averse to bringing home for domestic use
any item of equipment or furniture for which his employers did not seem
to have any immediate use. Bob Shaw said of him that if you were to ring
a bell in the street his whole house would move off.

An even more shattering misfortune happened to a canal company.
Canals were a great way to travel in those days, in luxurious barges with
dining accommodation and one thriving company decided to expand its
operations into the limestone region north of Clare. They hewed the new
canal out of the rock and a beautiful job it was, all clean and neat for the
opening ceremony. After much speechmaking and mutual congratulation
the water was let in, foamed along the canal for a few yards, and
disappeared from view. No doubt it reappeared again somewhere else after
traversing some subterranean channel, but it left the canal as high and dry
as the company.

But possibly the most poignant of all was the fate of the Atmospheric
Railway, invented in 1840 by Samuel Clegg and Joseph Sands. Irish
adaptation to the Industrial Revolution tended to be erratic, since machines
do not respond readily to eloquence, nor are they easily moved by flattery:
so with the exception of the pneumatic tyre, invented by John Dunlop of
Belfast, the contributions of the native Irish have tended to be impractical,
or as they would prefer to put it, in advance of their time. So certainly it
was with the Atmospheric Railway.

The motive power for the ingenious contrivance was supplied by two
pumps, one at each end of a long metal tube about fifteen inches in
diameter, running the whole length of the track between the rails. A pump
at one terminus sucked air out of the tube, the other one at the other
terminus pumped air in, and between them they propelled along the tube a
piston to which the train was attached. To permit the coupling between the
train and the piston, a slot ran the whole length of the tube, sealed with
strips of metal and heavily waxed leather rather like a zip fastener. On the
underside of the train there was fixed a fork to prise the zip open:
immediately after that rollers for closing the tube up again: and finally, just
to make sure, a little coal furnace to melt the wax and ensure an airtight
seal.

The model worked beautifully and everyone was tremendously
impressed. Speeds up to eighty miles per hour were said to be theoretically
possible. The great railway engineer Brunel recommended this new type of
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railroad for the line between Croydon and London. The English Board of
Trade, more cautious but still enthusiastic, gave twenty-five thousand
pounds for the construction of a track between Kingstown and Dalkey,
near Dublin. This was duly built, and was opened on March 29th, 1844.

It was “a triumphant success”, climbing the 1¾ miles of sharp curves
and steep hills up to Dalkey in 3½ minutes, and coasting back to
Kingstown in 4 minutes by gravity. Dr. Kane, in his Industrial Resources
of Ireland, published in 1845, acclaimed it as a “remarkable mechanism of
locomotion. The more intimate connection with the line by the pipe and
piston gives steadiness to the atmospheric train, enabling it to traverse
curves too steep for the safe passage of an ordinary train. Besides that the
absence of the locomotive, from which in most cases of accident the injury
is sustained, presents an additional source of safety.” Two hardheaded
Belfast businessmen floated a company for the construction of a similar
line from Belfast to Holywood, Co. Down.

Fortunately for them, they took a close look at the maintenance
problems of the Kingstown-Dalkey line before actually spending any
money of their own. There was already visible a cloud no bigger than a
man’s hand. No doubt to us the Atmospheric Railway seems a harebrained
scheme, but it did work, and I wonder how many of us sophisticates could
have anticipated that rats would take a fancy to the wax that sealed the
tube. The Belfast businessmen guessed what was going to happen and
hastily sold out to the Belfast and County Down Railway Company. Sure
enough, word got around among the rat population that there was a one
and three quarter mile long banqueting table spread with food all the way
from Kingstown to Dalkey, and soon the leather flaps were being gnawed
away faster than they could be replaced. The railroad profits were being
eaten up, closely followed by the railway itself, and now all that is left of it
is a street sign in Dalkey reading mysteriously “Atmospheric Road”.

It is tempting to think that if in those days synthetic materials had
been available the Atmospheric Railway might have become as important
as steam, but the speculation is impractical because all the components of
a technology march together. That was not the time for plastics and
prosperity, but for rats and disaster.

Or was it. Only a few miles from the rapacious rats an Irishman had
just accomplished what a modern astronomer refers to as “a scientific
miracle”. Completely unaided he had built the largest telescope in the
world and was making discoveries fundamental to modern astrophysics.

This contemporary Mount Palomar was at Birr Castle, County Offaly,
and was the work of the Earl of Rosse. Hitherto the largest telescope in the
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world had been the 49 inch reflector made by the great Sir William
Herschel in England. The Earl of Rosse determined to make one of 72
inches. In those days it was not possible to use glass for such a huge
mirror, so the Earl cast one of metal, in a specially designed forge. It was
nearly six inches thick, weighed four tons and took four months to cool
down. Then it had to be ground down and polished, and this the Earl did
singlehanded. Simultaneously he supervised the construction of the tube in
which it was to be mounted, 54 feet long and so wide that a man could
walk through it carrying an open umbrella. We know this because in fact
the local Dean did just that at the opening ceremony. Photographs could
not be taken through the telescope, but the Earl’s drawings of what he saw
excited astronomers. He had discovered the spiral nebulae, a vital clue to
the nature of the universe. Scientists came to Birr from all over the world.
The telescope remained the largest in the world until near the end of the
Century, and was still in use until 1908: having been used among other
things to measure the heat radiated by the surface of the Moon. The great
metal mirror is now in the Science Museum in South Kensington, London,
but the rest of the telescope and the massive walls that support it can still
be seen in the grounds of Birr Castle, a memorial to the fact that Irishmen
can sometimes make their impractical dreams come true.
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Instalment 44, Warhoon 26,
February 1969

Mentioning that I now have the distinction of being the first fan to have the
composition of his biography disrupted by the departure of a spaceship for
the Moon – and incidentally drawing attention to the remarkable fact that
the most momentous noise in the history of mankind was one that was not
heard, namely the lengthening silence between message and reply in
communications with Earth – Harry Warner sent me the third instalment of
A Wealth of Fable so that I could correct any factual inaccuracies, an
unlikely contingency in view of the fact that he seems to know more about
me than I can remember, and no doubt also to give me an opportunity to
comment on any of the observations he has made about my style of
writing, such as the tendency I have to use short sentences. Actually the
knowledge that an analysis of my style will appear in the same issue of
Warhoon as this instalment of The Harp has made me as self conscious as
the man in the old story who, asked if he slept with his beard over or under
the clothes, was unable to answer then or sleep that night until he removed
the source of his puzzlement with a pair of scissors.

So instead of having you all hanging round like vultures waiting for
me to produce the familiar features Harry has spotlighted, I thought that
this time I would cut them all out and concentrate on what he says I
usually omit, that is my fundamental philosophy. When Madeleine read
that particular comment of Harry’s, her immediate reaction was, hah you
and your old watertight compartments, by which she meant the penchant I
have for keeping my various interests separate from one another, for very
much the same reason ships have waterproof doors. I accept that my wife
understands me only too well, but this time I think there’s more to it than
that. I have said exactly what I believe about certain serious subjects when
writing about those subjects: what I have tried to avoid is referring to those
opinions in other contexts. This is because I don’t see any point in arguing
seriously with anyone unless you are genuinely trying to persuade them to
your point of view, and the only way to do that is to establish first an area
of agreement out of which you can advance together. To take an extreme
example, if somebody comes up to you in a bar and asks don’t you agree n
——s are sub-human, you will only widen the gap by pointing out he is an
ignorant dupe of the Judaeo-Christian capitalist power structure. No
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salesman ever sold a Hoover by introducing his spiel with, “No wonder
your house is so filthy if you’re stupid enough to use an Electrolux.” If
your concern is more about racial harmony than your own vanity you must
de-escalate the conflict with something like, “Yes, a lot of them turn me
off too, especially the Black Muslims. Why do you suppose they’ve got so
bitter?” With luck and sufficient humility you might get him on to
explaining to you the injustices suffered by coloured people and thence to
appreciate his own guilt.

This you will accomplish only through love: love enough to
understand the human yearnings and fears of even the most bestial-
seeming racist, and love enough of your fellow-men to resist the insidious
temptation to use argument to assert your own intellectual and moral
superiority, to prove only that White is White. That we must love one
another or die does not I admit seem a very profound or original
philosophy to end up with after thirty years of intensive thought, but the
fact that even Lyndon Johnson says it does not invalidate it. One night
many years ago I dreamed I had discovered the Ultimate Truth, a
revelation so world-shaking that I must get out of bed and write it down.
Still half asleep I did so, and went back to bed happy in the conviction that
all the troubles of mankind were over. In the morning I found that what I
had written was: “The obvious is not necessarily untrue”. What had come
to me in the dream was that certain sayings, like the one I quoted and
others about love, or “Honesty is the best policy”, have become so trite
that they have ceased to mean anything at all. Much as for example the
name of the New York Herald Tribune has ceased to evoke any image of
an English Cathedral town, or a messenger running ahead with momentous
tidings or three wise men sitting in judgment on matters of great
importance.

It is not just a question of these truisms being common ground with
everyone and meaningless on that account, like the clergymen who
fearlessly declared he was against sin. There is a very large body of
opinion in modern Western civilization which rejects them, as evidenced
by the use of terms like “n——r-lover”, “bleeding hearts” and “do-
gooders” as abuse, and Ayn Rand has even erected a system of philosophy
which rehabilitates Cain. Next, presumably, Judas Iscariot, Adolf Hitler
and Lee Harvey Oswald. Indeed our whole modern economic system gives
the impression of being based on evil, in that prestige and material reward
accrue to the selfish and unscrupulous. Yet even so the precepts I have
quoted are so profoundly meaningful that every now and then some
business man like Marks and Spencer in Great Britain is able to outclass
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all his cunning competitors by simply acting on the fantastically
impractical assumption that honesty actually is the best policy.

If it is necessary to defend the thesis that love is good, and apparently
it is necessary, I would use the arguments I advanced in the first Warhoon
Harp against Heinlein’s philosophy; briefly, that man’s evolutionary
progress so far, and any hope of its continuation, depend on co-operation
between men rather than on conflict. I used to think that socialism itself
was enough to ensure the survival and progress of Man. It seemed to me in
my innocence that since all men had potentialities for love, all that was
needed was to develop an economic system which would encourage those
potentialities to realize themselves. I still believe that could be done and
the principle is one I follow in my day-to-day work as a senior civil
servant concerned with the problem of making people behave better.
Privately I think of it as Nudgism, the theory that people can be induced
voluntarily to do things you couldn’t force them to do. The simplest
example I can think of offhand is the problem of a patch of parkland in an
urban area. The libertarian solution is to let everyone trample it into dust.
The Authoritarian solution is to put up notices “KEEP OFF” and punish
anyone who disobeys them. The Nudgist solution would be to put a
convenient path through it, with garden seats, and offer prizes to any group
of neighbourhood children who plant and protect a tree. The Nudgist
solution was employed the other day by a building contractor in Northern
Ireland who had found it was impossible to keep children off areas in front
of buildings where he had sown grass seed. This time he gave a grass-
sowing party for all the local children, entrusted the infant lawn to them,
and promised another party when the grass was three inches high. At the
grass-mowing party there was not a single footprint on the lawn, and the
cost of the two parties was far less than the cost of a fence.

Where Nudgism fails is where the neighbourhood is too large for
anyone to feel any personal interest in or responsibility for a project, and it
seems to be that is why socialism has not fulfilled its expectations.
Moreover the constructive development of a modern state is such a large
and complex problem as to lead to authoritarianism and bureaucracy
which, although motivated by altruism, are indistinguishable in their
impact on the average person from the authoritarianism and bureaucracy of
monopoly capitalism motivated by self-interest. This has led me to deduce
that the only hope for humanity is in the reconstruction of civilization in
administrative units small enough for each person to feel that his
participation is vital. If I had to label this system of beliefs, I suppose I
would have to call it anarcho-syndicalism.
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Various science fiction authors have shown how a society along these
lines could develop through technological advances like nuclear power
stations, but it seems to me it would also require a reduction in population,
and this presents me with a moral problem I have not yet been able to
solve to my satisfaction: that is the value of an unborn baby. Or, expressed
more philosophically, is existence better than non-existence? I feel that
contraception is not wrong because no one is harmed by it, but in saying
that am I not saying also that there would be no loss if the entire human
race were annihilated in one painless flash, because there would be no one
to feel the loss?

To rescue myself from this dilemma I am forced to postulate the
existence of extra-terrestrial creatures to whom the human race has value,
even if they don’t know about us yet, and in this peculiar way science
fiction has supplied me with a substitute for religion. The theology of the
standard religions I feel to be silly and their practice inimical to morality.
Each of them relies on an arbitrary authority, either a book or a person or
some unverifiable revelation, and on a reward in afterlife for obeying that
authority. Once this irrational premise is accepted every conceivable
cruelty can be justified as being in the interests of that author and for the
ultimate benefit of the victims, or at least the survivors. The only reason
this does not happen so often nowadays is that people don’t believe so
sincerely in religion, having largely transferred their allegiance to other
arbitrary authorities like economic theories, which are susceptible
ultimately at least to some sort of experimental verification.

Such a transfer is now taking place in Northern Ireland, belatedly and
rapidly, and in a very dramatic way. The degree of personal involvement is
intense because Northern Ireland is just about the size of the ideal
administrative unit I envisage for my Utopia, belonging as it does to what I
think of as the Second Magnitude of population areas. This is a criterion
determined not just by the number of people but by the size of the area and
the amount of social mobility within it. The First Magnitude is the
integrated small town, where everyone knows everyone else. In Second
Magnitude areas everyone is known to somebody you know. The whole
world is I think a Sixth Magnitude area, but you can form your own
opinion by working out the least number of people you would have to
approach, in succession, to secure a personal introduction to a particular
Australian aborigine.

In Second Magnitude areas people are more likely to re-assess their
own fundamental philosophy when the community is in trouble, and in
Northern Ireland this re-assessment has been influenced by the world
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ideological revolution described by Terry Carr in his remarkably
perceptive article elsewhere in this issue. In Northern Ireland at this very
moment the past and the future of Ireland, and perhaps in miniature of the
whole world, are locked together in struggle in an arena so small that every
ideological concept is personified. The conflict involves religion and
politics, racial prejudice and patriotism, love and hatred, and I hope in the
next Warhoon to indicate how the fundamental philosophy I’ve outlined
stands up to such a test, if it does.
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Instalment 45, Science-Fiction
Five-Yearly 8, November 1986

In Visions and Venturers, Theodore Sturgeon has an unusual interpolation:
“He had Mother call up the office and say he had Twonk’s Disease, a

falling of the armpits (to whom do I owe this gem? Not my gag) and kept
up his peregrinations all that night....”

As we of course know, this particular gem comes from the
Fancyclopedia. Speer’s original edition in 1944 credits the discovery of
Twonk’s Disease to the Minneapolis Fantasy Society (circa 1942 –
Bronson, Saari, Dollens, Gergen, Russell, Brackney) but describes it
merely as “the ultimate in afflictions of any nature.” It was not until
Eney’s Second Edition in 1959 that the symptom of falling armpits was
identified.

Obviously the dissemination by fandom of its medical discoveries is
far too slow for safety. To help our professional colleagues keep up with
the latest developments in fannish medical research, here is the first edition
of the Fannish Medical Dictionary; it will be kept up to the minute in
following issues of SFFY. There will be no charge for this service.

Alamnesia. The condition of having forgotten the Alamo, revealed in
a letter to Harry Turner’s Now and Then (#6, November 1955). There
appear to be no harmful side effects, except possibly in Texas.

Anorexia Nervosa.. Recently defined by Bob Shaw as a morbid fear
of parkas.

Annishthesia. A state of coma or terminal gafia induced by
exhaustion after publishing a very large anniversary issue, combined with
disappointment at the absence of the expected paeon of praise.. (That of
course is why it’s called annishthesia – there’s been no paeon.) There is no
known cure except immediate and massive doses of egoboo. The ailment
is also known as Nydahl’s Disease, after its best-known victim (Joel
Nydahl, editor of Vega). Professor rich brown has recently promulgated a
theory* of the Conservation of Egoboo, which postulates that the amount
of egoboo resulting from any given piece of fanac is constant. He points
out that Nydahl is now as famous for his gafia as he would have been if his
annish had received the acclaim he expected. But it is implicit in this
theory that fame and egoboo are the same thing. This may be true in some
circles, but not I think in fandom. If it were so, it would be just as desirable
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to have the reputation of Claude Degler as Harry Warner, and this is not
so. Annishthesia, some authorities believe, is merely a special case of the
more widespread ailment known as APAthy (q.v.).

* In Sikander #11, ed. Irwin Hirsh.

APAthy. A type of lethargy to which all fans are subject from time to
time, and which may in time result in the end of fandom as we know it. In
the fannish continuum egoboo and fanac are related in much the same way
as are matter and energy in the material universe. Fanac produces egoboo,
and egoboo in turn produces more fanac, in a self-sustaining reaction. But
it is important to note that it is not the destruction of one that produces the
other, as is the case with matter and energy in the physical universe, but
rather the creation of one leads to the creation of the other. Conversely the
destruction of one leads to the destruction of the other. If the ratio of
egoboo to fanac falls below the critical level the reaction will cease to
sustain itself and die. This condition is known as APAthy and is the
fannish equivalent of entropy. It is called APAthy because the terminal
phase of fandom resembles a universal APA, in which everyone writes of
his own affairs and ignores everyone else. There is no recruitment; activity
requirements are continually reduced; everywhere the once bright lights of
fandom dim and die; it is the Universal Heat Death of fandom.

It follows, I think that the Law of Conservation of Egoboo is a moral
law, not a scientific one. It is that if we want fandom to continue, egoboo
must never be destroyed or withheld.

Backloggia. Every fan editor in time accumulates a backlog of
material which is not good enough to publish and which they dare not
return; usually it is from personal friends or respected pros. This is a great
source of distress to sensitive fans and may lead to gafia. Fortunately there
is a cure, which happens to be the same as for Creeping Perfectionism
(q.v.).

Creeping Perfectionism. Normally during the youth of a fanzine,
each issue is better than the previous one. But inevitably there comes a
time when this is no longer possible, and the editor is faced with the
prospect of it being said that he is slipping, that his fanzine is on the skids,
and similar hurtful expressions. Some prouder faneds cannot face this
prospect and cease publication. The Greeks had a word for this, namely
hubris, and certainly very few of their fanzines seem to have survived.
There is however a simple and effective cure. It is to nominate a Guest
Editor for the next issue, send him the backlog, announce a publication
date and take a long holiday. (Ideally a TAFF trip.)
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Crogglement. A word invented by Dean Grennell to denote extreme
astonishment, and very handy to describe the effect of his puns. One is for
some reason reminded of the fact that dock leaves, which are good for
nettle stings, are always to be found near nettles.

Gijophanitis. This is the harmless delusion that all American soldiers
are science fiction fans. This ailment developed among British fans during
and shortly after World War II, when the only Americans they knew were
fans and the only Americans they met were soldiers. Thus it was that any
American serviceman who happened to be in a hotel where a science
fiction convention was being held found himself being stood drinks and
invited to room parties. There were of course American servicemen in
Europe who were fans, e.g. Lee Jacobs and Ellis Mills, but the person
really responsible for all this goodwill was Forrest J Ackerman who had,
almost singlehanded, kept British fans supplied with science fiction,
stencils and paper throughout the war. As a result the tradition developed
in British fandom that Forry Ackerman was to be included in every
mailing list and sent a complimentary copy of every British fan
publication. This tradition was still going strong when I entered fandom in
1948, with the result that Forry was the only American to get a copy of
Slant #1.

Jacobismus. This is a trauma named after Lee Jacobs who, at the
London Convention in 1951, was refused beer in Forry Ackerman’s hotel.
At that period in the evolution of British fandom there was no Convention
Hotel as we know it, everyone making their own arrangements. So Lee
was merely a visitor in Forry’s hotel and as such under British licensing
laws was not entitled to drink there after hours. The harrowing course of
trauma Jacobismus was described in Quandry #13, pages 36 & 37
(Warhoon 28, pages 77 & 78) and it made a lasting impression on me. So
much so, that some 20 years later, by which time I had become a
Government official in a position to influence a Government’s legislative
program, I quietly ensured that guests of a hotel resident could drink at all
hours. Good old Lee is dead now, but I think he would have appreciated
that kind of memorial.

Kentcoreyism. This is the name given to a state of untidiness so
malignant as to interfere with fanac. The classic case is that of Shelby Vick
who once sent me a handwritten letter explaining that he had lost his
typewriter. In his den. The name derives from an incident during the visit
by Professor Harris in 1954, when I made to show him a letter from Kent
Corey and was unable to find it despite numerous unhelpful suggestions
from Harris. It eventually reappeared, having been used as a bookmark,
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and since then objects which disappear are said by us to be in the Kent
Corey file.

Nebormalia Agitans. This is a state of acute stress and anxiety
induced by the conviction that the man next door is getting your mail. It is
endemic in neighborhoods where the fan actually meets the postman every
morning and is personally handed his electricity bill, newspaper bingo
advertisements and Kaleidoscope catalogues. The postman then turns
away, still holding in his other hand a bundle consisting of airmail
envelopes festooned with American stamps, and bursting with egoboo,
large and small clasp envelopes containing fanzines with letters of
comment from you, and for all you know the post-Annish issue of Vega
and Tom Weber’s column for your fanzine. Some fans are unable to
restrain themselves from wresting these forcibly from the fellow, and in
his learned monograph Through Darkest Ireland with Knife, Fork and
Spoon (1954) Professor Harris recounts a harrowing incident in which a
prominent fan actually accosted an unfortunate postman in the centre of
the city and induced him to hand over a bundle of mail. Fortunately the
cure is simple. It is to go to the Post Office and ask for a Form RDM1, for
redirection of mail, and forge your neighbor’s name to it. It is as well not
to attempt the simultaneous interception of the mail of more than a few
neighbors, lest attention be attracted by the delivery to your house of mail
in sacks. If this does happen, put it about that you have failed to renew
your subscription to Reader’s Digest.

Stigwort’s Disease. This is a particularly insidious disease, because it
has no symptoms whatsoever. It is therefore very difficult to diagnose.
However, for the same reason it is even more suitable than Twonk’s
Disease for claiming exemption from work when a fan wants to pub his
ish. But on the other hand it attracts very little sympathy from friends or
relatives, despite the fact that there is no known cure and it is invariably
fatal. Victims may survive for 80 or 90 years, maybe more, and then for no
apparent reason – pouf! – out they go like a light.

Yobberment. Apparently a fate of discombobulation with extreme
crogglement. It is mentioned in both editions of the Fancyclopedia in the
form of a quotation from the third FAPA mailing and its discovery is
attributed to Wollheim and Michel:

“I, THE Mentator Itself, call upon all heypoloyalists to rise and
slice these absolte ones, slice them, write and wrothe and then –
then – Yobber! Yes, Yobber! This is a time for stern measures.

“But first, yob the leader. Yob the pehlth ikself! The pehlth
that preens and croes. The very pehlth that durst murmulate The
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Mentator myself! Vah! Tho we scorn with frange these attempts,
yet we warn lesser sorji that things may get out of hand. So
forward – YOBBER TO THE VERY END!”

Not much is known about the longterm effects of yobberment, but
fortunately recent research indicates that the Poo remains mightier. All we
have to do now is find out what the Poo is.

Yngvi sawed Courtney’s boat

This Lustrum’s Good Cause

Rain is falling in Pimlico, turning to sleet. At the corner of Denbigh Street
there is huddled the figure of something that used to be a human being:
there is a tin cup beside it and a placard around its neck. Most passers-by
avert their eyes from the spectacle of the ultimate in human misery.
Others, more callous and more curious, pause to read the placard... only to
reel away in horror and disgust. It says “Unable to appreciate the writing
of Vince Clarke and Mal Ashworth.”* Friends! Can you imagine what it
must be like to be deaf to the soaring harmonies of Mal Ashworth, blind to
the subtle brilliance of Vince Clarke? Would life be worth living? They
say there is no cure for this most terrible of maladies, but it can at least do
no harm and may give some hope if you all send this wretched creature
small excerpts from your favourite articles by Mal and Vince. As Dean
Grennell might have put it, be it ever so humble, there’s no place like
homeopathy.

* Gist of Joseph Nicholas letter in Xyster #9, ed. Dave Wood.

The louse
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Instalment 46, Science-Fiction
Five-Yearly 9, November 1991

I am about 38 years of age. I am aware of evidence appearing to indicate
that I was born in 1919, but I try not to let this temporal paradox affect my
behaviour. As Elinor Busby put it once, the most important thing about
getting older is not to get psyched out by it. I think of it by reference to
computers, influenced by Elinor herself, my guru in these matters. When I
find myself moving more hesitantly than I used to, I reprove myself
sharply. “You are acting in Old Man Mode,” I say to myself, and press the
Escape key in my mind. At once I begin to move in my normal lithe and
nimble manner.

The fact is, I think, that the changes in one’s behaviour with age have
more to do with fear than with physical incapacity. The longer one lives,
the more falls one has, and the memory of them inhibits one’s actions
more than does any objective bodily deterioration.

I arrived at this conclusion as easily as falling off my front porch. The
porch in question has two steps leading up to a concrete platform. Between
that and the tiles of the porch proper there is an iron bar one and a half
inches square in cross section, providing a permanent weather seal under
the outer door. Well, almost permanent; in the century or so since this
house was built, the iron bar has worn down in the middle by about one
eighth of an inch.

One morning I dashed out of the front doorway to chase away a heron
which was stealing the fish from the pond in the back garden. In making
the sharp right turn my toe caught the unworn part of the iron bar and I
tripped down the steps, running faster and faster down the drive way in the
attempt to regain my balance. The attempt failed and I crashed on the side
of my face on the tarmac. There was no permanent damage but my eye
filled with blood so that I looked like something out of a horror comic, and
for weeks I went about wearing sunglasses so that people meeting me in
the street would not scream and run away in horror. No more than usual,
anyway.

The experience was worrying because it reminded me of something
that happened in Portugal. We often go to the South Coast, the Algarve, in
the autumn. The eastern end of the Algarve is Mediterranean in character,
with undertones of North Africa, but as you drive west, everything
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changes. There is grass and heather instead of scrub and flowers, sheep
instead of cattle, drystone walls instead of hedgerows. There are few trees,
and they lean eastwards, clinging onto the scanty soil. Houses are few and
remote. The hills and valleys are on a larger than human scale and the sky
seems to have got bigger. There is a feeling that something important is
about to happen: as indeed, there is... the Atlantic Ocean.

We turned back that time without actually reaching the west coast,
because the road plunged downwards along the sides of steep slopes and
was so narrow I did not like to contemplate what I would do if I met
another car. But next autumn we took a bus tour to a place called Sagres,
which is where Henry the Navigator had his college for the captains who
discovered the rest of the world.

Here Europe comes to an end in 600 feet high black cliffs, falling
sheer to a dark and angry sea. The top is all rock outcrop, a type of terrain
I was familiar with. As a boy I was secretly proud of my ability to run
along a rocky shore, picking level landing-places several steps ahead. I
didn’t try this here, but I did move briskly towards the edge of the cliff to
look down. I caught my foot on an underestimated rock, stumbled and
pitched forward trying to regain my balance, and fell full length with my
head about two feet from the edge. What I have been wondering ever since
is this: if I had tripped a yard nearer the edge, would I have been able to
throw myself down immediately, or would I have stumbled on, qualifying
for the epitaph “Born Belfast 1919, Fell Off Europe 1985”?

I wrote that bit before my recent trouble with an aortic
aneurysm, the same thing that killed John W. Campbell. I am
recovering well, but it will take a lot of time... as long as a year...
before I regain my energy. Meanwhile my thanks to all the
friends who have written.

My Life with Brian Aldiss

“You didn’t tell us about this science fiction fandom thing,” said one of the
men from MI5. The scene was rather like one of those gentlemanly but
deadly interrogations in the BBC-TV version of a John Le Carré novel.
My two visitors sat on the other side of my desk, apparently at ease and
drinking tea out of china cups provided by my angelic personal assistant,
Kathleen, but one had the feeling they had not entirely discounted the
possibility that the tea might be drugged.

The top security chiefs in London had decided that my grade of civil
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servant was to be “positively vetted”. Hence the presence of these two
awfully nice chaps from Whitehall. On their first visit they had asked me a
great many highly personal questions, designed to discover any sexual
predilections, emotional entanglements, or other interests which might lead
me to serve the interests of a foreign power; viz at that time, some dozen
years ago, the USSR. Then they had gone away to compare what I had said
with the views of everyone who knew me. And now here they were back
again having found me out. My cover was blown. I blamed Brian Aldiss
for this predicament.

Evincing no more than mild surprise, I explained to the spy-catchers
that I had not mentioned my past interests in science fiction simply
because I had not been in touch with this particular literary field for more
than ten years. At one time, I explained, I had written an occasional review
or monograph, but since the troubles started in Northern Ireland in the
mid-sixties, pressure of work had left me no time for that sort of thing.
They seemed to accept this, which confirmed my suspicion that Brian
Aldiss was at the bottom of it all.

I vividly remembered the day last year when my boss and I had been
walking along a corridor in Westminster on the way to an important
meeting. My boss abruptly changed the subject we had been discussing,
namely the technicalities of voting in referenda. “Are you, by any chance,”
he said, “ever known as Ghod? With an h?”

It turned out that yesterday evening in his branch of the Belfast Public
Library he had accidentally come across a book by one Brian Aldiss, in
which he recalled a science fiction convention at which he had met a fan
called Walt Willis who was referred to as Ghod. There was nothing to
indicate why this encounter had been particularly memorable. I explained
to my boss that according to one Bill Temple, as reported in a book by
Harry Warner, I had a godlike ability to shape destiny to provide
opportunities for puns. “Like when you were having dinner at our house,”
said my boss, “and my wife explained her dessert recipe and you said
‘Souffle, souffle, catchee mousse’?”

So when I got home, I phoned James White, who has all the
knowledge that hasn’t reached fanzines yet. “What memorable thing ever
happened with Brian Aldiss?”

“Well,” said James, “when he visited us in Belfast you drove him up
the coast road to Cushendall, where he bought a cut glass napkin ring.”

“Even more sensational than that,”I said. “It was something that
happened at a convention.”

“There was the Great Confrontation at Harrogate in 1962,” said
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James. “I reported it in Hyphen.”
I thanked him, hung up and found the 25 to 33 volume of Hyphen.

The reported was called The Long Afternoon of Harrogate. It was long,
detailed and fascinating, like all James White convention reports. (His
report on his first convention, London in 1951, would have been his first
published work if it had not turned out rather long for our hand-printed
fanzine, the first 49 pages having taken the reader only as far as 8:30 p.m.
on the previous Friday.) I noticed that in the subsequent Hyphen Brian
Aldiss submitted in admiring emulation a ten-page report on the
Peterborough convention the following year attended by Kingsley Amis.
Which is, as they say, another story... but is enough to demonstrate the
unremitting accuracy of James’s convention reports.

The Great Confrontation at Harrogate had been with our Ian
McAuley, (the Dublin one, not the Atlanta one who tried to publicize the
interlineation Eat At Omar’s in the early Fifties). Our Ian was outraged by
what he regarded as the scientific travesties of Aldiss’s story Hothouse
Planet. There is no doubt that it is a great handicap in the appreciation of
some science fiction to know something about science. Dr. McAuley’s
onslaught was forceful, but the Aldiss defences turned out to be
unexpectedly impregnable. James reported the dialogue verbatim....

Ian: Aldiss, what d’you mean having men with diode valves in their
heads...?

Brian: I know, I know. Totally implausible. Terrible story.
Ian: Absolutely no technical verisimilitude! How could the vacuum

be maintained?
Brian: Worst story I ever wrote. Got sent out by mistake. Thought I’d

burned it.
Ian: Full of scientific boners...
Brian: I agree entirely. A horrible story. Lousy, should never have

seen print. I feel terrible about it, Ian.
Ian: It wasn’t a bad story. As a matter of fact it was pretty good idea-

wise. But for the one small scientific inaccuracy...
Brian: Can I get you another beer, Ian?
At this point James once again demonstrates his meticulous accuracy

by regretting that he could not remember Ian’s reply to this question;
though he does record later the only occasion on which Ian was ever
known to refuse a drink.... (“I’ve only got two hands, mate!”)

After I’d finished reading the report I phoned James again, regretting
I hadn’t found anything that Brian was likely to have remembered all those
years. What about, I asked, that trip we made to the Spanish restaurant?
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James had recounted how the offhand Spanish waiters had addressed us in
Spanish, and how Margaret and Harry Harrison floored them by replying
in purist Castilian. In revenge they made us wait ages for our food, as if
they had decided we should all starve until Brian and Harry gave up
Gibraltar. Did anything else happen, not reported?

Now I have great faith in James, owing him the homage due to
anyone who actually backs up his computer disks. It would not have
surprised me in the least to find that his comparatively terse convention
reports were backed up by voluminous notes, with an appendix including
the menu of the restaurant and the receipted bill. I recalled that remarkable
sequence of photographs taken of one spot on the earth’s surface, ranging
from a view of the planet from space to a molecular image by an electron
microscope. I waited with confidence for the great brain to zoom in on the
conversation in the Spanish restaurant.

The mountain laboured and brought forth, if not a mouse, an animal
nearly as small. “There was the kitten,” said James.

It seemed that at one point during our long wait for food we had
started passing around old photographs. James had produced one of Dave
and Ruth Kyle standing outside a convention hotel. Brian Aldiss was in it
too, and he was holding a kitten. Someone asked about it and Brian
explained it was a stray he had found outside the hotel entrance. James
asked what had happened to it. Brian looked even hungrier, if possible. He
said, wolfishly, “I ate it.”

“I said that explained his guilty look,” said James. “Shall I go on?”
James must have heard my groan and taken my assent for grunted. “You
said ‘They call it the Eat-a-Puss Complex,’ and Brian said, ‘Oh Ghod.’”

When We Survey the Wondrous Double Cross

A periodical with perspective like that of SFFY should be among the first
to note that since the last issue an event of unique significance to the
human race has taken place, one never forecast even in science fiction. I
mean the death of the system of ideas associated with Marxist socialism.

Nothing like this has ever happened before. Certainly there have been
other times when established beliefs were challenged, as by Galileo,
Copernicus and Darwin, but there has never been so sudden and complete
a conversion as we have seen in the past two years. It is if the Pope and all
the College of Cardinals, except the one from Cuba, had admitted the
falsity of religion and apologized to the millions it had led to waste their
lives.
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An Iranian newspaper last summer urged that American help should
be spurned after the earthquake that killed 30,000 people. “Even under the
rubble, our people are chanting ‘Death to America’”, it claimed, according
to the London Times. I wonder why this reminds me of Joseph Nicholas.

It’s Only Faanfiction But I Like It

Re-reading the above, I realize I underestimated science fiction in saying it
had never anticipated anything like the recent ideological revolution. I had
forgotten that as far back as 1962 there had been a story about how the
communist system was destroyed and the cold war ended almost overnight
by one issue of a science fiction magazine. I should have remembered it
because I wrote it myself.

Admittedly it was only a faanfiction story, written for fun for Ted
White’s fanzine Void: it featured a goldfish called Horace and was based
on a news item about the prozine Fantastic Universe being sold at public
auction. But it was science fiction, and helps to make a point in support of
the thesis eloquently argued by rich brown in BSFAN #17 ( Elaine Stiles)
that in abandoning faanfiction, as fan writers have tended to do in recent
years, we are in danger of losing something of unique value.

There are different kinds of faanfiction, and to my mind Bob Tucker
invented them all; as he did so much else of value in fandom. At Irish
Fandom’s first Convention, in London in 1951, we met Forry Ackerman
and when he got home he sent me several packages of old fanzines. They
included issues of Le Zombie in which Tucker recounted the adventures of
a character called Joe Fann, whom we later transmuted to Jophan. But
even before that we had been introduced to faanfiction by Bill Temple,
whose convention speeches were the equivalent of Bob Shaw’s Serious
Scientific Talks. On this occasion his lecture recounted the voyage of a
spaceship powered by what he termed mitogenetic rays. Noting the
repellent effect of onion-laden breath, Arthur Clarke had designed a
spaceship consisting entirely of a giant mutant onion. This was the
precursor of other ingenious space ventures by faan fiction authors,
including Bob Shaw’s beer drive and Berkeley Fandom’s Tower to the
Moon made of beercans. Lee Jacobs from the Berkeley area was at the
London Convention too, and took the MS of Temple’s talk with him. Lee
was to become the chronicler of Fabulous Burbee Fandom and its
mythology.

Anyone who doubts the importance of conventions to fanzine fandom
should study the connections made at the London Festival Convention of
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1951, all affirmed in Quandry. The Festival was inspired by the Great
Exhibition of 1851, and designed like that one to inaugurate a new era of
peace and prosperity. It certainly worked for fandom.

So far faan fiction could be divided into two classes, fantasy and
satire. In Hyphen #3, Bob Shaw wrote a new kind of story called “SFAN”!
The title derived from van Vogt’s Slan but the story itself was more like
Heinlein’s “If This Goes On –”. It told of a future society in which fans
were literally a persecuted minority, because of anti-science feeling
following atomic war. The fugitive hero was betrayed to the authorities by
trolley-car fans and sentenced to death. Little did the authorities realize
that the dreaded giant executioner was actually James White, agent of a
conspiracy to transport fans to the safety of the Okefenokee Swamp, and
we are left with hope of a future in which fans are safe. All this in two and
a half pages and apparently written with complete seriousness. The story
represented with complete accuracy how fans of that era saw their position
in society, and it helped give rise to a genre called Trufan Tales, of which
Vince Clarke’s “Scrooge on Ice” was the most notable example.

But the future in which fans were safe was now arriving, with the
increased public acceptance of science fiction. There was still a useful role
for satirical faanfiction, particularly in the peaceful resolution of conflicts.
It could perform a function like that of the play performed before the King
in Hamlet. But the increasingly disparate character of fandom diminished
its importance from that point of view.

However, when one door shuts another opens, and rich brown is quite
right in noting the historical importance of James White’s “The Exorcists
of IF”. Here is a story which is not only trufannish, but science-fictional, in
that it is based on a genuine science-fictional plot. The same applies to
James’s more recent short story about meeting the ghost of George
Charters in a supermarket. This contains an entirely new sfnal idea, about
communicating with the dead by switching off your word processor, after
completing your letter, thus consigning it to the limbo they inhabit. This
can be appreciated by people who have never heard of George Charters,
thereby enlarging its potential readership enormously. More recently
James has further expanded this concept by writing a long story based on
the legend of Merlin, who is said to have lived backwards. He has Merlin
visiting the Worldcon in Minneapolis in 2073, where he wins Third Prize
in the Masquerade Ball, and follows him backwards in time to Camelot,
via the Mermaid Tavern, which he sees as an archetypal fan group. James
has trimmed this into an 11,000 word novelette and sent it to F& SF. That
was 4 months ago, so at least it has apparently given the heirs of Boucher
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and McComas something to think about.

Sex Drive

When the Hubble telescope was fixed, the first thing it detected was a huge
comet on a collision course with Earth. The United Nations went into
secret session. Unanimous reports from the world’s scientists made it all
too clear that the collision would completely destroy the Earth and that
there was nothing anyone could do to avoid it. All the governments agreed
there was no point in blighting what remained of the life of humanity, so
the terrible secret was kept until four hours before impact, just enough
time for people to make their peace with their maker, as the old expression
went. In the event, however, most people decided that there was only one
thing worth doing in that time. Curiously there was no sadness: rather a
kind of exaltation. For the first time in history all humanity was united in
the despairing ecstasy of a climactic act of love. For all these billions of
couples, the Earth Moved.

The Earth Moved, and the comet sped harmlessly by.

The End

This free ebook is exclusive to the unofficial TAFF website at
taff.org.uk. If you enjoy reading it, a donation to TAFF is a fine
way to express your appreciation.
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