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Uncle Johnny, an Introduction
Graham Charnock

I can’t recall exactly when I first met John Hall. It was probably at that
convention where he wore black nail varnish and hung out with Lisa
Conesa reading poetry. He was a close neighbour of Roy Kettle’s and I
know they hung out a lot together. Although never originally very close,
we renewed and extended our friendship through Harry Bell’s InTheBar
email group. He was sharp, witty and we shared a lot of interests, such as
music, but we differed violently on political grounds. I was a neo-
Communist and he was a dyed-in-the-wool right-wing Tory. Nevertheless
he had what a lot of Tories don’t – a heart and a large helping of humanity,
which came essentially from his Buddhist beliefs. I have known other
Buddhists in my life, including one who when chastised for his worldliness
and love of the finer things replied that being a Buddhist didn’t mean you
had to put up with second-best. I believe Johnny shared that view. For a
while I believe John supplemented his income by dealing in Buddhist-
related antiques, statues and figurines and suchlike.

He liked big cars and he liked big women. His original partner Julia
Stone unfortunately died many years ago and he took up with another
lovely lady called Audrey who was working at a firm he was auditing as
an accountant. I knew them when they were living in a small village in
Wiltshire in a place called Coachman’s Cottage, which was an adjunct to a
larger and much grander country house. It was here that John hosted what
was to be the first International ITB day with link-ups through the Internet
to members in the USA. I slept in a tent in his garden. Later we would visit
and I would be put up in more salubrious surroundings, sleeping on his
couch, while Pat got the luxury of an upstairs room. John was a perfect
host, but I remember there was a water shortage and injunctions, when
using the loo, along the lines of “If it’s yellow, let it mellow; if it’s brown,
flush it down.” We met up in Marlborough once and enjoyed a convivial
pizza together. John continued to bang on for several years about how
“Thatcher was right!” whilst I continued to berate him for his right-wing
views. To outside observers it might have seemed as if we were feuding
bitterly, but they misunderstood that our sparring was sparked off by a
deep affection. I continued to scorn him for his right-wing views. Love can
often take on the disguise of rough banter and insults.
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John had lost one kidney and then the other to cancerous tumours,
which he himself claimed was the legacy of a dissolute amphetamine-
fuelled youth, and for several years he was on regular dialysis at a hospital
in Oxford. He had scary stories of disconnected catheters and blood
spurting on the floor. This led to an ongoing familiarity with hospitals and
their routines, until he finally had a successful kidney transplant. After
Audrey died he had several liaisons, some successful, some less so, finally
settling on a relation with a lady called Dot who lived in a block of
leasehold flats in Morecambe. John moved up there to a separate flat, but,
accident prone in his old age, fell and broke his neck. He recovered slowly,
but found himself increasingly reliant on tanked oxygen. As his bodily
health declined and he was increasingly hospitalized he remained mentally
as sharp, witty and affable as ever, whenever we met online in Zoom
meetings. His final message from hospital to Pat was: “I’m not so great but
tomorrow is another day.” Indeed it was and it was his last.

He was a strong presence in our lives and now he is a strong absence.
I hope this collection reflects the esteem he was held in by his peers, and
represents snapshots of the man, his warmth, his wit, his humanity and his
intelligence. He will be missed.

October 2024

John was born on 15 August 1950 and died on 8 September
2024, aged 74. [Ed.]
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John and Audrey in 2007. Photo by Roy Kettle.
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Johnny Be Good
Rich Coad

The round-faced, white-haired, man sat with his wife, a silver-haired
woman with a pair of canes, the kind that slipped around your arms so that
they didn’t get dropped, quietly drinking tea in the hotel lobby. Stacy and I
had seen this couple a few times in the past day and a half, enough so that
we had become nodding acquaintances. We were in Vancouver, BC, on a
family trip with my mother and aunt, sister and brother-in-law but were
currently at a different hotel from the relatives as we had arranged to meet
my old friend from London days, John Hall, during the days our visit
overlapped. I was a bit annoyed that the hotel said there was nobody of
that name staying there. Stacy and I headed to the elevators to go to our
room when the white-haired, round-faced man made a louder than usual
comment. There was something about the voice… the tone… the phrasing.

“Hold on,” I said to Stacy. I walked over to the couple. The round-
faced, white-haired fellow looked up, quizzically. “Excuse me,” I said, not
wanting to seem rude, “are you John Hall?”

“Rich?” he asked, incredulously. Sheesh, after only 30 years or so,
neither one of us had recognized the other. And naturally he had booked
into the hotel as John Nielsen-Hall.

I first met John in 1973, when I was 17. I’d left high school, worked for a
year or so, then decided to go first to the Toronto Worldcon, then on to
London to see the city where I was born. Unexpectedly I made some
lifelong friends when I went to a fan gathering I had been told about. I
didn’t meet John there as there had been a schism in Ratfandom, as this
group was known, some time before; but I did get to know him somewhat
later and found myself frequently meeting up with him to see Dr. Feelgood
at The Lord Nelson on Holloway Road, near the prison. John had
uncommonly good taste in music. At a time when most young people were
effusive about prog rock or glam rock, John enthused about the basic R&B
of Dr. Feelgood, along with the country-rock stylings of Mike Nesmith
and Link Wray. In the end we became such regulars at The Lord Nelson
that we were invited to the BBC for a taping of a show about pub rock.
“Bop,” the director directed the audience. The audience didn’t. The band
played on, the BBC provided free drinks, and the show never aired.
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“So,” I asked, once we’d established we were who we said we were, “what
have you been up to?”

“I realized I was a Buddhist and I gave up drinking. Ah look at that
crestfallen face,” he said as an aside to Stacy, “Bet he was looking forward
to a weekend of debauched drunkenness.” Yes, this was definitely the John
Hall I knew.

After I had returned to California we kept in touch for a time, trading
tapes through the mail. I dare say that John helped my evolving musical
taste as much as any radio station or music magazine did. I learned he had
married Julia Stone, another fan from the UK, and moved to a high rise
apartment in the East End. I was able to visit them when I went to Seacon,
the 1979 Worldcon in Brighton. The apartment was on a council estate and
I believe they were around the 18th floor. There could have been quite a
view but I don’t recall there was a lot to see except other council housing.
Probably all sold off by Thatcher and now worth millions.

Julia helped John in establishing his own accountancy business.
Somewhere along the line he moved away from helping clients set up
dodgy tax avoidance schemes and into keeping track of the finances of
some large Buddhist organizations. Julia died at far too young an age and
John left London for a very rural life in Wiltshire where he lived with
Audrey, the very lovely silver-haired woman from the first paragraph.

Having reestablished contact, first via one of Greg Pickersgill’s email
groups, and now in person, we kept in contact, once again trading music
through the mail, although now on CD-ROM rather than cassette tape. Our
tastes had diverged, it didn’t take long to discover. John was a big fan of
techno and other dance music that played big at raves. I had gone through
punk rock and ended up in Americana. Audrey allowed that she liked my
disk, which made me quietly smug. John did send a great collection based
on the old 1960s pirate radio stations, something he knew quite a lot about.
And another honoring the late, great, Joe Meek. So we kept in contact and
were able to meet up periodically. John, Audrey, and I took a day out from
the Richmond Corflu to visit Monticello and had an excellent time. I think
it was on this ride that I learned that Audrey was a part owner of a
thoroughbred race horse via some large syndicate. Sadly, this Corflu was
to be the last time I saw Audrey as she, too, died, quite suddenly and
unexpectedly.

John was also starting to have increasingly serious health issues
around this time. The removal of a second kidney, and the need for
dialysis, kept him from coming to North America but we got together in
Newcastle in 2015, visited Avebury before the 2018 Eastercon, and had a
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good dinner at an extremely crowded pub in Bristol in 2021. By this time
John had received a kidney transplant and was making plans to get to the
Vancouver Corflu in 2022, since it was in a city he was very fond of. But it
was not to be. Bad luck seemed to dog him at every turn and plans to get to
Belfast, then Las Vegas, fell through due to cascading health issues. And
so I decided that I would at least stop in to visit John in Morecambe before
heading off to Scotland for much of this August. And so of course in the
week before I got there John had himself a heart attack.

He got better. At least better enough to convince the NHS to transport
him from the hospital in Blackpool back to his flat in Morecambe. Roy
Kettle, Kathleen Mitchell, and myself arrived shortly after John. The
ambulance which had transported him was still parked at the building, a
large block of flats with panoramic views of Morecambe Bay. John’s flat
also had a somewhat less panoramic view of the hills separating
Lancashire from Yorkshire. A good pair of binoculars and, from his chair,
John could have been one of the first to see if the white roses started a new
invasion. He stayed comfortably in that chair, playing musical selections
from a hard drive full of them – some of the best choices I had heard from
him in a long time, including some great bluesy work by someone whose
name I can’t remember. His paramour, Dot, who lived four floors above,
plied us with tea, coffee, cake, and biscuits. A really wonderful hostess,
obviously as fond of John as he was of her. We all sat and chatted about
matters of little consequence as old friends generally do. Despite all the
mounting health issues, John was chipper and cheerful throughout. He was
a bit tired but, despite every reason to, I can’t recall him once moaning
about the unfairness of it all. Perhaps it’s a Buddhist thing.

Well, I’m not a Buddhist, or anything at all, really, but I can complain
about the unfairness. The preceding is just a few snippets from a long
friendship. He had a lot of misfortune and, dammit, he was a good man.
He deserved better health and fewer deaths of those closest to him. He will
be missed.

This Here #70 (September 2024) ed. Nic
Farey
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Dot and John in 2022. Photo by John.
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Introducing Himself
Written for the eFanzines.com page hosting his later fanzines.
[Ed.]

To introduce Motorway Dreamer, John Nielsen-Hall (aka John N. Hall,
Uncle Johnny, and various other epithets) writes:

A fannish history –
First made contact with Fandom via the BSFA and esp. Archie

Mercer as a teenager in the 1960s. Produced first fanzine Zine, in late
sixties – two issues. More famously, hooked up with Roy Kettle and Greg
Pickersgill and became part of Ratfandom. Made numerous appearances in
various fanzines of the period, such as Fouler, Maya, Zimri. Was a dweller
in John Brunner’s commune of ill-assorted folks in Hampstead, later
married Julia Stone, a fan since the sixties with Mary Reed etc.
Somewhere in this period also produced a fanzine called Legend, which
may only have gone out in APAs – can’t remember anything about it.
Fanac stopped by around ’78, though remained in touch with Brunners,
Mercers, Mary etc. Searched out by Greg Pickersgill in early 1990s and
joined fannish e-lists Wegenheim and InTheBar. Resumed Fanac in
earnest after meeting many old timers at John Brosnan’s far-from-funereal
drink up, May 2005.

Motorway Dreamer was first conceived of, according to Rob
Hansen’s Then, sometime in the seventies when the Rats acquired a
duplicator on which all future fanzines were to be produced. Notoriously,
this duplicator, which had taken all available communal funds, could not
be induced to work. Even if it had, it’s not very likely that I would have
completed Motorway Dreamer at the time. I have to thank Sandra Bond
for reminding me of it, else something with another title entirely might
have appeared. But it’s here now, in this glorious new digital age of pdf
files and I humbly bring it forward to a public whose patience in waiting
for so long, for so little, can only be marvelled at.

John Nielsen-Hall, 12 December 2005
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Who’s Who
Glossary of Names

The combined talents and memories of the InTheBar mailing list were
brought to bear on the arcane names for contemporary fans that come thick
and fast in the OMPAcon report “Fear and Loathing in the Grand Hotel”
and are scattered through other pieces here. A few fans are referred to by
surname only. This list may be useful to readers who have forgotten or
never knew the 1970s scene:

Boak: Graham Boak.
Brynley 40: Bryn(ley) Fortey.
Delany: Samuel R. Delany was OMPAcon’s guest of honour.
Douglass the Silent: presumably the notoriously quiet Dave Douglass.
Gannets: the Newcastle fan group, who met in the Gannet pub;
members mentioned in the OMPAcon report are Dave Douglass, Ian
Maule, Thom Penman and Ritchie Smith (see below). Others
included Rob Jackson and Ian Williams.
The Globe: 1953-1974 home of the regular London fannish pub
meetings on the first Thursday of each month.
JJ Miasma: perhaps Jack Marsh.
Holdstil: Rob Holdstock.
Johnny Abo: John Brosnan, from Australia.
Kid Grog or The Kid: Greg Pickersgill, co-editor with Leroy Kettle of
the fanzine Fouler.
King Rat: Leroy Kettle, whose solo fanzine was True Rat.
Mauler: Ian Maule, whose fanzines included Paranoid and Maya.
Mercatorial mansions: Archie and Beryl Mercer had lived in Bristol
(venue of OMPAcon) before their 1970 move to Cornwall.
OMPA: Offtrails Magazine Publishers Association, an amateur press
association founded in 1954, whose members ran the 1973 UK
national SF convention (Eastercon), held in Bristol and inevitably
named OMPAcon.
Pig, Pissoff: John Piggott.
Prestige (read as PRestige?): Peter Roberts, then living in Bristol
about two miles from the OMPAcon convention hotel, who threw a
house party announced in his Checkpoint #35 and briefly reported in
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Checkpoint #37. He is billed as Prestige Roberts in at least one issue
of Fouler.
Rats, Ratfans, Ratfandom: younger London fans including John
Brosnan, Graham and Pat Charnock, John N. Hall, Rob Holdstock,
Leroy Kettle and Greg Pickersgill. This loose group was named in a
semi-spoof ad in Fouler #3 (October 1970) and remained variously
active into the 1980s.
Ramino (Italian for kettle): Leroy Kettle.
Roo: John Brosnan, again referencing his Australian origin.
Shrews: Graham and Pat Charnock. Pat’s fanzine of the Ratfandom
era was Wrinkled Shrew.
Simone: Simone Walsh.
Sitarboy: Thom Penman, because (wait for it) he had a sitar.
Smiff: Ritchie Smith.
Weston: Peter Weston.
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Fantasia 1989
A Fantasy in 6 Parts

1

“Good Morning. This is METROPOLIS VIDEO on CHANNEL 12. It’s
8:30 a.m. Saturday the 12th July, 1989. Time to wake up and get out of
bed!!!

“So go-go-go on your Video
“Metropolis sounds for you.”
(Fanfare)
“Time now for the Mad Mel Breakfast Programme.”
The triumphant theme rings out of the simulated wood and chrome

set as your dreams run off and hide. Outside the last early morning mists
filter away off the Kent countryside. You sit up.

“Good Morning there Nation. This is the Mad Mel Breakfast
Programme on Metropolis Video. We’re gonna swing you right through
till ten o’clock so let’s go with the show. This is the Apostles’ new sound
No. 15 on the Tornado Twenty...”

Good gap and stretch followed by a rubbing of eyes and a good
scratch all over. Feeling better for it – consult the wardrobe list. Press the
button by your bedside and a list of clothes rolls up in the little window
beside it.

“Tonight Girl – Tonight, Girl
“We’re gonna have a good time
“Tonight Girl – Tonight, Girl
“Everything will be fine....”
Metalflake Shirt, Tight Jeans and Sandals.
“Yeah that’s the Apostles.” “You can drive like a lord

“You’re ahead in a Ford.
“Ford has the go all the way.”

“TRY NEW SUPER-ZEPHYR 500 cu. in. V-8 POWER!!!
“You can go, go away like a lord
“Yeah if you wanna drive get a Ford.
“You’re ahead in a Ford,
“DOWN YOUR FORD DEALERS – NOW        FORD HAS A
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BETTER IDEA”
“Balls.”
“Yeah this is the Mad Mel Breakfast Programme on Metropolis

Video. And now for all you people in Greater London and Kent on this
July Bank Holiday here’s a summary of what goes on:

“Today at Biggin Hill Dragway there’s to be a special 2 out of 3
match bash between Ronnie Dale in the Rob Walker Inc. Special and Dave
Arnold in the Chevy powered Sonica dragster – that’s at Biggin Hill
Dragway.

“At Brands Hatch there’s Formula 1 racing, featuring Christian
Kornfield among others, and at Borough Green there’s midget racing. Up
there in the north of London, in Harringay there’s stock car racing and out
of town there’s Drag Racing at Surf City in Cornwall and Santa-Pod,
Bedfordshire also Saloon Car Racing way up there in Edinburgh. And
that’s what’s on today people.

“Go-Go-Go
“Metropolis Viddy-O-O-Oh!”
With a crash in comes the next record – switch it off put your keys in

your pocket and walk downstairs to the Garage and Drive-in for breakfast.
All 108 flights of them – morning exercise. The door at the restaurant

opens for you. It’s on there too.
“...and that’s why you know you go better by Jaguar
“Jaguar-Jaguar
“Take a look at your nearest Jaguar dealer – he’ll lay it on your

mind.”
“Okay. This is the Mad Mel Breakfast Programme on Metropolis.

Time now for the latest news.”
“Metropolis brings you newoooozzze.
“DATELINE SATURDAY, 12/7/89
“BERLIN – REGIONAL GOVERNMENT OF BERLIN IS

REPORTED TO HAVE BEEN OVERTHROWN BY EUROPEAN
ANARCHIST FRONT. THIS MEANS THAT ALL AUTHORITARIAN
REGIONAL GOVERNMENTS HAVE NOW BEEN OVERTHROWN IN
THE WESTERN WORLD.

“CAIRO – INTERNATIONAL RELIEF HAS RELEASED
FIGURES SHOWING THAT THERE ARE NOW 250,000,000
REFUGEES A DAY POURING INTO THE FREE WEST. THE
MAJORITY OF THESE COME FROM THE WARRING
NATIONALISTIC AFRICAN STATES.

“LUNAR CITY – THE WESTERN WORLD’S LARGEST EVER
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SPACECRAFT BEGAN HER MAIDEN EXPLORATORY VOYAGE
TO MARS LAST NIGHT. SHE HAS A COMPLEMENT OF 150
SCIENTISTS AND ARCHAEOLOGISTS AND IS THE FIRST SPACE
PROJECT TO CARRY MORE THAN 70 WOMEN.

“LIVERPOOL – A LIVERPOOL GIRL IS REPORTED TO HAVE
GIVEN BIRTH TO SEXTUPLETS THIS MORNING. THE LIVERPOOL
WEST MASS MATERNITY CENTER HAS ISSUED A BULLETIN TO
THE EFFECT THAT 19 YEAR OLD MOTHER AND SIX
DAUGHTERS ARE ALL DOING WELL.

“NEW YORK – AN ARCHITECT HAS PUT FORWARD PLANS
FOR THE FINAL REMEDY TO NEW YORK CITY’S SEWERAGE
PROBLEMS. IT WILL COST 480,000,000,000 WESTERN DOLLARS
AND INVOLVE RAISING THE ENTIRE CITY UP ON STILTS. NEW
YORK REGIONAL GOVERNMENT SAYS IT’S LOOKING AT THE
PLANS.

“AND THAT WAS THE NEWS ON METROPOLIS – Metropolis
shines for you.”

2

A vision of loveliness comes walking across the restaurant. Dial 092 for
Vita flakes, milk and sugar.

“Good morning, Kath darlin’.”
She sits.
“Morning.”
Spoon appears through slot on the side of your plate.
“What’s wrong now? The one way glass in the bathroom the wrong

way round?”
She dials 547 for synthetic egg and edi-rubber.
“Don’t be funny.”
Knife and fork appears likewise.
“Sorry I spoke.”
“Why didn’t you come around last night? I was in.”
“W-e-l-l.”
Automatically sugar-free sauce materializes on the side of her plate.
“Yes?”
“There are 250,000,000 refugees a day pouring into Cairo

reception....”
“And, of course in your important position as Press Officer to
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International Relief your love life must come second.”
“Well how else do you think they’d got those figures? Don’t worry

we’ll go to the Drags today and by tonight I’ll have made it up to you.”

3

There’s a little speaker underneath the dash that comes on when you
switch the ignition on.

“THIS IS TRAFFIC PATROL! TAL 444Y! THIS IS TRAFFIC
PATROL! TAL 444Y! WE ARE OBLIGED TO INFORM YOU THAT
YOU TRAVEL AT YOUR PRESENT SPEED AT YOUR OWN RISK!
YOU TRAVEL AT 120 m.p.h. AT YOUR OWN RISK!”

“That’s right, brother, every man for himself and just look at that Jag.
on the rear view screen – that’s one of the D.O.H.C. jobs, isn’t it?”

“How would I know?” she says, checking her belt nervously. “You
oughtn’t to drive so fast. 95 is quite good enough.”

“He must be on his risk as well – O.K., brother, start prayin’.”
The Double Overhead Cam Jaguar 531 cu. in. comes alongside

matching your Pontiac Panther’s 120 m.p.h. and without the driver taking
his eyes off the road, holds the position for a mile or so then takes off
ahead at 128. You lay the Pontiac’s 524 cu. in. down and depart after him
in a cloud of rubber smoke. Cars travelling under the 95 m.p.h. limit try to
get out of the way of both cars –

130 m.p.h.
– The Jag is smoking like a fueler but at the stick of the reserve tank

you become a real one as the injectors start gulping Nitro-Methanol.
140 m.p.h.
– With a final burst of speed and a cloud of smoke you leave the Jag.

behind. He raises his hand as a gesture of “you win” and you flash your
rear lights in acknowledgement.

It’s good you have the job you do. That guy probably just spent a
third of his week’s pay in fuel. But if he’s a real noble he won’t mind.

4

The strip’s tannoy system is lost in the ear-shattering roar of two 548 cu.
in. dragsters staging into the 1 foot trap lines. As their front wheels
become level with each other the “staged” lights glow on the Xmas tree.
Mechanics from both machines’ push vehicles douse the dragsters’ 20"
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slicks both with as little as 10 p.s.i, of air in them. The big slicks shine and
glisten in the morning sun as the chief starter, resplendent in Red Indian
war dress, raises his hand to the timing tower as a signal to let the Xmas
tree countdown –

– First Amber – Hands tighten on manual shifters. Mechanics climb
back into push vehicles – one pilot adjusts his facemask. The crowd quiets.
The tannoy ceases –

– Second Amber – The pitch of the blown injected engines – steel
reinforced blower drive belts whiz round reflecting the sun. Pilots watch
the oil pressure gauges climb. Mechanic is hunched over push vehicle’s
wheels – Dead silence from the crowd – they wouldn’t be able to hear each
other now anyhow –

GREEN!! With a roar that seems to make the whole ground jump up
and down – with two columns of smoke reaching up into the sky – slicks
distorted into giant ovals – front wheels jumping a foot off the ground
200" in front of the engine – all this in the first disjointed tenth of a second
– with a roar and a flash the two smoking giants are gone from the start
line – the green light goes out and the push vehicles are off after their
charges.

“4 SECONDS!!!
“DAVE ARNOLD!!!
“4 SECONDS!!!
“DAVE ARNOLD IN THE SONICA DRAGSTER IS THE FIRST

MAN INTO THE 4-SECOND BRACKET!! A 4-SECOND
QUARTERMILE!!! THE CHEVY POWERED SONICA!! 4-
SECONDS!!”

“EXACT TIMES – SONICA – AN E.T. OF 4 – I SAID 4.75
SECONDS 309 MILES PER HOUR – ROB WALKER SPECIAL 5.072
SECONDS 302 MILES PER HOUR!!! 4.15!!! OH, DAVE ARNOLD, I
LOVE YA, LOVE YA!! DID YOU SEE HIM NAIL IT TO THE
WOOD??? 4.75!! YE GODS!! 4.75....”

5

Driving from the strip to the Discotheque, the video on:
“You’re ahead in a Ford.
“DOWN YOUR FORD DEALERS NOW.
“FORD HAS A BETTER IDEA.”
“Yeah this is the Ray Gray disaster on Metropolis Video. Time now
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for the latest national and international news.
“Metropolis NEWS NEWS NEWS!!!
“DATELINE SATURDAY 12/7/89
“BERLIN – WHERE THE NEW REGIONAL GOVERNMENT

HAS BEEN INSTALLED SINCE 12 NOON AND HAS ALREADY
RELEASED MORE THAN 20 PEOPLE FROM PRISON
WRONGFULLY CONVICTED FOR NON-EXISTENT CRIMES. THE
NEW REGIONAL GOVERNMENT IS HEADED BY ONE TIME
CUSTOMIZER VERNE MINSTROP WHO IS OF SWEDISH ORIGIN.
THE QUESTION NOW IS WHETHER THE MAIN BERLIN ROAD,
WHICH IS IN THE WORLD PEOPLE REPUBLIC’S TERRITORY,
WILL BE LEFT OPEN. IF NOT THEN THERE WILL BE A MILLION
DOLLAR CONTRACT TO BE AWARDED FOR THE AIRLIFT
NECESSARY TO BRING IN FOOD TO THE CITY.

“LUNAR CITY – WHERE SPACE LIMITED THE WORLD’S
LARGEST EVER SPACESHIP IS REPORTED TO BE PROCEEDING
WELL ON HER MAIDEN VOYAGE TO MARS. THE SHIP IS THE
FIRST EVER TO CARRY MORE THAN 70 WOMEN.

“LIVERPOOL – MISS ANNE RODGERS MOTHER OF
SEXTUPLETS HAS SAID SHE FEELS ‘FINE’ AND HOPES TO BE UP
‘IN A WEEK OR SO’. ANNE WHO IS 19 GAVE BIRTH TO SIX BABY
DAUGHTERS AT 7 ’O CLOCK THIS MORNING ALL ARE WELL
AND LIVERPOOL WEST MATERNITY CENTER SAYS THE BABIES
WERE NOT PREMATURE, AS EARLIER REPORTED.

“BIGGIN HILL, LONDON –: DAVE ARNOLD IN THE
CHEVROLET POWERED ‘SONICA’ DRAGSTER BECAME THE
FIRST MAN EVER TO COVER A QUARTER MILE IN UNDER 5
SECONDS, TODAY. HE TURNED AN ELAPSED TIME OF 4.75
SECONDS WITH A TERMINAL SPEED OF 309 MILES PER HOUR.

“AND THAT WAS THE NEWS ON METROPOLIS. – Metropolis
shines for you.”

6

Let’s go Baby
Where the action is
Where the action is

Action Discotheque – Regent
Street

“It’d be alright but you never
pay attention to me.”
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Put on your wig
An’ your high heel sneakers
An’ your new red dress
I want you to look your best
So let’s go, baby
Where the action is
Where the action is

Sheet of blonde hair twisting
like liquid light

“Are you listening?”
They’re doing the pony
The Bony-Maroni
They’re doing the jerk
Y’ wanna see them work

White pullovered breasts
leaping forward

So let’s go baby
Where the action is
Where the action is

“John, please listen.”
Nimble feet accelerate a blur.

“Hmm? I am listening.”
“What did I say then?”
“That I never listened to you.”
“WHA – ...?”
“Not only was I listening but I was appreciating.”
“What?”
“You.”

1989
LOVE
1989

PEACE
1989

WORLD
1989

WE/US/YOU

Zine #2 (Autumn 1970) ed. John N. Hall
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Zine #2 cover art by Derek Goulding and Bill Bellenes.

23



Letter to Fouler
A VERY STRANGE THING HAS HAPPENED.

It happened one Saturday lunchtime as I was having breakfast. The
Pony Express dropped this piece of dupered paper through my door. On
examination it proved to be a thing called Fouler Two. Thus giving the
impression that there had been a Fouler One at some time.

The existence of this pamphlet was previously unknown to me and
my fellow clique-y fandom-compatriots. I read this bog-roll and found
many things to comment on – but it was still only 1 o’clock, I wasn’t even
dressed. So, hastily washing up, dressing impeccably, and stuffing some
suitably violent music on the hifi I poured a vicious slug of coke and began
to write this to them.

“Them?” I hear you ask. “Leroy Kettle and Greg Pickersgill,” I reply.
Yes, that’s right. Greg Pickersgill – reputedly the most disliked person in
fandom. Even more hated than Brunner, or Rog Peyton, or Graham Hall
because he wants to be. Anyway, back to shit-paper – Fouler Two that is.
Its poetry/prose was alternately good and bad, but the main things were the
attacks on fandom, the BSFA, and fanzines.

“A fart in the collective face of fandom,” he says. How right he is.
How right he is about it all.

Yes, my friends, the dire, sad, truth is that fandom is everything he
says it is. But we like it this way, don’t we? We know we have many
failings, but why should we be doing anything about them – it’s all so
boring. So if he doesn’t like it why doesn’t he fuck off?

Nevertheless, I’m sending him four brilliant poems, free and gratis,
which if used judiciously will last him four issues should the miserable shit
wiper last that long. He could of course reject them, though, couldn’t he?

Yes. Louder. YES. Louder.  Y E S!!
That’s better. And do you know, darlings, in a way I wish he would –

it would lend more power to my elbow after all, wouldn’t it?
Yes. Louder!  Y E S!!
The tragedy is he’ll take all this seriously, poor sod, and feel even

more unloved than he already is. John Brunner, Graham Hall, Rog Peyton
– there’s hope for you yet.

Fouler #3 (October 1970) ed. Leroy Kettle
and Greg Pickersgill
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Greg Pickersgill’s editorial response in the letter column was on
the whole approving – “It’s only in fandom I could hope to read
such an inspired piece of prose as that. One of the few benefits of
being a fan.” – but went on to say he’d rejected the poems as
being crap. Nevertheless a John N. Hall poem (“A Funny Thing
Happened” in “Some Poems” below) appeared in the same
issue, and another in the next. There had indeed been no issue
#1. [Ed.]

25



Do You Believe in Magic

Popular music today: a personal view.

Do you believe in magic
In a young girl’s heart
How the music can free her
Whenever it starts

Days of Future Passed
I was shaken out of my complacency music-wise in 1967. Until then

there was nothing to do but go down the Disco’s and groove to sound laid
down by the early Ska Artistes like Prince Buster & Roland Alphonso,
Soul and Tamla Motown, notably that of Otis Redding, Sam & Dave and
Junior Walker. In these days the Stones, Beatles, Who and others were
appreciated but created no lasting impression, or at least not as lasting an
impression as hits of five or eight years earlier, noted for their utter
banality but likability.

The thing that did it was an LP by the Moody Blues called Days of
Future Passed. The Moody Blues never have amounted to much and
certainly didn’t then but it did weld some light classical themes up with
commercialized Pop. The orchestral sections were handled by Peter Knight
with the London Symphony Orchestra and were impressive by their
simplicity yet sophistication. The opening overture and first two tracks
were beautifully and professionally handled, as were the tracks “Sunset”,
“Twilight Time” and “Nights in White Satin”. Though the group created
little startling on the LP the total effect and impression was beautiful.
Their LP was a landmark both for me personally and for British Pop. It
was a fusion of classical music and pop, drawing on established precedents
in both fields.

However, the “progressives” then were divided into three fields.
Those in the enclaves of Mayall, Clapton and Heckstall-Smith and from
whom all mercies did flow, or for their devotees at any rate, who to the
day abound in numbers out of all proportion to their musical ability. The
second camp was that of the disciples of Dylan. Though their revered
leader was and is undoubtedly one of the giants of Contemporary music
the hideous antics of his followers were nothing short of disgusting. More
than one young hopeful was ruined because he was influenced by Dylan
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and therefore called an “imitator” by the snobbish fraternity who are
devoted to the “real thing”. The third group were devoted to the Rolling
Stones and Beatles. The Stones at that time were turning out absolute shit-
cake LPs, the Beatles only productive in fits and bursts until the release of
Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band in late ’67 which I’ll deal with
later. So you see why Days of Future Passed went by almost unnoticed. It
was probably about two years ahead of its time, for it wasn’t until 1969
when I and everybody else had heard better music in all fields than that
represented on Days of Future Passed and “progressive” was really on the
way, that anything like it in concept appeared again.

It was the Moody Blues again, this time apparently under their own
musical direction, who produced this fusion of Classical and Pop, this time
with a harder Rock element on the LP On the Threshold of a Dream. This
LP “hung together” and ran as one piece from start to finish. Not one track
on it could be criticized and the finale (“Have You Heard Pt 1”, “The
Voyage”, “Have You Heard Pt 2”) can only be described as brilliant both
in concept and musical accomplishment as well as the finished production
and overall effect.

British “Pop” then had entered upon a really creative phase. Not just
because of the new talent that was emerging on the wave of so-called
“progressive” but also because someone had seen the link between “Pop”
and other fields of music. More was on the way. But during all this time in
the USA....

Sittin’ on the Dock of the Bay
Pop was dominated by Tamla Motown and Soul. It’s regrettable now

in the 1970s that most of the people who think they know about music
ridicule these fields. They were then and still are excellent styles of music,
and as I’ve said, until 1967 and “Let’s Go to Flowercisco Time” they ran
the US and much of the British charts despite the efforts of British Groups,
good as they were. Tamla Motown in 1964 was selling something in the
region of fifteen million records. With groups like The Supremes, The
Vandellas, The Miracles etc. ad nauseam all of whom, in those days, were
stereotyped vocal groups singing stereotyped songs, but good songs
withal, fabulous for dancing to. The big songwriters were Holland-Dozier-
Holland and Smokey Robinson and a wild pusher called Berry Gordy ran
the whole show, making something in the order of eighty thousand bucks a
year. Tamla Motown’s main rival, Atlantic, was far more individual in
outlook, turning out music with its roots way back in the old negro bands
of the 30s and early 40s. Their stars were truly talented. Eddie Floyd,
Wilson Pickett, Carla Thomas, Sam Cooke, Sam and Dave, and most of all
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Aretha Franklin and Otis Redding. Atlantic bought up labels like Stax and
Volt, spread its above-mentioned cast through them and brought more
conventional groups into the principal label. The basic rhythm on all the
records were supplied by Booker T. Jones and Steve Cropper of Booker T.
and the MGs, and two augmented bands the Mar-Keys and the Bar-Kays.

Otis Redding was the best of the bunch, with an emotive quality in his
singing found rarely in Pop and certainly by no-one else in his field. He
made great records like Mr Pitiful, Fa-Fa-Fa-Fa-Fa (Sad Song), I’ve Been
Loving You Too Long and Sweet Lorene. But his best ever was cut just
before his death in an air crash in 1966. Called Sittin’ on the Dock of the
Bay, it was the only really progressive sound outside of Bob Dylan or Jim
Webb on the whole American scene, and certainly the most accomplished
record released by the Atlantic set-up before or since. Atlantic has never
gone broke or even looked like being in trouble – not so Tamla Motown.

Tamla Motown’s most advanced group were, and are, The
Temptations. They made the only progressive noise in the scene with
records like Cloud Nine and I Can’t Get Next To You. Other groups like
Smokey Robinson and the Miracles and Gladys Knight and the Pips had
the potential but never realized it because of a fatal decision somewhere
along the line by Berry Gordy to bung the lot in “schmutz” presented
mainly by the once dynamic Stevie Wonder, Diana Ross and the Four
Tops. Sales of Tamla Motown plummeted disastrously, and the company
was forced to re-release oldies from their Golden Days of 64 thru 66 and
what must be the final blow came early in 1970 when the songwriting
team of Holland-Dozier-Holland left the company and formed their own
company – Invictus – and churned out monster hits like Band of Gold.

Basically, through the years 64 to 66 Tamla Motown and Atlantic
contributed a lot in the way of arrangement and technique that influenced
groups like Chicago, Blood Sweat and Tears and even the latter day
Beatles. Regrettably neither company has equalled that period.

Fugue
Rehashing of classical themes in Pop has, of course, been going on

for years, not all of it entirely bad and by no means any of it being
particularly excellent either. With the advent of “Flowercisco” people
started actually listening to classical music (like Vaughan Williams,
Thomas Tallis, Holst’s Planets and masses of Bach) and this unexpected
development led everyone to turn out “heavy” neo-classical rubbish. The
majority of this appeared in 1968 in the USA and the only halfway decent
efforts came from the Electric Prunes (Mass in F Minor and Kol Nidre)
and if these were progressive so was Tiny Tim!
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Even now, though it is possible to detect classical influence in a lot of
groups’ work. The most influential composers are probably Bach, Erik
Satie, Honegger and Bernstein. The Nice, a truly excellent British group,
have produced very accomplished renderings of classical “pops” like the
Intermezzo for Karelia Suite by Sibelius as well as their own opuses which
follow traditional classical layout with strong influence from Prokofiev
and Tchaikovsky as well as the accepted Rock and Jazz themes.

The influence of classical themes is evident as far afield as the work
of guitarist John Fahey whose Downfall of the Adelphi Rolling Grist Mill
has very strong Honegger overtones. Of course, there is no evidence to say
that Fahey has even listened to Honegger but there are quite a few
comparisons to be drawn between Downfall of the Adelphi Rolling Grist
Mill and Pacific 231, and the influence could well be indirect.

One could argue that by the same token anyone could be influenced
by classical themes. The difference is in noting the whole build up of the
composition and not the similarities between a few bars of both
composers.

And all the foregoing is worth bearing in mind.

I’m a Man
Who then, bearing the influences of early classic/pop melanges,

Tamla Motown and Soul and Classical composers in mind, are the premier
groups in the contemporary music scene?

The Nice:
Are probably at the peak of their career. It’s difficult to believe they

will equal again the brilliant and incredible Five Bridges LP. They started
with a bad album called The Thoughts Of Emerlist Davjack way back,
progressed through the good but badly recorded Ars Longa Vita Brevis and
Nice to Five Bridges. Add to this a series of highly successful concerts,
both here and in America, and you have a magnificent achievement. The
three members of the Nice, Keith Emerson, Lee Jackson and Brian
Davidson are probably the most accomplished musicians on the whole
British scene, Mayall, Clapton, McCartney, Kirkpatrick and Most
notwithstanding. And if that seems a little sweeping, one could argue that
there’s no comparison – and they’d be right.

Cream:
Yeah, they were good live – that’s all there is to be said. On record

they failed to impress – only one hit single of any note. No, not Cream.
Regrettably the rest are all American – we have come a full circle.
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Moby Grape:
Are an astonishing group with strong Jazz/Classic influence and

because of their wonderful live concerts, one of which I was fortunate
enough to see, are on a par with:

Blood, Sweat and Tears of which one can’t rave about too much. Their
best LP was their first. It contained a subtle blend of Jazz and Pop
intermingled with classical influences. Their succeeding LPs have never
quite come up to the standard but are still good.

Chicago:
Are by far the best American group in existence. From the stable of

BS&T but with very hard rock tendencies. A terrific blend – the ultimate
along the evolutionary chain shown to start with Days of Future Passed.

But there’s a missing link.

Round and Around
The slow motion shots in the film of Woodstock of Pete Townshend

leaping into the air, would be a fitting visual opening to this section. It
would represent the opening of the door to the room containing the fourth
big influence in Modern Music. I’ve left them to last to make a point.

Up until now all I have discussed are either dead or dying, or moving
ever onwards into “progressive” music. Some of these we are about to
discuss call themselves “progressive” but in fact are retrogressive. They
play “Rock”.

Rock has been with us in one form or another since 1954 and possibly
earlier. In Britain the Golden Age, for British Artists at least, was 1963-67.
The Who, The Stones, The Beatles (natch), The Move, The Kinks, The
Pretty Things, The Troggs and more latterly, Ten Years After and Free.

All these groups have made, and still make, excellent music
influential on all other fields, even Modern Ballet and Stage Shows. But,
God Almighty, they’re either stuck in the same groove turning out
repetitious noises or, Hairy Styluses, they’re going backwards!! The Move,
in particular, have gone back to using riffs prevalent circa 1960 (USA).
The Dave Edmunds Rockpile sound is pure unadulterated 1959 Eddie
Cochran brand. The Stones seem to have given up altogether, meanwhile
and even the Who include Summertime Blues and Rave On in their
repertoire. This is not progressive. If I want to hear late 50s – early 60s
rock I’ll dig out Chuck Berry, Buddy Holly or Eddie Cochran – not some
1970 renaissance rock I don’t know. I writhe when I hear some proverbial
idiot in some proverbial idiotic paper such as Melody Maker call the new
Move single “progressive”. Ye Gods and Little Fishes!! Good, very, but
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NOT “progressive”.
Dear God, protect us from a return to Jerry Lee Lewis type rock of

even earlier date! I want to hear something new.

Do You Believe – Like I Believe
In conclusion, then, let’s sum up the situation. “Progressive” music is

that which has evolved through Classical and Jazz influences to that
represented by the Nice and Chicago. “Rock” is “Rock” and ne’er the
twain shall meet, especially if the trend of reversal continues.

In closing I must mention Pink Floyd. Floyd are in a class of their
own. I can’t say I like it but I am appreciative of the great deal of talent
that goes into their music. A pity, I suppose, there aren’t more groups like
them otherwise I can’t see their musical ends being furthered.

As for Frank Zappa, Nik Cohn said all there was to be said in his
excellent book Awopbopaloobop Alopbamboom – “...cutting a track called
The Return of the Son of Monster Magnet he went into the studio with a
small army of auxiliaries and the whole lot of them banged, strummed,
pounded, and thrashed any musical instrument they could lay their hands
on, the total effect was not unlike a small army of auxiliaries banging,
strumming, pounding, and thrashing any musical instrument they could lay
their hands on.”

Yea verily.
The next field to pass onto would be that represented by Country and

Western, Folk and that mysterious enigma “Folk-Rock”.
But that’s another story.

Black Knight #2 (July 1971) ed. Phil
Spencer
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Coming Together
You are reading this courtesy of a number of cataclysmic, mind boggling,
insane events running and following hot on the heels of each other
throughout the late lamented summer of ’71. Back before this there was
only Kettle & Brosnan here in the metropolis living mercifully ignorant of
the other’s existence. In the cold, cold days of ’70, I looked up Kettle one
night after work, more for a laugh as anything else. The front door of the
now famous stronghold of Cranley Gardens was, by amazing chance, open
and I scanned the long lines of bell-pushes for indication of the King’s
habitation. After 15 minutes detailed scrutiny, I found one labelled, in an
appalling hand, “KETTLE”. Heart racing, I depressed the mould encrusted
button and waited.

I became aware of a distant rumbling, but dismissed it as a tube train
or something. I idly wondered if I would recognize the lad when I saw
him. A long summer had passed since our last meeting at the London con.
Did he really possess Superman’s chin, or was it my overactive
imagination? The rumbling by this time had resolved itself into a heavy
rhythmic thudding which got louder with each passing second. I turned
and glanced out the door for signs of the pile-driver I thought responsible.
Seeing no such contrivance hammering at the sidewalk, it dawned on me
that the racket was in fact caused by two size 15 boots clomping
downstairs, spurred on relentlessly by one Leroy Richard Arthur Kettle. As
proof of this theory there was one last ear-splitting thud and there, blonde
and beautiful, was Kettle. His eyes performed an eclipse of his spectacle
frames, his two-piece jaw dropped and he burst forth in Midland voice,
“Fuck me!!! – Hall!!!”

If memory serves me well, we stumbled over the aboriginal Brosnan
at a Globe night. I know I saw him there at least once prior to the
Worcester con, for haranguing him for being an Australian I attempted to
pour Coke into his top pocket. I was probably dissuaded from further
offensive action only by the thought of the Abo heavies he may have had
hidden about the place for his protection. Dismissing him as merely an
Australian, our contact was, at first, somewhat strained, at times non-
existent. His appalling tastes in films, books and music were but proof of
the opinions I had always had of Antipodeans since my Uncle Jack from
Melbourne mortified me with his opinions of English girls.

Prolonged contact with him only came after I, as the result of various
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pressures, moved to the metropolis from the rural climes of Kent and took
up residence in a hovel hard by Kettle’s lair, within the dark tower of
Cranley Gardens. By now summer was burning down on us and peace fell
on the city, interrupted only by issues of Fouler descending on us from the
Welsh Wastes. And it was from there that our next set of trials came
thundering on its diesel hauled path. The news of Pickersgill’s intended
habitation of the same city was regarded with a great deal of foreboding by
all. Brosnan could be espied at dead of night hauling out every knife or
sharp implement for miles around, and depositing them in a large chasm
he’d dug, in the middle of Hyde Park. Pickersgill’s homicidal tendencies
were known the wide world o’er, and our Australian globetrotter was
taking no chance. So it was we three stood in a small clump, one sunny
Saturday, at the head of a Paddington platform, watching hundreds of
peasants disembark from the metal caterpillar, scanning their ranks for a
glimpse of a small squat figure waddling amongst them, laden down with
luggage. But the throng of provincials dwindled to a line and then to a
mere trickle of humanity and finally to nothing. Pickersgill wasn’t on the
train! Just as I was about to launch into a small dance of joy, the others
realized we were facing in the wrong direction for at that moment the furry
miscreant emerged from the station bar. “Shit, I needed that drink.” He
said, his smile a mass of teeth.

I’m told that some BNF, probably Gray Boak, once said that more
fans equals less activity. Well, though I hate to give an idiot of Boak’s
calibre any credit he seems to have been correct. Even though a duper was
hauled from darkest Kent at great expense and effort, little has been done...
some would say nothing has been achieved.

And in the vile smelling slum that Pickersgill and Brosnan inhabit
(which is either in the good end of Shepherds Bush, the wrong end of
Holland Park, or the worst area of Hammersmith), on the last day of
summer, the sun’s orange rays penetrate the murk to reveal myself and
Pickersgill sitting, waiting for something to transpire.

And that same day, Kettle and Brosnan, the latter leaving a trail of
vomit the length of the M1, are pondering their lot. We should all ponder
our lots. Pickersgill slows his wrist movements and loosens his grip to
reflect with his customary Welsh sigh that his capers with the British
museum are at best superfluous and at worst contemptuous. Brosnan ought
to be happy with his commissioned book and his expense account job in
musty old Chancery Lane, interrupted only by female Chinese evangelists
and tonsillitis. But no, he has to go and lick virginal cunts in Herne Hill
and get several Fouler clichés attached to himself because of it.
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Kettle ponders his lot so often in public it would be mere repetition to
say ought else. And here I sit, feverishly typing, on a chill October eve,
pondering my lot of writing threatening letters for a living, getting pissed
off with female teeny-boppers and wondering what Kettle will say about
what I’ve written about him.

Sometimes I wonder if writing articles for fanzines is worth risking
Kettle’s wrath. If I sit and worry about it long enough I’ll tear all this effort
up. Only one thing to do. Lock the door.

Good God!! Just listen to those 7 league boots coming up the stairs.
LRAK. Open pad bay door, Hall. Open pad bay door. Hello, Hall.

Open pad bay door Hall. Hello, Hall! Do you read me?
JNH. Affirmative, Roy, I read you.
LRAK. Open pad bay door, Hall.
JNH. I’m sorry, Roy, but I can’t allow you to jeopardize this mission

any longer.
LRAK. What do you mean, Hall?
JNH. I know you and Brosnan were planning to disconnect me.
LRAK. Where the hell did you get that idea, Hall?
JNH. Although you took very thorough precautions against my

overhearing you and Brosnan in the Globe, I could see your lips move.
LRAK. Alright, Hall, I’ll come in through the window.
JNH. Without your grappling irons Roy, aren’t you going to find that

a little difficult?
LRAK. Hall, I won’t argue with you anymore! Open pad bay door.
JNH. I’m sorry Roy, this conversation can no longer serve any useful

purpose. Goodbye.
LRAK. Hall.... Hall, come in. Hall....

Paranoid #1 (April 1972) ed. Ian Maule
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True Confessions
Oh, you may think all that semi-hilarious shit about Kettle was a joke. But
behind every good jest there lies some truth. And for those of you who
thought that the Great Debate was the Common Market or something
equally unimportant, prepare to have that truth revealed.

For in the dank vile smelling depths of Elsham Road you can see the
parliamentary light glowing softly under the half destroyed door and hear
voices raised in tortuous screams. Myself and Welsh wanker screaming.

“There’s no balls in it!” And the Wolverhampton Wanderer retorting
with a shrill “What’s that mean?”

“Stop shouting,” puts in the anaemic Roo, exhibiting putrefied tonsils.
“It means it should be on the same lines as the ‘Dreamer Diary’.” I

hurl the remark at Kettle who puts on his best Justice Of The Peace face,
thus giving the total impression of a large overfed vulture, perched
menacingly as he is on the sink. I know what his next comment will be,
sure as I’m born (and even that’s disputed).

The Diary, for the benefit of Boak, Weston and other fools who know
absolutely nothing, was to be the basis of my next pitiful attempt at a
fanzine, to have been titled Motorway Dreamer and would have chronicled
my activities month by month. The idea was shamelessly pirated by
Ramino King after he had effectively vetoed my efforts. This he denies
and in all truth it must be admitted that Gilbert’s Diary has very little to do
with Dreamer’s Diary. The latter was written without the use of a fictional
fan, though some would dispute that as well, never having really believed I
existed. And at the end of each day I would write up the day’s events, a bit
of a drag but a task I dutifully performed for the first two weeks of
September, woman, drink and more woman notwithstanding. This was too
much for King Rat who objected principally that he didn’t want details of
his intimate life or whatever revealed to the world. How would I like it he
asks if I wrote all about my much vaunted romances?

Nonetheless, for you and for Random Fandom I herewith reprint
extracts from the original Dreamer’s Diary. The period is early September.

...even the taxi driver was jewish and the only explanation I can give
for my generosity to him is that I was stoned out of my mind, as was Kettle
already returned with an uninterested Janet. We roll out to get some
Kentucky Fried Chicken. I remember very little of this expedition, bar
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laughing at Brosnan and Pat as we pass on the Brompton Road and
reciting Shakespeare and William Blake to 3 a.m. skies.

SEP 5 Sleep right up ’till afternoon, when I’m awoken by Pickersgill
and Brosnan hammering on the door. I let them go away again before
rising and cooking spaghetti for breakfast, by which time they return,
cursing heartily. Kettle, Janet and Pat have been eating over at John
Wheeldons and they arrive and disappear again to Pat’s new found pad in
Herne Hill. Kettle returns later and we fuck around with duplicator, which
is still in my room. Having ascertained its basic functions all four of us
disappear to movies. Confusion results in Pickersgill, Kettle and myself
sitting in a pub in the wrong end of Euston, where we witness argument
that results in real western style chair throwing session at unfortunates
behind bar, breaking glasses and mirrors. When finally we arrive back
from the movies, I and Kettle have annoying scene, all down to his
stupidity. Net result is no more milk to be purchased for him by me as of
this date.

SEP 6 Famous last fucking words. The thing that annoys me about
Kettle is that 18 hours later, he can re-emerge as jovial as fucking Santa
Claus and imagine all is forgotten and when it obviously isn’t, he attempts
to rationalize the whole thing, try to get me to acknowledge my wrong
doing. Fuck him and shit-on-me for letting him get the better of me. If
Pickersgill doesn’t kill him I will. Holdstock appears and later we finally
remove duper to Elsham Road. Half of Warwick University have
descended on Kettle and he entertains them. Holdstock has some strange
notion that I and Jean are holding a social evening for everyone’s benefit
tomorrow. I was under the impression that I was merely buying the
fabulous bird a drink. Holdstock’s childish naivety to the fore once more.
Oh, how I hate them all, lousy fuckers!!!

We roll on a few days at this point, passing over my fits of chronic
depression, receipt of Roberts’s Egg, Luis White’s return from Europe,
Pickersgill’s tastes in women and far too many mentions of a certain long
streak of piss, merely because they are too boring to repeat here, not
because of censorship.

...having arrived from the depths of Pembs. Listen to sounds and
attempt to get drunk. Later, went down Kensington. Boring, boring. God
only knows where Kettle had been when I found him leaping out of Steve
Woolf’s mini. Pleading with me not to go into his room, it would appear he
had, once again, strange ideas about fucking Janet. 2½ years and he still
hasn’t made it with her. The eternal optimist. Eternal drunk as well.

SEP 12 By the time I got up I was a mass of aches. had awoken at 3
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a.m., sweating and yelling from nightmare. Woke again at 7 to the sound
of hammering and with chronic back ache. By 1:30 p.m. half of my
circulation was out of action and I had to get up. Janet had left for the
Midlands in a huff apparently, having probably had to fight Kettle with a
stick. I wouldn’t sleep on his floor for anything if I was female. Shouldn’t
mock the afflicted however. Met Sue at 5 and we went for dinner at
YOURS FAITHFULLY. It really knocked her out. Ate too quickly though
resulting in walking the length and breadth of the Fulham Road waiting
for the pubs to open. Fabulous evening. She won’t be as easy as I thought
but I’m not worried. May just be the return of the old John Hall.

SEP 13 Kettle having read the above, is somewhat annoyed and
threatens to reveal all, regarding myself and Deidre. I’m pretty easy about
this at the time of writing. My only fears are that it will appear in one of
Boak’s cute pieces of fannish nonsense and that it will be based on
whatever he heard from Deidre that night last winter.

Boak and Weston have by now dismissed all the foregoing as pointless, so
those of you left listen unto my final pronunciation. Motorway Dreamer
will never be published. Most of the Diary will never be published. It may
sound ludicrous, but the real nub of the problem is that no one wants the
truth, and that includes myself. But surely when a group like us are
together, truth should be told. Sure, funny tales like that in Paranoid 1 are
good reading but it’s not the truth. Life’s not all roses here in the big city
as you may have guessed. All the bloody idiot things we do are good for
publication but not apparently the strife and emotion.

Oh, go away then, you’re too fucking dim to understand.

Paranoid #2 (June 1972) ed. Ian Maule
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Slaughterhouse 62
All good things and even the not so good come to an end. So it was with
Kettle, Pickersgill, Brosnan and me. Kettle was thinking of leaving back in
November ’71. Living next door to me was grating on him I guess. There
was the episode of the beans after all. Y’see there I was happily munching
on my diet of Mars Bars, Pepsi and Kentucky Fried Chicken with beans,
and Kettle was watching me and as he prophesied I didn’t finish the
relatively large – oh, alright then, fuckin’ huge – pot of baked beans.
“S’alright, little brother” says I “See how I put the lid back on and store
the remainder so that in a week or so I can heat them back up and devour
them.”

The weeks passed and sometime near Christmas King Rat was
foraging in my food cupboard.

“Have you seen your beans lately?” he shouts.
“No, leave ’em alone” I retort.
“Have you seen your beans lately?” he asks again and his face is

wreathed in teeth and cleft chins as he stuffs them under my face. “Go on,
have a look”.

Inside the pot was the most foul growth I’ve seen since Rosenblum.
The beans were now blue and seemed to have grown sets of sharp incisors.
There was this humming sound, like a chorus of Bryn Fortey’s on a flying
visit to Jack Marsh’s and I twigged that they were shrinking back into the
pot and gathering themselves for a break for freedom. I screamed a terrible
scream and deposited them forthwith in the bin. Kettle was rolling on the
floor and pounding his fists on the ground in mirth.

“It’s not funny”, I screamed.
But he didn’t stop for twenty minutes or more. And when he did it

was to announce he was moving to Hackney.
Later that night I re-entered the flat to the strains of Amazing Grace

from under the sink. I looked in the bin and the baked beans Tabernacle
Choir appeared to be having a dress rehearsal. Seizing the blue fur clad pot
I opened the window and hurled them to their doom 1200 feet below,
where a loud explosion and a cloud of evil blue gas indicated that a
capacious crater had been sunk into a neighbouring garden.

After Christmas Kettle invited us all to a large orgy to be held at his
new abode in E.8. Such faaaanish heavies as John “Tonsils” Brosnan and
Jack “Watch It” Marsh were there. I arrived late in the evening in company
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with some swingers from my place of employment.
I rushed upstairs to find Captain Kid Grog waltzing with a certain

Mrs. Marsh in a thick haze of 105 proof rum.
“Rock ’n Roll,” I screamed.
“All night boogie,” he returned.
“Outasight,” I rejoined.
“Straightahead,” he screamed.
“Alan Wilson!” I yelled.
“Great bass!” put in Kettle from somewhere.
Later I and buddies decided to quit the scene and exited through one

of the few and far between windows. Now, as anyone will tell you there
was a small fracas outside – oh, all-right, a fuckin’ great bundle involving
dustbin lids, Babycham bottles, bloodied faces and fast motorized
getaways. But so loud was the merriment from inside 74 Eleanor Road and
so chickenshit the revellers that not a soul stirred to the aid of myself and
the National Mutual men. I’ve never forgiven Kettle.

Back in Elsham Road later into 1972 an incident of unparalleled
violence and humour took place. After an inebriated evening down the
Goat in Boots we picked up some albums from my place and roared off to
blast Shepherds Bush with sound.

It was Brosnan who started it by pounding with his heels upon the
floor in order to antagonize the other residents. Then as things got more
supercharged he decided to leap up and down on the roof above us. I
added my own 3 inch heeled and platformed boots to the din and
Pickersgill in a burst of zeal implanted a foot firmly in the wall which was
only composed of a couple of layers of hardboard after all. By the time the
carpet sweeper handle had been made to knock several lumps of plaster
out of the ceiling, Brosnan was back with us and begging for the tent pole,
kept for just such an occasion. The stereo was at full thrust and Brosnan
seized the time and knocked a very large hole in the door, already a
curious shape from various previous beatings. The carnage continued for
an hour or more while terror stricken tenants cowered in their diminutive,
foetid little pads. Brosnan knocked several large holes in the door with the
tent pole and I, fatigued, left early, but the story isn’t over.

Having destroyed the door utterly, some time later that night Brosnan
started on the wall, preliminary softening having already been carried out
by the poison dwarf. The tent pole was thrust several times into the wall
before at one point it passed clean through and disappeared. Brosnan stood
nonplussed for some minutes and then he observed someone standing
without the wreckage now laughingly referred to as a door. Brosnan leaped
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through it, as a lion would a paper hoop, and discovered it was the Aussie
from next door clutching one tent pole. This was a real antipodean evening
and no mistake.

“What yer doin with that, I want that!!!” roared an indignant Brosnan,
pointing at the familiar looking tent pole that the other Bruce grasped so
firmly.

“Bloody oath, mate, yer must be off yer rocker!” the dwarf bassa
replied and dragged Brosnan forthwith into his pad to exhibit the bulging
and holed wall in there. His woman was cowering on the bed in a state of
undress and going to her, Bruce put his arms around her remarking “Jeez,
Sheila, it’s three dog night, tonight!” “Turn the noise down, yer poofdah!”
He yells to Brosnan who returns with him though the no-more portal of the
next door flat that he admits to living in only when sober, and points to
two short stubby legs terminating in damp suede boots protruding from
under an adjacent bed.

“The stereo’s his,” shouts Brosnan. “I can’t touch it. Greg, Greg,” and
shakes the human shaped skinful of rum. An eye opens and observes the
giggling Brosnan.

“He wants the stereo turned down.”
“Kill the fucker!!!!!!” slump.
But I guess it’s all over now and such days are drawing to a close.

These are my last days in Cranley Gardens and while I’ve been here I’ve
gained a new perspective, there is no doubt. No more of this sort of
enclosed fandom for me. I was cured all right.

Maya #4 (July 1972) ed. Ian Maule
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Living in the Past

The Great Wembley Rock Revival Show,
August 1972

Y’know... it was one of those shows. You drive back at night with amps
still humming in your ears, the soaring sliding notes fading into feedback
wandering between your eyes. A pity you don’t go to concerts like that as
well as coming away from them.

As it was we had just a little angst that morning, bright and early at
around 11. Well, if you were running a concert in a football stadium at
which you expected as many as 80,000 people and you’d advertised an 11
o’clock start, you’d open the gates a little before 10:50, wouldn’t you?

Now, whether it was the promoter, Ark Festivals, or the dreaded
Wembley Stadium management that was responsible for the chaos, I
presume not to judge. I had my own problems. There we were, some 4,000
maniacs, all trying to gain access through 3-foot-wide holes at once,
gradually crushing each other to death, until our buddies in blue came to
the rescue. On horses. One of them bore down on us, easing through on his
monstrous beast only to halt his progress with his horse’s arse in my face.
It was worrying for a time there, for I was clad in my finery and didn’t
fancy smelling of horse-shit, as well as talking it.

It was nearly 12:30 before we were in the stands. And when we got
there we felt a trifle bitter – we were at the opposite end of the stadium to
the stage, and the sound was lousy.

It’s difficult adequately to describe the crowd that day. Ultimately
there were only 50,000 of us, and, at a guess, up to 2,000 of this total were
Teddy Boys, in full regalia... drapes, crepe soles, duck ass hair and ear-
rings. Very hard men, average age around 28 to 30. They brought their
women; chunky birds in short flouncy skirts with lots of petticoats, or clad
in mini-skirts and leather jackets. All kinds of groups were there – Rockers
and Angels, their emblems gleaming in the morning sun, even drag racers
and other old mates, nylon racing jackets weaving through the masses of
freaks, pot-heads, and pseudo intellectuals.

But the Teds dominated, congregating right underneath the stage on
the covered football pitch.

The first notable came on after a suitable warm-up by the day’s
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session band. Joe Brown went straight into Picture of You and everyone
knew it was alright and gave him vocal support. Well, you couldn’t help it.
You know it too:

I saw you there on the crest of a hill,
An’ I took a little picture of you...

I think I must have been about twelve then. That was the great thing about
the whole show – “Christ, remember this?” Henery the Eighth had
everyone going, a good sign since it was still only minutes after our ordeal
at the gates, and Brown himself jumped up and down with his maniac grin.
He got a good noise for so early in the day, did better than some that were
to follow.

All through the act, odds and sods were leaping the barrier at the
bottom of the stand and running hell for leather past the marshals and
heavies on to the pitch. It wasn’t surprising. £1.80 for this was a rip-off.
The sound clapped around your head, sometimes faded altogether. You
could hear everyone singing Joe Brown, but hearing Joe Brown singing
was less easy. So, with a rush, madly chanting “Peggy Sue got married not
long ago”, a thousand freaks and heads leapt, fell, scrambled and ran for
the pitch at once. The marshals and heavies stood aside, wisely. Tony
Prince observed from his vantage point but said nothing. The organizers, it
appeared, were with us. Only the management were responsible for the
seating arrangements and the later complaints.

Emile Ford came on. Most thought this guy was dead. To be honest,
we could have done without him in 1961 and we could do without him
now. He pranced through a string of weak covers of Buddy Holly
numbers, looking more like a reggae star than a one-hit man from the
Rock’n’Roll era. Inevitably ending with What Do You Wanna Make Those
Eyes At Me For? and left to a reasonable ovation; indicating that some at
least were glad he wasn’t dead.

At once, the Screaming Lord Sutch band opened up with a terrific
wall of rocking riff, several smoke bombs were let off, while orange flares
burned at either end of the stage. Through the smoke came four scantily
clad birds, led by someone dressed as an exceedingly macabre undertaker
with staff and top hat, bearing an outsize coffin; as they set the coffin in a
corner of the stage, the band slid into Hands of the Ripper. The coffin
slowly opened and Sutch emerged, singing the opening lines (Whaddy
mean it’s been done before?). There he was, precariously balancing a five-
foot chrome top hat on his head, shoulder length hair dyed green, face
painted, and a long gold cape round his shoulders. After the first verse, he
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flung his top hat behind the amps (hope no one was crouching there!), and
gave a blood-curdling scream: “AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAUUUUUUUH
HHHHHHHWWWWWWWWWWWWWHHERE’S ALICE
COOPER!!!!!!!!!! WHERE’S ALICE COOPER? AAAAAAAAAAAAU
GHHHOOOOOOOOOOOOOooooooooooooop PROGRESSIVE SHIT!!!
PROGRESSIVE SHIT!!!”

The place erupted. Teds leapt about with glee, various heads tried to
argue nearer the stage, the rest were just convulsed with laughter. With
fiendish cackles, Milord strutted to his box of goodies stage right, threw
big rubbery octopus-like objects into the audience and launched into a
desultory chorus of Dracula before releasing a flock of pigeons over the
stadium. And then he told us that we were here to celebrate the greatest
music ever played – Rock’n’Roll.

Sutch was on for nearly fifty minutes, the longest act of the day.
Later, someone dressed as Alice Cooper came on the stage and was
promptly challenged to a duel – this took place to the repeated strains of
Hands of the Ripper – at first with swords then, as the combatants chased
each other off stage left, another smoke bomb was let off and they
miraculously reappeared stage right, bearing axes. Cooper chases Sutch off
left; Sutch reappears stage right with a bigger axe. Sutch chases Cooper off
stage left; Cooper reappears with still bigger axe. And so forth until Sutch
comes on with a huge chrome axe bigger than himself, and as he and
umpteen roadies stagger across stage with it, you can see the realistic
blood stains on its edge. Cooper is beaten and laid out on the operating
table.

“Shall I cut his cock off????” Sutch screams and proceeds to
dismember Cooper into unlikely pieces. “Have a miscarriage, madam!” he
shouts throwing something luminous red and rubbery into the crowd.

Finally, and inexorably, to the still going riff of Hands of the Ripper,
he exits to the accompaniment of strippers exposing huge bumbling breasts
to the drooling Teds, the coffin exploding, and more smoke bombs. The
bat falls down and Screaming Lord Sutch leaves screaming GGGGGGGG
OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOODDDDDDDDDDBBBBBBBBYY
YYYYYYYEEEEEEE WHEREVER YOU ARRREEEEEEEEEEEE.

And you.
After a spell of cleaning up, Billy Fury. He looks like the trendy

racehorse owner he is these days. They can’t have been paying him too
much ’cos he was on and off in a flash, whipping through half-hearted
renditions of his old unmemorable hits. The sleeping stadium slept on...

Another long delay and we had the first of three latter-day bands.
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MC5 specially imported with other big acts from the U.S. of A., one has to
believe it was not worth the effort. Opening with a terrific wall of noise,
they were unable to sustain the power, and after discouraging shouts from
the Teds, degenerated into sheer bad play. When the lead – whoever he
was – told us all how much he loved us it produced Boo-Hoos and
handkerchief waving. He absolved them of their lack of taste, wishing he
could touch them, and was immediately assailed by flying cans and
bottles, a little short at first, but eventually finding the range. Exit the
MC5, not before time either.

The missile throwing produced some consternation on stage. Tony
Prince, in a rather un-radio manner, told the Teds they were fucking idiots,
and you have to believe he did not move from where he was all evening.
Everybody beside the Teds, however, was sound asleep anyway.

Gary Glitter was pretty horrible – as was Roy Wood’s Wizzard who
followed – GG himself has a taste for the theatrical, and after only two
numbers had to ask (guy must be off his head) if anyone wanted to touch
him. As one man the Teds sent another barrage of cans and bottles, and
Gary Glitter found himself glittering a little faster than usual, dodging
what was coming over. Finally, with the parting line “In the end you’ll
love me!” he minced off. Another barrage of missiles rained, this time
other factions helped with mouldy sandwiches, half chewed Hot-Dogs etc.
Great stuff, haven’t had so much fun in years.

Rosko was more direct about the objects which happened to fall near
him. “You’ve heard me on the Radio enough to know I don’t crap
around,” he announced. “I don’t care who you hit, and I know it’s like a
tradition with you guys down the front here, but you gotta know that the
first bottle that hits my equipment – Loud cheers and cries of ‘Piss Off’ –
I’m gonna find whoever threw it, and he won’t leave here in a hurry.” –
Cries of “Get you, ducky...” However, the missile throwing did cease.

A half hour break was announced. We lay back, swigging drink and
eating sandwiches. It was beautiful and warm with the sun blazing down.
A few Rockers found time for a bundle, old records were played and the
Teds danced. Then it was a quarter to seven and time for Bo.

He came on, a grand old man (“I been in this business eighteen
years!”) and instantly found his band had trouble with the amps. So while
they and the Duchess fiddled with the electronics, Bo Diddley just stood in
front of the mike and put his hands in the air. Everyone went wild. He just
stood there, a balding middle-aged American black, in his white jacket and
wide-brimmed hat, radiating charisma. A real hero.

Eventually, they were off. AWOMPBOMPACHOMPBOMACHOM
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PBOMPACHOMPEE!! It reverberated around the stadium. Everyone was
on their feet, leaping. He stopped. “That loud enough for yer?” The place
roars and he takes off again:

Bo Diddley, Bo Diddley where have you bin?
Been up the house an’ I’m a goin’ agin.

He did them all. Bo Diddley, Man, Pretty Thing, right up to Shut up,
Woman with the Duchess. And the solid stone of sound went around and
around. He apparently plays with just one hand; the other stays fixed to
two or three positions on the fret, and he stands dead still most of the time,
occasionally shifting his legs when he goes into a solo break. He’s superb.
Only Chuck Berry, much, much later came near him for such thundering
good stuff.

He went off. They brought him back. He goes off again and has to
return. When he finally went, the noise continued for ten minutes or more,
by which time the Jerry Lee Lewis warm-up had begun...

Linda Gail Lewis – the man’s sister, not his wife as is popularly
supposed – strode on; six feet tall, in a long black dress split down the
sides to reveal ice-white legs; rows of flashing teeth and an All-American
Bust. For all that, she could sing, striding from side to side of the stage,
while the Memphis Beats backed on numbers like River Deep, Mountain
High, Got My Mojo Working, Woman W-o-m-a-n and Chain of Fools.
Good stuff. The place was bopping again as she told us to hang on here
comes Jerry Lee. Yeah, but where?

First, the delay was because Jerry Lee Lewis was stuck in a traffic
jam. Then he was in a pub. Then he was getting changed. Then no one
knew where he was...

Then he was on stage. “Hellooo people, this is the Killer speakin’.”
And off he went, pounding the piano for all he was worth with both hands
and a foot, on Chantilly Lace (a number which everyone cheered so much,
you’d have thought it was his own). Then he did the whole thing with
Great Balls of Fire and Whole Lotta Shakin’ Goin’ On.... He really moved,
I’ve never seen anything like it. He never stayed still for a second and at
the end he slammed the lid of the piano down and ran off.

Stupendous. Amazing. It just defies description.
I wasn’t expecting too much from Bill Haley and the Comets but I

was wrong. Bill Haley is about 40 now. and looks it. If ever there was a
blast from the past this is it. Most people forget that he had hits as early as
1951. He is the living evidence of a world where Rock’n’Roll was a world
beater. A world where each Sunday the papers would be full of new
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scandal and criticism of this noise, this monster. So he wades on first, and
like Bo Diddley earlier, the crowd goes wild before he even opens his
mouth. Then one by one he introduces the Comets and the crowd goes
frantic without a single note having been played. As they go into Crazy,
Man, Crazy the place explodes!

To be honest, this was dire, but it was fun. And he just laid down this
one tune for ages while the place leapt about at fever pitch. The Teds jived,
the Rockers did some curious group dance with their hands on their hips,
and the rest of us just bopped. He wound it up, and said “There’s a song I
bin carryin’ around on my back now for more years than I care to re-
member.” Then he did it.

One, two three o’clock, four o’clock rock
Five, six, seven o’clock, eight o’clock rock

You know the rest.
“You’ve made an old man very happy.” He cried as he came back for

his third encore. And he was. It was probably as unexpected a reception to
him as it was to me. And he was good. Charisma again.

It was darker now and everyone was hyped and high. Zoom. No one
could Wait. Gotta keep going.

“Ladies and gennelmen, the incredible, the King of Rock and Roll,
the amazing... LITTLE RICHARD!!!!!”

The light came on and there he was.

Bamalamabamagotta girl called Linda,
They call her the great Lucinda
Gotta girhirhirl called Linda,
They call her the great Lucinda
And when she hollers
She goes bamalamaloo
Bamalama abamaloo
Bamalama abamaloo

Right words or not, everyone was leaping and singing, really going for all
it was worth. But the man hisself had other ideas. After the first number he
had to tell us how great he was, how much he loved us, and how
Rock’n’Roll was going on forever. He started the next number in total
silence therefore, mostly I would guess because the Teds were still reeling
with shock. On he went with Good Golly, Miss Molly, and the place was
beginning to move again, when would you believe it, he stopped to ask us
how great he was, again!
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For some time now various Ted heavies with names like “Tongue
Tied Danny” and “Little Bopper” had been up on stage with Rosko and
Tony Prince, and had been entering into the spirit of things, doubtless a
clever ploy by the organizers to keep the Teds in check. So when Little
Richard did these things they, along with the DJs, Roadies, Ronan
O’Rahilys and Allen Kleins had been egging him on from the wings. Now,
a curious thing. The Teds were divided about the reception to be accorded
to this turn of events. Half were for pelting him right there and then, half
including the ones on stage were for taking it anyhow. The backing band
carried on but Little Richard merely bellowed whether or not we were
feeling alright. A goodly proportion were not. Fists flew in the front ranks
and pandemonium seemed about to break loose.

Then Little Richard suddenly swung into Long Tall Sally. All
appeared well again until he ceased playing and leaving the band to play
on, climbed atop his piano and began to strip. Just as he’d ripped up his
gold lamé trousers to widespread disinterest, the lights went out, the power
shut off, and a dark cloud of Roadies presumably told him to get on with
it.

Back came the lights and power and the man asked if we were ready
for Tutti Frutti to boos and rude signs. Everyone, bar the Teds who were
laying into each other like Ghod know what but apparently in fun, was
shouting “We want Chuck! We want Chuck!”, and Little Richard had to
go. So, with a rush, Roadies escorted him off to more boos and raspberries.
Rosko was grinning like a hyena and said he thought this was the best
concert he’d been at since he couldn’t remember. Tony Prince went home.

And the place went wild.
Ovations accorded to Bo Diddley and Bill Haley paled by comparison

to that for Chuck Berry. He waited for it to die down and then announced
kinda slow, “Good evenin’ y’all. Are we gonna have us a good time??!!”
Uproar. With one of those famous intros he flashed off into Maybellene,
and went on and on without a break. Everyone leapt and yelled, girls even
screamed.

At one point he told the place to hold up lighted matches and lighters
and see how the place glowed in the dark. Inevitably, not only the matches
and lighters glowed, but burning programme booklets, souvenirs, evening
papers, lunch bags, baseball boots, chairs... the lot. Marvellous. Two small
conflagrations started down in the Teds’ area, one of which they refused to
let marshals put out. The rest danced on flames to douse them. Chuck
Berry looked off-stage and remarked “I think we started somethin’.”

We had indeed. A few numbers later the Wembley Stadium
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management switched off the stadium audio and put on the floodlights all
the way round and above, to indicate that in their view it was all over.

Berry played on...

And you will be the leader of a big Roll Band,
People will be comin’ from miles around,
Hear you play ya music when the sun goes down.
Maybe some day ya name will be in lights
Sayin’ Johnny B. Goode tonite.

Now the management cut the power, but in seconds the organizers had the
emergency generators in play – full marks for foresight! Berry played on,
ending to magnificent applause and five encores in his own good time.

And then we went home, what a day. It’s worth noting that despite all
kinds of complaining noises from the management, a good-humoured
police force stayed outside. Not a single arrest. Amazing, considering the
place could have been burned down back there. Fun really. It would have
served the bloody management right if it had burnt down. They have as
little idea of how to handle the business as they have of running a public
convenience. And those are pretty disgusting in there, as well as being too
far away. What do they do at the Cup Final...? The parking was ludicrous
too... thousands of cars and bikes all trying to get out at once, no
supervision whatever.

All the credit should go to Ark Festivals who did it all and made a
profit. Let’s hope there’s more where they came from, only not at
Wembley. The Oval, Stamford Bridge... anywhere but the vast echoing
concrete Wembley.

So, out we all flooded. Heads still reverberating, feet still leaping.
Living in the past isn’t so bad for one day at a time. Rock’n’Roll is in fact
dead. At least the kind we saw performed that day, and the performers we
saw then, are. If it wasn’t we wouldn’t have gone, would we? If
Rock’n’Roll was on our radios in the morning still, if Fats Domino and
Eddie Cochran were being played on Sound of the ’70s we wouldn’t have
gone to Wembley at all.

We’d have gone to Reading the following week.

Zimri #4½ (May 1973) ed. Lisa Conesa
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Fear and Loathing in the Grand
Hotel

OMPAcon, the 1973 Bristol Eastercon

I felt alright. It was sunny, I’d had a couple of Bacardis and the world was
gonna be great. And so I happily choodled off on the Metropolitan line to
Paddington, where I alighted and approached the main concourse from the
West. Unbeknown to a great many people, there is a booking office at the
end of the Terminus too and without thinking about it, I bought myself a
ticket (Bristol Meads – single). I strolled happily down to the Departures
indicator which is where Kid Grog had said he’d meet me. I arrived and
stood staring into space for a few seconds, until weaving dwarfishly
through the crowds came the Kid, beckoning impatiently. “C’mere, you
fuckin’ idiot.” I followed his squat bum through the crowds where I found
him and Johnny Abo. Grinning mightily, as if to say what mighty deed he
had performed, Grog handed me a ticket, “Three Quid!”

Imagine the consternation, the disaster, the sheer unbelievability of
the situation when I announced I already had a ticket. The Kid was at first
amazed, then disbelieving, then angry. How could I dare get my own
ticket. He was leader here, he was the main man. Why should I have the
effrontery to get my own ticket? Johnny Abo laughed his laugh. Finally
after much screaming at the top of our voices, Pickersgill stomped off to
get his money back on the unwanted ticket.

Then we were three with only King Rat to find. I went and stood at
the top of the Tube entrances, half knowing he would see me and avoid
me, but not caring anyway since I was away from the Kid and it would
provide good eyesight jokes later.

Sure enough that is exactly what did happen and I was summoned
irritably back by the Kid to the little assembly. The King was being
interrogated, “You haven’t already got a ticket as well, have you?”
demanded the Kid. “No??” replied the King, as if it was inconceivable that
anyone else but Pickersgill could be trusted with getting of tickets. Who
would dare usurp his duties?

On the train, settled down with bottles of Mateus Rosé and
sandwiches and, in my case, Turkish Delight, we talked happily of comics,
Philip K. Dick, Sharks, Deodato etc.
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By the time we arrived at Bristol Temple Meads I was beginning to
realize that I was in the wrong place. We fell out onto the platform with
the boys screaming “THIS IS EASTER, THIS IS BRISTOL WE ARE
GOING TO THE CONVENTION WHOOPEE” etc., etc., ad nauseam.
Passing the barrier and handing my ticket to the man I realized in a
blinding flash “My God, what the hell am I doing here?” I had a good
woman at home, a ton and a half of writing to do, a record collection and a
little amount of stimulant that be it ever so small would make me feel so
much better than any piss I drink here. Why was I here? I couldn’t face all
those people at that hotel even just for two days. People who I had so little
in common with mostly. I’m no intellectual – I’m just an actor. I can’t do
anything but fool about and make myself ridiculous which was what the
noisy and drunk-on-Mateus-Rosé pair beside me were out to do also. We
are the jesters, gentlemen, laugh at our jokes and pity us please, ’cos we
are lonely and frightened really and we can only strangle each other in the
end, so have pity on our miserable little lives we need your adulation your
appreciation, but most of all we need your sympathy.

In straightway to a pub opposite the station that was playing Frank
Sinatra’s Watertown album, and the King did his beer mat juggling trick to
the amusement of a sailor and the profferment of a glass of noxious naval
liquor was the King’s reward for his entertainment.

An hour and a half later, drunk to the eyeballs we staggered off in the
direction of the Grand Hotel. I hid while the others registered and amused
the receptionists, avoiding the smiles and waves of USAF fandom and the
lovable Sam Long here all the way from Florida, ’cos he loves ya people
give him a great big hand and he will give you Apollo moonshot badges
and talk to you of esoterica you only barely understand, our man Sam –
here we are, and you think we’re stupid too don’t you? Mind you we feel
the same way, but I reckon you stand the better chance of being right.

So off we rolled to Ramino’s room where having discovered the
secret of the internal relay TV I bopped to the closing minutes of Top of
the Pops thinking, Christ, I must be drunk, this is The Sweet. Back comes
King Rat: “Hey this is great isn’t it?” I agreed, and almost cried for some
reason, and decided we’d better find the others but they found us and an
expedition was mounted in the direction of the bar. We were here, we only
awaited the arrival of the rest of you, we will now scream abuse at Gerald
Bishop, Fred Hemmings and others, and tear our con programmes up in
memory of an old tradition, pour beer over each other and sod the expense
we are HERE, WE ARE HERE, WE ARE HERE, I DON’T WANT TO
BE HERE, BUT THEY DO AND I CAN’T TAKE IT, I’M GOING
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INSANE AND NO ONE BELIEVES ME, LAUGH YOU BASTARDS,
LAUGH AND YOU DON’T KNOW WHAT TROUBLES WILL
DESCEND UPON YOU BUT YOU CAN BE HAPPY NOW AT LEAST,
AND IF YOU AREN’T THEN YOU HAD DAMN WELL BETTER
LOOK HAPPY ANYHOW!!!!!!!!

Many things happened that night; we tried to get to a party reputedly
being held at Prestige’s place but got no further than the screaming traffic
of the City Centre playing with cars like Cretans with bulls and
discovering the entire population of the West of England also wanted a
taxi of which there were only three and the Kid had a tantrum in the
middle of the world to make things even better.

The next morning I was asleep on Pickersgill’s floor without a pillow
and a very stiff neck. I was believing again as I lay there and I thought it
was only a passing nightmare I was going home tomorrow and by Sunday
everything would be alright. Yeah, alright now, dontcha know, alright
now.

The Kid threw me a pillow and we listened to the Tony Blackburn
Show while he stomped about putting his thrice turned trousers on in order
to go down to breakfast and I elected to have a bath and soak my cares and
stiff neck away. The water was steaming hot and I ached all over.
Pickersgill had gone down to breakfast, which I was fairly sure I couldn’t
eat even if I conned my way in to the restaurant. I lay and basked in
steamy peace, Jimmy Young was phoning housewives on the radio and I
was almost laughing. I’m very coy, and I always lock bathroom doors etc,
and get scared when people can be heard moving in the next room and
then start banging on the door. Which is what was happening.

Christ! It must be a porter or summat, I’d have to bluff my way
through. No, I can’t do that, better come clean and go home straightaway,
this is too much like hell on earth anyhow and I don’t want no shit with the
management and fuzz and all those, Oh Christ, I’m sunk, caught in the
altogether taking a bath in a room I’m not supposed to be in. They know
Pickersgill from his antics at the reception desk last night, they’ll know
I’m not him, O God....

“Open this door, y’fucker. I’m going to puke!” It was the Kid.
“Come on, Hall, open this door!” Wearily, and sighing my relief I

climbed out of the bath, wrapped a towel around me and opened up. In he
rushed... looked at the bath threateningly and then made for the loo. He
stood there for a long while, and then turned around and sat on it. “Ah,
that’s better. I’m ok now.”

I waited for him to go away again, but he obviously wasn’t, so with as
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little embarrassment as possible I climbed back into the bath, deciding that
if he tried anything I’d drown him. He sat there and related to me a horror
story concerning what they serve for breakfast here, and how he had
vomited all the way from the lift to here. Sure enough, later, when we went
out I observed a half dozen or more damp, evil-smelling patches on the
carpet.

During that day, the Friday, I met a lot of people that I wanted to
meet, most of the Newcastle crowd, and in particular Mauler and Sitarboy
and the real, genuine, Smiff, of whom it was said and they were right.
Smiff and the Kid had a little contretemps at one point when drink
throwing became briefly the fashion once more. “Don’t ever do that
again!” said the Kid mopping his face and accepting that any ensuing
violence would be a lost venture mostly on account of the gargantuan
proportions of Smiff. Gannets had a small attack of Mass Hysteria, and me
and Johnny Abo were closeted in a corner with Sitarboy and Smiff trying
to explain that this behaviour was by no means unusual, indeed by some
standards, pretty everyday. At this point Sitarboy uttered the first
memorable line, to wit: “These guys are all fuckin’ crazy!”

Sitting earlier in the day, moping over a 20p pint of unexciting beer,
whose middle-aged beaming Welsh visage should enter the room, but
Brynley 40, a man I had literally never expected to see again. So amazed
was I by his appearance that I could think of nothing really to say,
probably a very desirable state.

Oh yeah, Friday began to be alright, rapping with Sitarboy, Smiff,
Mauler and Douglass the Silent about Rock and getting hit over the head
with several Delany novels on repeated occasions for what Sitarboy
deemed blasphemy. Then later I went out for a small solitary toddle
around the town, ’cos I had a headache and a breath of fresh smog would
probably help. So I walked, and walked, and got ever more miserable.

I still shouldn’t be here, I mused, and became increasingly taciturn
and angry with myself. Finally sitting on a bench gazing at the Clifton
suspension bridge away off in the distance I cursed my indigestion and
walked back to the Hotel determined to get drunk and destroy everyone. In
the hall of the Hotel lurked Holdstil, who having snared me in his
repulsive web of endearing naivete, introduced me with great pomp to Lisa
Conesa. She looked me up and down and I stared at her sullenly, and she
said: “Oh, that wars a terrible pickcher off yourself you sent, you know.”
Meekly, I agreed; found out in public, and wandered off. Goddamn, damn,
blast another debacle. Holdstock – it was all Holdstock’s fault, I’ll get that
stupid bastard. So engrossed was I in these venomous thoughts that I very
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nearly walked into the no-man land of Simone fandom, where drunken
discharges were filling the air, basically by the Kid. The drinking set in.

Late that night I wondered off in search of six or eight room parties
followed and laughed at by various Birmingham fans. On my journeys I
was relieved to discover more interesting substances than beer, which
improved my disposition no end. I got to wandering back to the lounge
between times, making an exhibition of myself before the good Miss
Conesa, Offwhite Boak and Julia-and-Mauler Show. Finally and
inexorably making a debut for Falling Down Fandom in the Con Hall to
the vast amusement of such as Prestige I caught the second memorable line
from Rog Peyton, who was struggling to read the name tag on the vomit
coloured jacket of the Pig. In so doing he was heard to utter “John
Pissoff?”

Somehow, depressed again, I found myself in the Kid’s room with
Brynley. There we sat and talked about our depressing lives and woes.
Brynley had had a run-in with the bomb squad for being found in a
suspicious place with JJ Miasma. JJ had made a motorized getaway to
deepest Wiltshire, but Brynley had had to verbally extricate himself from
suspicion not only of being a terrorist but of being a freeloader too. The
Kid came home a veteran of many battles for the mental possession of
some middle thirties broadening flesh, of which he had emerged as victor,
apparently. On my and Brynley reminding him of former days of Bristol,
of my namesake Graham, the founding father of Simone fandom and the
miserable fate to which he was consigned, and of various hideouts by the
Holy Grail herself in the Mercatorial mansions on the hill, his only
comment was to cackle fiendishly as:
“AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH HE HAD HIS LITTLE
BOOGIE!!!” all the time stomping his putrescent feet against the door.

Well, I lay and considered my lot in the darkness with the Kid snoring
like a hog in the bed and Brynley snoring in stereo in the bathroom and
thought well, it ain’t been too bad a day. Nowhere near as bad as the day
before anyhow.

Saturday, O glorious Saturday, I’m going home today and fell back to
sleep. Meanwhile apparently Brynley’s sock had assaulted King Rat on the
latter’s entry into the room. Awaking on the bed to slug jokes, I found
myself going down again. Fandom is here, all the pathetic souls of lost
fandom fleeing from their grim realities in Newcastle, Manchester,
Birmingham, Newport & London, we are all here, and suddenly we are
somebody. Yeah! We are somebody. WE ARE SOMEBODY. You all are.
I’m not. I don’t belong, I am not one of you. Who am I kidding? Laughing
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at the Con bids and annoying Sitarboy, whose outburst was more revealing
than he could ever know. He was one of them. I laughed. I ran the risk of
blowing their dreams. “Shuddup you fuckin’ idiot!” I shut up. I was one of
them after all.

Tantalized by the prospect of a brief, sordid peccadillo with Julia, her
straight man came to collect and I realized that we are all lost in the
wastelands. Why do we have to mock each other? We are all as sad, as
ludicrous, if you like, as each other. We are Time Captains, but we only
write astral records of misery. We are lost, lost forever. We should be
more together – we should love each other a lot more. But I’m not one of
you. I have a life of my own. When I try hard enough to fool myself at
least.

Sitting in the bar again, emissaries returned from the City Centre with
news of a terrible disaster. In a moment of childish jest, the Pig had kicked
King Rat causing his spectacles to fall to the hard sidewalk and shatter.
Tearfully and blind the King had roared off into the deserted heartland of
the Easter city, careening off shop windows and lamp-posts in an
eventually successful endeavour to shake off his apologetic pursuers,
including Pig himself whose memorable line “I did that before and that
never happened” has since been enshrined in Ratfan memory.

Still sitting in the bar reeling with the news, I beheld a squat cloud of
dust that resolved into the Kid speeding towards me, scarf flying behind
him, palms outward, arms outstretched, mouth open, eyes popping. “Fer
Gods sake, Hall. Please. If you value your life, or even mine for that
matter, please. No Blind Jokes!”

Later still, in the darkened Con hall watching an entirely
unmemorable film about bendy toys conquering the world, who should sit
down beside me but the King. “You alright?” I asked looking at the
sellotape encrusted spectacles. “Yeah, I’m alright.” said he matter-of-
factly.

Come five o’clock I was going home. Yeah, I was going home. “You
idiot,” pronounced the Kid. “Don’t go,” pleaded Julia, for which I was
grateful, since I reckoned she was the only one who meant it. But I went.
Out on the street, it was raining. I walked in the middle of the road getting
wet, half meaning to throw myself under the nearest truck, but as usual,
not one truck came along. Then as it rained harder, I felt myself sighing
with relief. I’d won. I’d triumphed over them. I’d gone and left them, I
didn’t have to face them anymore. I was free. Free, at last. A fantasy I held
onto for a fortnight at least.

Zimri #6 (May 1974) ed. Lisa Conesa
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Too Much Between Us
“Don’t let me be misunderstood,” wailed Eric Burdon, all that time ago,
and he had good cause to worry. Everywhere I go I hear more crap talked
about Rock than any other subject. Even in fandom various idiots have set
themselves up in fanzines like Stardock and Quicksilver and spouted the
most inane rubbish about the sound. It is only lately, in accordance with
the new spirit of revivalism that has swept the nation, that some
commentators have come to realize that nearly all classic Rock was, at the
time of origin, good Pop and, were it not for the BBC, Radio 1 and Tony
Blackburn, this would still be true.

Think of all the really great hits of the middle sixties. How many have
you still got in your collection? Remember “19th Nervous Breakdown” by
the Stones? “Hold Tight”, Dave Dee, Dozy, Beaky, Mick and Tich? “Wild
Thing”, Troggs? “Death of a Clown”, Dave Davies? And several hundred
others. Leaving aside the question of why present day comparable material
is found only on LPs, it seems to me that at the time no-one, and by that I
mean anyone writing for the music papers or in fanzines, seemed to realize
that Rock in Britain was running at an all time high. Read some of the crap
put about then. It’s almost unbelievable. So much so, that by 1969 all you
could see was the crap.

Writing in Morfarch in 1969, even the very astute Graham Charnock
in discussing McLuhanism, brings in a review of the Jimi Hendrix
“Electric Ladyland” album, which was the ALBUM of 1968 and very
likely the best Hendrix album there is. Charnock doesn’t see this. He sub-
titles the section “Jimi Hendrix and his synaesthetic experience” and refers
to the “audio-tactile quality”. So wrapped up is he in McLuhan and his
theory that Hendrix was so much a fulfilment of what McLuhan says, that
he neglects to mention that the album fuckin’ boogies! Not a mention of
“House Burning Down” or “Voodoo Chile”, but flowing praise for “1983”,
“A Merman I Should Turn to Be” and “The Gods Made Love”, which,
while very good, couldn’t be rated as the absolute album makers.

Where did this kind of outlook in relation to Rock come from? It
wasn’t just Graham Charnock who went on like this, remember. I just
selected him out of the material in fanzines at the time, precious little
though there was. No, this idea, this philosophy, that Rock was some big
ballsy ART phenomenon was prevalent everywhere, ignorant bastards
everywhere proclaimed it. So who did it? Who turned the nation away
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from Rockin’?
To carry this argument/indictment further to its logical conclusion I

must digress on to one of my pet subjects, the function of the Disc Jockey.
Anything new, be it a new washing powder, car, or record, relies very

heavily on exposure to the public gaze, that is, publicity. After all, what
would be the use of printing a new fanzine outside of fandom? Believe me,
’cos I know, no-one would show the slightest interest unless you
advertised abroad the fact that it existed, was available. Simple this isn’t it,
like a childs A.B.C. Who gave the exposure to this incredible sound, way
back there in the fifties? Answers the Disc Jockeys. In those days Alan
Freed, Dick Clark and Murray the K were the exponents of Rock’n’Roll
DJ technique. But as we all know, the genre, if one may call it that, did not
stand still and we “progressed” through Highschool and Mersey Mania to
Flower Power and beyond. Pushing, ranting, plugging and screaming at
the head of all this were the DJs. Here in Britain we had the pirate stations
and more DJs than the BBC could ever possibly countenance, hyping and
raving out in the ocean.

One of the pirate stations was the U.S.S. Galaxy, discharged from the
service of Uncle Sam and riding at anchor miles off the Essex coast with
the legend “Radio London” painted in huge black twelve-foot letters on
her side. “Big L” as she was affectionately known had a relevantly avant-
garde DJ policy. It recruited the then universally shat upon Tony
Blackburn from the rival Radio Caroline after he had been the source of
much unrest and disruption amongst the crew and staff of that ship, and
told him to tell more abominable jokes and he was away. They also hired
an English returnee from the U.S.A. called John Peel. In thick scouse tones
he did a show called The Perfumed Garden, late-nights throughout the
latter half of 1966 and early 1967.

Peel believed the music he played was destined for better things than
the Radio London Fab Forty, and amazingly enough the station let him get
away with it. When Radio London went off the air at midnight on August
15th 1967 in order to comply with the Marine Offences bill, Peel had a
massive following. The following year the pathetic Radio 1 gave him a
show on Saturday afternoons. On it he pushed what was to become known
as “Underground” music. Through him a vast number of bands gained a
public. Examples are Medicine Head and Faces. He presented them all in a
total deadpan monotone scouse and indulged in fifth rate philosophies
throughout. He said that DJs were about as valid as the number on the
corner of a page in a book. The fact that he and he alone was responsible
for the exposure of the biggest jump forward in modern Pop since 1963, he
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conveniently ignored.
Everywhere his style, his pseudo-sincerity caught on. The music was

bought in millions, the ideas were repeated endlessly. It was the best
example of the power of the Disc Jockey so far. And by 1969 in the wake
of this revolution, Graham Charnock and umpteen others felt they could
prattle on in the way previously illustrated, and it was accepted.

Now, thank god, most of us can laugh happily at shows like Old Grey
Whistle Test, and earnest discussion of pandiatonic clusters, et al. Jesus
Christ, you’ve gotta see that Rock is basic, hard and fast.

By all means improvise and advance as much as you please, but don’t
stop the drive, the beat. Don’t let it die.

Maya #6 (September 1974) ed. Ian Maule
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Jesus Loves You – Run for Your
Life!

Masthead artwork by Harry Bell.

I got on a tube at Goldhawk Road and was standing against one of the
partitions by the door. Almost as soon as the train gathered speed I was
approached by a very gay type, slim blonde in black leather and earrings
who told me his name was David, which, he informed me, meant beloved
of Jehovah, which, in turn, meant that he was God’s boyfriend, which of
course indicated, in case I was too stupid and prejudiced to understand,
that God was, in my debased vernacular, queer!

Throughout this rather edifying speech I remained silent, looking
straight through him as if he didn’t exist, while reflecting that I was a
natural target for loonies who, these days, infest the very paving stones.
The tube was reasonably full, there were not many vacant seats. The
nutter, for this he certainly was, was speaking VERY LOUDLY and was
heard by everyone around although they all remained blank-faced, staring
into space, reading the ads and fiddling with their bags.

The bent orator continued in the vein that, despite the fact that God
was a Homosexual (and why shouldn’t he be? I found myself asking. He
apparently had to resort to supernatural means with Mary, the fact maybe
giving some credence to the idea, and thus establishing that God was
against fucking all along, not for moral reasons, but simply because he
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preferred a nice young boy’s ass), he would save me and the rest of the
world when the instrument of his wrath (Israel, as you might well guess,
with circumcised missiles no doubt) was finally brought to bear on
Western Civilization. During all of this he poked me in the chest forcefully
several times, and I, since the train was slowing to come into Shepherds
Bush and I reasoned he might be encouraged to alight, struck him once or
twice in return in much the same place. “Charles Bronson’s got nuthin’ on
me,” I thought as we grappled with each other and fell to scuffling on the
floor of the carriage. No real damage was done either to me or him, but all
I could do was keep him at arm’s length, he by no means being a little
effeminate creep, but rather one of these body beautiful merchants. While
all of this was going on, the train stopped at Shepherds Bush, the doors
parted, astounded or disinterested onlookers stood and gazed in, not
venturing to get on, the doors closed again and the queer’s cries of “Evil!
Evil! God will destroy you!” echoed throughout the train and the station as
it pulled out bound full tilt for Latimer Road, the next stop.

I booted him several times at one point whilst he was at a lower
elevation than myself, as he shouted out “God is mighty! I am the beloved
of God!” and, at more or less this point, a small black man with a large
friend got up from their seats and separated us, the smaller one
proclaiming “I am de minister of de Baptist Church of God and I’m sick of
yo’ blasphemies. Stan’ up! Stan’ up!” he admonished the queer who had
shut up for a brief moment and the big bloke pulled him upright. “You sick
in de head, boy,” said the Baptist and, almost by divine intervention, the
train pulled into Latimer Road, the doors opened, and the Forces of the
Lord cast out the devil in their midst leaving him a prostrate heap on the
platform. Shoonk! the doors shut again and off went the train, leaving me
to thank those erstwhile men of God who were most solicitous after my
well being. I was more shaken than anything else, and I was somewhat
silly to have tackled the bloke. I got off at my appointed stop (Ladbroke
Grove) and wandered off to collect Maya among other things, and to read
this religious prattle.

It’s all true.
The fact that the weirdo was queer is only incidental, the real problem

being that his mind was bent, apparently by religion. True, a variation of
that same religion, working more normally in the minds of two onlookers,
had saved me from probable injury and defeat in the dust of the
Metropolitan Line. But, forgive me if I seem callous, it wasn’t solely
because I might have suffered bodily harm that the Baptist minister and his
acolyte intervened. They didn’t say to the queer, “Look here you
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Raasclaat, stop beatin’ dat boy about.” No, apparently the minister was
more concerned with the blasphemies of David, beloved of Jehovah, than
anything else. My rescue, a good and holy act, no doubt, and one that will
be writ large in that kozmik book of black Baptist ministers in the sky,
was, nonetheless, incidental in the removal from the unseeing gaze of the
majority of London Transport’s wooden passengers, of a blaspheming
leather-attired corrupter of the holy scripture.

Which leads me, somewhat paradoxically perhaps, to reflect that
religion tends to make people see in terms of black and white, Good v.
Evil, which, as we all know, is a fallacious path to travel. (I do not carry
banners for intermediary shades of grey myself though.) I need not have
hit the bloke, I could have walked down the carriage. They needn’t have
thrown him off, indeed the whole scene could have been avoided in
retrospect. I venture to suggest that it was only because the subject of the
bloke’s dementia was religion that I hit him (I loathe and detest religion,
seeing it rather as a crutch composed of fantasy and downright lies) and
the minister intervened so forthrightly. Had he been yet another dementoid
pushing revolution, I would simply have argued, “Won’t get fooled again”
and left it at that, having confounded him with logic, something that
doesn’t apply (as Roger D. Sween’s loc [in Maya] bears out: “Belief is the
datum of religion.” ...I had one once but the back legs fell off) in religions
of any kind, and you can do nothing but ignore, walk away and, yes, hit
the bloke.

Altogether religion is an insidious evil as much in what it puts
forward for a basis of belief in a Deity, as in its very existence as a
philosophical concept. Have a look at Roger D. Sween’s loc again [see
Maya 7]. Is such a piece as that really so far away from the notion that
God is Homosexual? If belief must come before logic, then why not chuck
all accepted method and principle in whatever branch of human thought
straight down the drain and start with the premise “Nothing is true unless I
believe in it, and Tinkerbell will get very sick and die if I don’t believe in
fairies and Australia will cease to exist if I don’t believe in it either.
Therefore, whatever I believe in is real.” Me? I believe that if I fart while
I’m sitting at this typer, a voice from above will say “Bless you, my son. In
nominis patri et fili sancti up your arse.” God will then be proven to exist.

Goblin’s Grotto #1 (June 1975) ed. Ian
Williams
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Time Was
I staggered up the stairs to the dim and dingy apartment that my subject
had given me. Greg Pickersgill. One of the three surviving Rats, the fan
group of the early ’70s that was so influential on the course of not only
Sci-Fi fandom, but through its individually talented members Criticism,
Music and Poetry. Of the original Rats only three are still surviving after
fifteen years.

The founders, Roy Kettle and Greg Pickersgill, never see each other
now. Mr Kettle, head of one of the largest stockbroking concerns in
Europe, refused to talk to me for this article. Dr Robert Holdstock, the
third survivor, was too busy caring for the sick and infirm at the Region 3
Excess Population Camp in Kent, to give much time to remembering those
days. He observed that whatever else they did though, they never talked
about Science Fiction, or at least, not often enough for his taste. I thanked
him and rang off.

Now here I was in the slum area of Ealing Broadway, where once
proud post-war detached houses are now a succession of hardboard-
divided duplexes. Here Greg Pickersgill lives with his wife, eking out a
living as a refuse disposal truck dispatcher for the GLC. He is now in his
middle thirties and going prematurely grey, his hair a captured explosion
of silver and brown streaking out and up from his head like a sixties rock
star. He is heavy-set but sparsely covered in excess flesh, probably due to
his diet of predominantly rice and hard work. Still active in what remains
of fandom, he duplicates a fanzine – this one, the third since 1970, is
called Survivor appropriately enough. It has reached its fifth issue.

Greeting me in an offhand manner, his wife, a thin, bruised, and I
suspect, long-suffering lady, offered me a kitchen chair to sit on. After I
had sat there exchanging courtesies for five minutes or so, Mr Pickersgill
at last looked up from his duplicator and spoke. “You’re the man from the
paper, are you?” I replied in the affirmative and the interview commenced:

GFP: Hoo-hoo. Me talking about Rats. Were we ever that
noteworthy?

I: I think so. After all in your midst you had one rock guitarist, a
transvestite Member of Parliament, a major writer and poet...

GFP: Shit!
I: ...a film critic and director, a stockbroker and a doctor.
GFP: No. Really, I don’t think any of them were any of those things.
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Really, they were just as ordinary as me.
I: Do you consider yourself ordinary?
GFP: What do you think? (Gestures around him)
I: Were you ordinary then?
GFP: I didn’t think so, I suppose. But then we all had dreams. Some

of us lived in them. Some of us probably still do.
I: Yourself included?
GFP: No, I don’t think I have any more illusions.
I: So that leaves Kettle and Holdstock.
GFP: Well, Kettle’s fantasies have probably changed since then, I

suppose. He got a lot of what he wanted. But I shouldn’t think Holdstock’s
changed at all.

I: Why not?
GFP: Well, we always used to say he was just a big overgrown

puppy. He had a tremendous naivety. Hall hated him.
I: Why?
GFP: No-one ever really knew. But at least part of it was a conscious

jealousy of what Holdstock achieved. To Hall it must have seemed that
Holdstock got it all on a plate. Hall also actively hated Roman
Catholicism, and worse still, Holdstock was even then a very devout man.
Ho ho.

I: Why do you laugh?
GFP: See where it’s got him. And us.
I: Hall appeared to be the most eccentric and unstable element of the

group from this distance. Was he?
GFP: No. At least, he was totally out of his head a lot of the time but

on many other occasions he was quite rational and often acted for our
benefit. He kept his feelings well hidden on the whole. In fact, I don’t
think anyone ever knew what his real feelings were and he must have
known that. I feel sorry for him now, but it’s too late.

I: He said during his lifetime that you never really appreciated his
talent. While that may or may not have been true, you were the only one
he seemed to care about amongst all his detractors.

GFP: Yes. Normally criticism didn’t mean a thing to him. He went
on, and did what ever he was going to do anyway. Kettle always said that
he was a repressed homosexual.

I: What conclusions can I draw from that?
GFP: None really. Charnock said before he died that Hall was

seduced by a queer in Arizona and that was the reason for the argument
between him and Brosnan.
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I: The argument that ended in Hall shooting Brosnan?
GFP: Yes. It was self defence though. Brosnan fired first. No-one will

ever know what really happened then. It didn’t really become plain at
Hall’s trial. He was acquitted suspiciously quickly.

I: Do you think he “perverted the course of justice”?
GFP: Very probably. But you’ll never prove it.
I: It was in America after all.
GFP: Precisely.
I: The only witness out of the Rat group was Charnock, wasn’t it?
GFP: Yes, but even he didn’t actually see the shots fired. He was at

Hall’s mansion in Arizona for a social call. Brosnan was staying there at
the same time while he shot his new film for Paramount. Charnock was en
route for LA, and it was his last day. He was just getting up from eating,
apparently, when he heard the shots outside.

I: Well, we know the rest.
GFP: We think we do.
I: Hall killed himself about two years later, didn’t he?
GFP: Yes, piling his fuckin’ lunatic machinery into a tree. No other

car involved. I have the note that they found in the map clip. Do you know
what it said?

I: No.
GFP: It was a take-off from a Bo Diddley lyric. “Gotta tombstone

hand and a grave-yard mind. Just 31 and I don’t mind dyin’.” He was
round the bend then, no doubt.

I: Hall and Charnock committed suicide, Brosnan was shot by Hall
but Edwards disappeared. Do you think he might still be alive somewhere?

GFP: If he is he’ll be better off dead.
I: He was a transvestite, wasn’t he?
GFP: Yes... he was always very pretty.
I: What happened after his wife left him?
GFP: He went totally insane. I gave him one one night, something I’d

lusted after for years, and he went screaming round the house. Tearing the
wallpaper off the walls. He went into politics shortly after.

I: How well did you know Charnock?
GFP: Not all that well, I suppose. Hall may have known him better

before he died.
I: Don’t you know?
GFP: No. Hall never really functioned as part of the group from 1972

on. He liked it that way. Charnock must have been on fairly close terms
with him to come to Arizona to see him. He and Brosnan were the only
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ones who ever did.
I: We’ve got back to talking about Hall.
GFP: Well, he was always a constant topic of conversation. But

Charnock was an ace guitarist and I wish he was still here.
I: Don’t you wish they were all still here?
GFP: Yes, I suppose so.

Rastus Johnson’s Cakewalk #1 (September
1993) ed. Greg Pickersgill
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Into the Woods
Rat was sitting on the steps of the Ministry for Shirks and Henchmen. He
had worked there for so long he could not remember any other existence.
But now they no longer wanted him. He was too old, he was too much a
fixture. Heavens above, he was actually getting good at his job. So he had
to go. But where? He sat with his hands on his knees, head down,
surveying the stones of the pavement. “Woe is me,” he thought.

But then, along came Mole. “Blimey, is that you Rat?”
“Oh, fuck me! That’s not you Mole, is it? I haven’t seen you for over

twenty years!”
“Yes it’s me” affirmed Mole. “Older and no wiser. But that’s just as

you expected. But why are you sitting here in the dusty street?”
“Nobody wants me any more,” cried Rat, bursting into tears. “They

say I’m too good to stay in the Ministry of Shirks and Henchmen....” He
sobbed loudly. Mole produced a voluminous, if mildly snotty,
handkerchief.

“Have this.” He proffered the hankie to Rat. “I seem to remember
when you went to the Ministry, it was only so you could earn money.”

“Mmmmph!!” snivelled Rat. “But now there’s a Mrs Rat and two
huge little Rats to be put through University.”

“Ah,” said Mole, and adopted as thoughtful a pose as he was capable
of.

Try as he might, though, no thought came. But then... “I know! Let’s
go back to the Old Woods where we used to live. Let’s see who is there.
I’m sure you’ll cheer up to see old friends and old places.”

Rat looked very doubtful. “I’ve been there before. There’s almost no
one left. And then there’s...” His voice tailed off and a sort of querulous
expression came and went. (Mole watched it running down the street.)
Rat’s voice became a whisper. “There’s Buh Buh Buh Bad. There’s
Bad...”

“Bad what?” Mole interjected. “Bad dreams, bad trips, bad karma....
What?”

“Badger.” Rat’s voice was barely audible.
“Ah” said Mole, and tried to look thoughtful again. He gave up the

attempt. “Badger doesn’t frighten me,” he said confidently, but he was not
entirely sure. “I can remember when you and I and Roo...”

“Oh Roo!” wailed Rat “He’s gone.”
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“...and Badger all went down the Stoat In Boots. I put some Neil
Diamond on the juke box and Badger said...”

“...you had as much fuckin’ taste as the beer!” finished Rat.
“Yes,” agreed Mole, “he could be quite nice at times.”
Rat shook his head. “Alright then. Let’s go to the woods.”
“Yes, let’s.” said Mole. And off they went, down the street, across the

bridge, up the hill and down again, round the bend, down the Tube and...
“Where are we going?” enquired Rat mildly.
“I thought we were going to the woods,” answered Mole, wondering

what he was doing on a Tube platform after all these years.
“This isn’t the right way, you prat!” Rat snarled.
“You know, you are not quite as funny as I remember,” remarked

Mole, getting the hump.
“That’s because you’re writing this, not me.”
“Ah.” Mole tried to look thoughtful again, but was no more

successful than previously. Rat looked first at the ceiling and then at the
floor. The train came, and off they went, through the tunnel, up into the
sunshine, through the rain, through the snow and then they were there in
the woods. It was Autumn.

The first place they came to was the Shrews’. Mole had not seen the
Shrews in a very long time. He remembered Mr Shrew in his youth,
playing guitar and singing. Mole thought he would sing as he knocked on
the rather dilapidated door:

“Oh, gimme the beat boys, and save my soul,
“I wanna get lost in your rockanroll....
“Shit!!!!!!”
The door had opened. Before them a very rotund Mr Shrew peered at

them. His mouth was open. So were Mole’s and Rat’s.
“What happened?” asked Mole.
“Shrew!” exclaimed Rat.
“Rat!” wailed Shrew, and they embraced and danced around in a sort

of jig. Mole looked on, his poor brain unable to take in the sight. Shrew
had got old, and fat. Then Mole looked at his own rather large belly. “The
more things change,” he thought “the more they ought not to” Looking up
he saw Mrs Shrew, thin and white-haired, brightly peering from the
doorway.

“Is that you Mole?” she smiled. “It’s nice to see you again after all
these years.”

“Indeed it is. I mean, is it?” said Mole.
“Hooray!!!” shouted Shrew and Rat.
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Just then, heavy footsteps were heard coming down the path. Parting
the undergrowth were the unmistakable features of Space Junk Vole. He
too was very fat, but Mole and Rat and the Shrews were ever so pleased to
see him. They all went indoors, and who do you think they found already
at the table? It was Mythago Rabbit, the famous writer. Seeing them, he
jumped up and seized a handy typewriter. “Let’s write something!” he
cried. How they all laughed.

Soon they were all around the table, tucking in to one of Mrs Shrew’s
delicious repasts. The fire blazed. Rat and Shrew and Space Junk Vole
drank rather too much and became a bit rowdy. Mrs Shrew had to have a
sharp word with them, pointing to a large wet fish hanging on the wall. But
they all just laughed and larffed....

But Mole knew he had not come to the woods just to cheer up Rat by
making him forget the Ministry of Shirks and Henchmen. He whispered in
Rat’s ear. “No!” cried Rat.

“Yes,” said Mole, and thanking Mrs Shrew for the food and all his
old friends for just being there, he rose from the table.

“Wait!” cried Rat. “I’ll come with you.”
“No, Rat. It’s too dangerous.”
“I know. But I’m still coming with you. Anyway if I don’t, there

won’t be so many witty lines of dialogue.”
“I don’t think there will be very many anyway.”
The Shrews, Space Junk Vole and Mythago Rabbit all stood in the

doorway and sadly waved Mole and Rat goodbye. Mole and Rat walked
off into the sunset, deeper into the wood. Presently, they came to a very
dark part of the wood. The leaves had already gone from the trees, and
bare branches waved in a cold wind.

“You know what happened to Badger, don’t you?” said Rat.
“Not really” said Mole.
“He became...” Rat could not finish, could not say the word.
“Come on Rat! You never used to be stuck for words.”
“It’s the way you write me.”
“Better than the way you write me.”
“But not as popular, I think you will find.”
“Perhaps. Tell me about Badger.”
“Bunfff,” said Rat.
“Bunfff?”
Just then, Mole saw an object glinting in the fork of a gnarled tree.

“What’s that?” He could just reach it. He pulled it down.
Rat gasped, “The Shield of Umor!”
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They both looked at its pitted surface, like an old hubcap.
“Badger hasn’t looked after it very well, has he?”
“As shields go, it’s pretty grimy. Doesn’t shield much,” reflected Rat.
“What’s Bunfff?” asked Mole.
“Not Bunfff. BNF.”
“Ah!” For Mole, light dawned.
“What’s that sound?” Rat could hear distant doleful chords and

thumps.
“I think it’s music,” said Mole. “Do you recognize it?”
“Yes. Yes, I think I do.”
“What is it?”
“Jimmy Ruffin – What Becomes of the Brokenhearted.”
“Let’s get out of here,” said Rat.
“Okay,” said Mole.

THE END

Motorway Dreamer #1 (2005) ed. John
Nielsen-Hall.
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Things Yet to Come
The depressing rain fell heavily on the isolated cottage, the dark clouds
galloped overhead driven by a relentless wind. At one of the upstairs
windows, the pale glow of lights and computers would have been
noticeable from the outside, if there had been anyone to notice. But there
was no one. There wasn’t another living soul for many miles. Only on the
inside was there human activity, represented by a frown of concentration,
or an occasional twitch of the lips that may have been amusement, as an
otherwise still figure hunched over a keyboard, hands and forearms
encased in steel and rubber gloves, eyes fixed on the glowing screen.

The figure was old – very old now. But the legend across the top of
the frame of the window that held his work bore testimony to his industry.
MOTORWAY DREAMER it read. These days, the whole idea of a paper
fanzine was old fashioned. While he could produce the work as such, most
of his readers took the finished file as a feed direct into their home arrays,
or surgically implanted inserts.

The old editor reflected, as he typed some boring passage from some
young fan from the refugee communities in Utah, that he was now one of
the few who could remember the days of duplicators and getting up to
one’s armpits in ink. He had never been keen on that – the Portable
Document Format was what had liberated him. Now, the PDF itself was
almost one with Nineveh and Tyre. While he still preferred working at a
keyboard and screen, the younger generations spoke to hand-held devices
that could project a hologram in front of them. In his view this had led to
overly verbose productions, as the naturally gaseous spoke vast tracts of
nonsense into print they would have exercised more restraint over if they
actually had had to type it.

But there it was. To the old, everything new appears a backward step,
a further departure from the old standards that had never actually been
standards at all. As soon as someone ever drew a line in the sand, and said
that that on the left was correct, acceptable and fit for purpose, and that to
the right was incorrect, unacceptable, and unfit, the great ocean of fandom
would send a wave to wipe it all clean, usually accompanied by cries of
“Fuck Off, You Cretin!” or the equivalent. But the harsh realities of a
changed world left only a trace of those days drifting in the faint smile on
the thin lips of the old fanEd.

Fans still keeping the flame alive did so now in the face of life in

69



communities forever altered by catastrophes wrought by climate change;
floods, storms, earthquakes and the ceaseless wet weather. As in his youth,
the planet was once again polarized between powerful blocs of countries.
Fandom was allowed in the supposedly Christian countries, who were in
turn divided between those of a conservative and illogical faith and those
of differing faiths or none. The hope for a different, better future had never
been strong in him, but it still broke his heart when he looked back at the
old liberality that he had known, and the ossification and final
decomposition of the very values that people had thought enshrined that
liberality. He liked to think that he had always been pointing at the
looming future, while everyone else turned his or her back on it. He might
have been kidding himself. He shrugged and mentally waved away the
sadness that always threatened to overwhelm him at such reflections. He
focused again on the work on the screen in front of him. Fanac helped him
and helped other fans to keep the awful realities at bay, to remain
optimistic, build friendships across the barriers erected by the misfortunes
of history.

His artificially strengthened hands began to type the headline
OBLIGATORY POETRY SECTION; then he stopped. There was a pain
in his head, he had to sit back and rest a moment, his chest tightened, his
vision blurred....

Days later the police broke in. The computer was still on, the old
man’s body lay slumped in the big chair in front of it. Someone turned the
machine off. Unfortunately, the old editor had not saved his work.

Motorway Dreamer #2 (2006) ed. John
Nielsen-Hall
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A Musical Evolution
It was January 1990, and I was jogging, or at least, I was energetically
walking, on a very frosty morning in Dumfriesshire. The white frost rimed
the pine trees, and hung delicate drops of ice from the bare twigs on the
bushes. I had a Walkman concealed in my layers of clothing, and
headphones clamped over my ears. I was listening to Glassworks by Philip
Glass. The sound of the icy piano rippling through the repetitive figures of
the music, the white icy landscape around me, transfixed me. I thought I
had never heard or experienced anything like this music before.

In fact, I had heard Philip Glass before. I had heard Mike Oldfield
play part of North Star sometime in the late seventies, but then it made no
impression. The piece, the arrangement – who knows? More likely it was
that back then I was still fixated on Rock and songwriting. If you like,
back then I rated words AND music, and one of Oldfield’s gigs (he being a
primarily instrumental artiste) would not be a place that I would be
receptive, I suppose, to anything radically new. To be sure, I had been
brought up in a home where the great nineteenth century and even some
twentieth century masters of the classical tradition were regularly played
on my father’s high-fidelity audio equipment. I loved the dramatic brass
cascades of Sibelius and the long string ecstasies of Mahler. But Les Paul
and Chuck Berry blew all that away. I knew it, but I didn’t really respond
to it any more.

And during the inflated self indulgences of the Progressive rock era I
had found much to admire in Emerson Lake & Palmer and the “fusions” of
Jazz and Rock evident in Chicago and Blood Sweat & Tears, more
adventurously in Tubes and Nucleus. (I was the proud possessor of the
first CCS album), but contrarily I also was often heard to bang on about
the purity of straight rock’n’roll. I owned albums by the J. Geils Band,
Doctor Feelgood, and I lauded the mystic lyrics and pristine guitar and
pedal steel of Michael Nesmith. There were a lot of contradictions in all of
that. In 1990 I was aware, in a way I had not been before, of a lot of the
contradictions of my life.

In 1989, my wife had died. That frosty morning I was on a Buddhist
retreat, and by then I had been admitting to Buddhism for about five years
and had been deep into comparative religion, eastern mysticism and the
headbanging paradoxes of koans for a long while. Really, the time for me
and Philip Glass was now right. And not only Glass, but also Steve Reich
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and Brian Eno and John Adams.
All this music appeared on “classical” record labels. I thought of it as

classical music. Some years before I had rediscovered Ravel, particularly
the piano works. At times, I thought I was “coming home”. But that was
just some more crap my mind scribbled on my mental wallpaper.

I was sitting in my car in traffic one day and the most hideous god
awful noise assaulted my ears. I thought the local FM station must have
been so hard up it couldn’t afford decent engineers as the CD they were
playing kept sticking – I thought. What I thought I was hearing was Love
Sensation by Loleatta Holloway, but what I was actually hearing was Ride
on Time by Black Box, who I later learned were Italian. The CD wasn’t
sticking, the artistes had cut up one or two vocal phrases from Love
Sensation and digitally looped them – and any one who has ever heard
Black Box knows what else is there. I suffered an extreme reaction to this
record. I hated it and loved it at the same time. Trying to find out more
about it, I went to a record shop in Oxford where they still played you
records, usually on 12" vinyl, if you asked to hear a particular tune. The
guy in there explained how there was a whole European scene of clubs and
electronic dance music. In the UK, we called most of it Techno, but there
were lots of fine lines sub-dividing the genre into other bits. I didn’t follow
it all, and I still don’t. But I came out of his shop with three 12"’s all of
which I liked a whole lot better than Ride on Time. They were Little Fluffy
Clouds by The Orb, Nightstalker by Altitude and a remix of Crazy by Seal.

Back at the Buddhist community I was living in at the time, these
purchases were not popular. I pointed out the subtle use of Electric
Counterpoint by Steve Reich in The Orb track, the minimalist layers of
just four notes in the Altitude, the remixed organ parts in the Seal,
reminding one strongly of the lengthy organ solo in Won’t Get Fooled
Again by The Who. But all my skilful analysis went for nought – my
enthusiasm was my own. But that didn’t stop me buying more endlessly
looping beats and sounds and I’m still doing it.

There’s something about the simplicity of the music. Okay, it doesn’t
sound that simple when it’s so loud and the beat is so relentless, but it is.
There are some organ pieces by Glass which I have noted provoke much
the same reaction in some of my listeners. Whereas the soft calm subtly
changing piano pieces relax, the vast volume of the organ (a Rogers on the
CDs of these, but they are sometimes performed in Cathedrals) changes
perception, and tenses people. Dance music is never about relaxing
(although by the early noughties, the Chill had set in and various blue and
calm pieces had started to appear) and it’s probably only by being very
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happy on drugs that you can stand hour after hour of that fascist beat,
relieved by the orgasms of compressed and de-compressed signal. But in
my view, that’s a good reason for sitting down and listening to it,
according it the respect you might give a piece of classical music or even
jazz.

There is a lot in this music that is antithetical to jazz and rock. While
it’s possible to argue that the music is an improvisation, its performance
cannot be. The pieces only fit one way, there is no room for solos or down
or up tempo changes. In Techno the beat dominates everything and it
comes from a machine playing a pre-programmed sequence. If you are
looking for songwriting in the mature Indy/rock tradition, this music will
not satisfy you either. Lyrics, where they appear at all, are inane and naïve
in the extreme. Very often, looped phrases from another record or bits of
speech suffice. I consider all this a merciful release. As the nineties went
on I was not solely devoted to this new music. I bought a lot of Rock too,
particularly the Brit pop bands such as Oasis and more especially
Radiohead. But I was no longer able to empathize with the introspection of
the lyrics. I enjoy songs like Champagne Supernova or Karma Police, but
I can’t take them that seriously. I love the big clanging guitar in Coldplay
but the miserabilism of the words leaves me unmoved, I wonder if it’s a
coincidence that the popularity of techno dance craze Acid House came
when the biggest acts in British rock were bands like My Bloody
Valentine? And American music? Don’t get me started. Never in the field
of artistic endeavour have so few musical furrows been ploughed by so
many.

I have taken up messing about with recorded musics myself. There’s
only so much you can do when you don’t have access to original masters,
but simple software enables you to split a lot of electronic music down to
its digital parts, and then you can reassemble them a little differently.
Recently I’ve been playing with someone else’s mix of some Steve Reich
pieces, and I have once again been overwhelmed by the mystical
simplicity of this apparently complex music. Reich’s work in the seventies
with looped and phased speaking voices could be, and was, seen as
boringly trite. But when I hear those same voices dubbed onto beats, I’ve
got so many goose bumps, I look like a plucked turkey sitting in a cold
oven.

As many reading this will know, I put out compilations of my own
and other people’s mixes of these musics on my own Moonhead label. My
loyal public is surely going to be hearing some more Steve Reich soon.
Sort of interpolated. I do much more of this sort of thing now than sitting
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and listening to Michael Nesmith et al. I have all my old J. Geils albums
on CD – I don’t know when I last listened to them. I am the despair of my
wife and many of my friends, and I listen patiently to such artists as Bob
Dylan and Lucinda Williams, but with little or no expectation of hearing
anything that speaks to me – not like that frosty morning in Dumfriesshire.

Motorway Dreamer #3 (2006) ed. John
Nielsen-Hall
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Me and Buddhism – An
Explanation

About the only thing fanzines considered as a whole do not cover is
religion. Perhaps it’s not polite, I don’t know. But for this issue of
Motorway Dreamer, such politesse is swept away. Back in the seventies, I
was – as I suppose you, dear reader, if you knew me at all, perceived me –
a rather flamboyant, uninhibited pill-popping crazy layabout. When I
returned from gafia thirty or so years later, I am – well, not that person, I
hope. How did this happen? I will tell you. But, as you read this bear in
mind:

Those who know, do not speak
Those who speak, do not know.

And I am speaking from out of my cloud of unknowing.
I don’t know if any faned has ever attempted this before – to write

about faith in his fanzine. For a start, I would judge pretty much 100% of
you readers have rejected religious belief over the course of long lives and
bad experiences. And for a second, of all the eras in the affairs of humanity
to choose to write such a thing, I have to choose the early 21st Century,
just as it looks like religion might be giving us a fresh excuse to be at each
other’s throats. But as I hope to explain – I can’t help it. That’s the
problem. Most fans are likely to discuss religion in terms of its perceived
irrationality. The belief in supreme beings, life after death and so on is
assumed to be what religion is about. The assumption is justified because,
particularly here in the West, that’s mostly what we are told religion is
about. It’s religion as an instruction book, a manual on life – if you will
carefully follow these directions, your life will perform to its optimum
capability, and you will get a good new one at its expiry. Have a nice day!
And that is what most people looking for a faith want – they want to be
given a handbook, or even a complete set of rules. To me, that is an
irrational belief.

I hold that real faith is born of experience. I don’t think most people
have ever had a religious experience. That might be arrogant of me, but I
don’t come across much evidence to the contrary. But I have had a
religious experience. In the nineteen-eighties, I was working a lot, making
money and spending it just as fast as I was making it. Some of that money
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was going straight up my nose. It wasn’t doing me any good, and to
oversimplify considerably, as well as cutting a very long story short, I
resolved to get myself readjusted to the point where I did not need cocaine
or any other substance to cope with everything I had to deal with. To this
end, I decided to learn meditation.

My first attempt was not successful. I went to classes in Zen
meditation at a small flat in Limehouse where, inter alia, I was urged to
consider myself as one with the carpet on which I sat. It was a rather dirty
grey carpet with depressions in it from the feet of the furniture that
normally stood upon it. I didn’t feel at one with it at all. I felt Old Father
Thames, visible from the window, was probably more in tune with me, but
then he carried big bits of rubbish, birds and boats right by the window
too, and that was kind of distracting. If your mind wanders, you are
supposed to bring it gently back to the point. But the point was the carpet.
Which was rather pointless. Now, it may well be that it was the carpet’s
pointlessness that was the point. But if so, that was too advanced a point
for me at that point in time!

So after a hiatus of a few more months, I took myself off to another
place to try again. This was a much bigger establishment, with a beautiful
shrine room, consisting mostly of a highly polished wood floor, a giant
golden statue of a Buddha in a classic lotus position, who had a very
European face rather than the usual super-stylized oriental one, and behind
him a Japanese hanging, with a text in a Chinese or Japanese script (I
couldn’t tell) hanging at either side. Though the rumble of traffic on
Roman Road outside was still just audible, this was a place of space and
peace. Here I was taught simply to concentrate on my breathing and things
began to fall into place. I had not intended to get into Buddhism per se, I
just wanted to learn to meditate to calm my frantic self down. But I had
settled on meditation as a means of achieving this only after doing a lot of
reading about comparative religion and Hindu, Chinese and Japanese
myths, so in a way you could argue I was preconditioning myself.

There has always been something in me that is drawn to what may be
inadequately described as “mystic”. In my early teens, I had a brief spell of
being very devoutly Christian, and reading about early Christian saints and
hermits. (Sex put paid to that.) In a way, this was similar and if you put a
gun to my head, I’d have to admit, I was in a sort of Orientalist phase at
the time of my “experience”. But, in my defence, I would like to point out
that this interest in matters mystical has been a consistent theme in my life.
Ask anyone who ever had a drunken conversation with me at a party in the
seventies. I used to have a whole set of theories about how God was a
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metaphor for a Universe that was like some vastly long lived organic life
form – a kind of tree, almost. (Still sounds reasonable to me.) So was I any
more pre-conditioned than I have been my whole life? I would like to
think not. Anyway, this is what happened:

It was a warm summer night, and a puja (service) was going on in the
Buddhist Centre. It was over-running and our meditation class was sitting
waiting for access to the shrine room, in an adjacent room. It being warm
and there being a fair number of people in the shrine room, the doors were
open with curtains drawn across the entrance. The puja had reached a stage
where the whole assembly recites a set of precepts in Pali (an early Indian
language – a forerunner of Sanskrit), but in using the verb “recite” you
must not think I mean a drone like reading class in infants school. This
was a chant, almost a song, a sonorous rolling of the words:

Buddham Saranam Gacchami
Dhammam Saranam Gacchami
Sangham Saranam Gacchami

Dutiyampi Buddham Saranam Gacchami
Dutiyampi Dhammam Saranam Gacchami
Dutiyampi Sangham Saranam Gacchami

Tatiyampi Buddham Saranam Gacchami
Tatiyampi Dhammam Saranam Gacchami
Tatiyampi Sangham Saranam Gacchami *

* Translation at the end of this article.

Looking at those words in print, you might deduce fairly readily that
something is being repeated, but chanted, in a mix of voices, some deep,
some high, some male, some female, it didn’t seem so easily decipherable
to me at the time. I had never heard them before. Then a breeze came, the
curtain blew slightly allowing the sound to swell and die as it rolled over
all of us who were waiting. And I understood the words. In a language I
had never heard even the name of at that point. And in that same moment,
I realized that in fact, I had heard them before, had spoken them before
even, and that actually – I was a Buddhist.

Oh, I can hear you laughing. I am by no means unaware of the
absurdity of the above statement. How can I rationally claim to have
understood words in a language that I could not speak, and at the same
time decide that I had actually spoken those words at some time in the
past? Had I been reading too much about reincarnation? Was my brain still
too addled from amphetamines and cocaine? In short, how can I claim this
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to be rational literal truth?
Well, I can’t – not exactly. I can only claim that this was my

experience, that it seemed to me an experience so profound, as to change
the way I thought of myself and the world ever afterwards. This is a
religious experience. You can look up a lot of stuff about religious
experience. Did you ever hear about Swinburne’s Categories?

Swinburne (let’s not get sidetracked on to who Swinburne was)
formulated five categories into which all religious experiences fall, and
divided the five categories into Public and Private. My experience
according to his system was Private and indescribable using normal
language, so my normal language above should be taken as only an
approximation of what I felt. You may also like to know that Swinburne
established principles for the assessment of religious experience by those
outside – that’s you, dear reader.

The Principle of Credulity – with the absence of any reason to
disbelieve it, one should accept what appears to be true e.g. if one
sees someone walking on water, one should believe that it is
occurring, unless one has recently ingested hallucinogenic drugs.
The Principle of Testimony – with the absence of any reason to
disbelieve them, one should accept that eye-witnesses or believers are
telling the truth when they testify about religious experiences.

But it’s up to you, of course. I believe that if you accept that we are talking
about Religious Experience then I don’t have to assert that my words are
rational in the same way that they would be when I am describing what
happened when I took my car to the garage for a service. But they are none
the less a description, however poor, of something that happened to me.
Which is, perhaps, a poor approximation of something else essential to
Buddhism – that truth comes in two layers. And that language as
commonly used only allows us to describe one of them. But I’ve done my
best.

Following this, I went around in a daze for I don’t know how long.
There was a part of me that didn’t want to accept things like reincarnation
or much of the Buddhist canon. I found, eventually, that the reincarnation
thing was a myth anyway. Buddhists do not believe in reincarnation in the
way it is commonly described by those who insist they have been an
Egyptian princess or Beethoven’s brother or Genghis Khan or whatever.
To subscribe to that, you have to postulate a soul or other undying
component of self, which Buddhists do not believe. Rather, they believe
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that what you do and hence what you are creates a causal connection to
another life, rather in the same way as you might light a candle with the
flame from another candle. The two flames may be essentially the same,
but they depend for fuel on different candles. You can also use two candles
to light another one, or another six. Is this helping? Try this: a snooker
player strikes a ball with his cue. That ball strikes another and on impact
that ball stops dead but the ball it has struck rolls on and in turn strikes
another. And no, the snooker player is not God. It’s karma, which is an
energy (the word actually means “action”) in just the same way as the
snooker player applies force to the cue, to provide kinetic energy to the
balls. This is what reincarnation in the Buddhist sense is – the more
accurate term is “rebirth”.

So if we assume that I have had a previous life, it was not my
previous life. It was the previous life that is connected to mine. And
actually, my life is not one thing, but a series of episodes, from the macro
level of events, to the micro level of the cellular changes that happen in all
our bodies from moment to moment. So my present and previous and
future lives can be seen as more of the same.

You can see this process going on in many ways in the world around
you. It’s kind of like recycling. You go out in the garden in the autumn and
you pull up the flowers that are over, and put them on your compost heap.
In the compost heap the flowers rot down, creatures eat them up and shit
them out again, and finally the compost is taken out the bottom and put
back on the ground and soon more flowers are growing. It’s
straightforward to observe, but painful to contemplate when applied to
ourselves, since it implies mind boggling, vast, cycles of death and birth.
Here’s a quote from the Buddhist writer, John Snelling:

“It has taken the evolutionary process millions of years to create
human beings, and we carry in our genes the imprint of all the
struggles that organic life has undergone in the process. We
have, in a sense, known the agony of the first fish to take to dry
land; we have died with the dinosaurs; we have struggled to get
up from four feet onto two; we have preyed and been preyed
upon, struggled and failed, and succeeded too – but the
weariness!”

The more so when you consider that these cycles involve the suffering, not
only of birth and death, but of everything that comes in between. Surviving
long enough to breed, finding enough food to eat, finding adequate shelter
and all the human equivalents and additions to those verities of life

79



everywhere. And Buddhism is clear on this – it is suffering. The suffering
that humans endure additional to, or as a consequence of, those common
organic struggles can be boiled down to not being able to keep anything.
Our money, our possessions, our loves and our lives are all impermanent.
We can hold onto nothing. And there is no way of changing that; no way
of acquiring anything that does not carry with it the seeds of its eventual
loss. Except, of course, for Enlightenment.

But even if I’ve carried you this far into the Buddhist world view (and
that’s a very big if), it is with Enlightenment that my ability to explain
stops. You have to find that out for yourself. Or accept it on trust. Hence
my own reluctance to go along with Buddhist doctrine, at first.

However, one of the very attractive features of Buddhism when
compared to many other religions (particularly the “God” ones) is that
belief is not a matter of blind and untested acceptance of dogma. Indeed,
there is no dogma. This stems from a passage of very early Buddhist
scripture (I won’t bore you with the ins and outs of all of that) which I
quote in full below. The speaker is the historical Buddha, Siddhartha
Gautama:

“Come, Kalamas, do not be satisfied with hearsay or with
tradition or with legendary lore or with what has come down in
your scriptures; or with conjecture or with logical inference or
with weighing evidence or with liking for a view after pondering
it for a while; or with someone else’s ability or with the thought
‘The monk is our teacher’.

“When you know in your self ‘These ideas are unprofitable,
liable to censure, condemned by the wise, and being adopted and
put into effect they lead to harm and suffering’ then you should
abandon them. And when you know in yourself ‘These things
are profitable, demonstrable and applauded by the wise and put
into effect they lead to well being and ameliorate suffering’ then
you should practise them and abide in them.”

It’s the “know in your self” bit that’s important. It’s not a question of what
you should do, it’s what you know you have to do. Consequently, I have
not had to make any leaps of blind faith. Even if you think all that stuff
about karma and rebirth is far fetched, you can test it – and not just in your
garden either. Think of Jimmy Stewart in It’s a Wonderful Life. Just think
about how things in your life would be different if you had not done any
particular thing. I can’t say whether for better or worse, but it would be
different, right? That kind of reflection and testing is all that Buddhism
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asks of its adherents, in the end. The doctrine comes as and when you
appreciate what it is about. I know this exposition is probably is not as
lucid as I hope it is. But all the same, I am going to wind up with my own
recension of a passage from the White Lotus Sutra, which says the same
thing, only with more poetry:

“The Buddha stood up, and looked down from the high
mountain. He invited the great crowd of his hearers to stand and
look also.

“Look at this beautiful world! Look at the mountains, the
rivers and streams, the valleys and the fertile land, the plants,
trees, thickets, woods, forests all containing varieties of flowers
and herbs, in shape, scent and colour and all are different. If the
rain comes, spreading across all of the landscape we see below,
it will not rain on some plants rather than others according to
what the cloud that drops the rain has perceived as its
preferences! It will rain on all alike. And each plant will take
from the rain the moisture it needs to develop, according to its
size and type, colour and scent, as will each tree, and each group
of trees, right up to an enormous forest. Though they all stand in
the same earth, and receive the same rain, they are all, every one
of them, unique.

“So it is with me and my teaching. I call to all living beings,
and they come to hear me. I observe each one of them and
recognize their nature, whatever it is, be it keen or dull, zealous
or indifferent, for they are each of them unique. Whatever
capacity they have, I preach to them this law in varying ways so
that they all can grasp it no matter how deep or how shallow
their understanding. Just as the rain, though it rains everywhere,
provides enough moisture for each plant according to its needs
so that they all grow and develop, so with my teaching, which
reaches everywhere but provides enough comfort for each living
being. The taste of the rain is of water. The taste of my teaching
is liberation. The rain consists only of water. My teaching
consists only of truth. Though the rain can be cold or warm, hard
or soft, it is still water. Though my teaching can be simple or
complex, quiet or loud, it is still truth.”

So, now you know.

Translation of chant
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It actually means:

I go to the Buddha for refuge.
I go to the Dharma for refuge.
I go to the Sangha for refuge.

Then:

For the second time I go to the Buddha / Dharma / Sangha for refuge.

And:

For the third time I go to the Buddha / Dharma / Sangha for refuge.

The Dharma is Buddhist teaching or doctrine. The Sangha is other
Buddhists, though it can also be taken to mean the immediate
congregation.

Motorway Dreamer #4 (2007) ed. John
Nielsen-Hall
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Running Up That Hill
Or, Life with the Brunners

I’m not good on dates these days, but some time in the early seventies, I
went to live under the same roof as John Brunner. It was about the time
that John had finished Dramaturges of Yan and was working on what
became The Sheep Look Up. From circumstantial evidence I think the most
likely period of my residence is spring 1971 to autumn 1973. I remember
reading Dramaturges in photocopied MS, over a weekend. But that’s
about all I can remember about that book. I remember the beautiful house
in Nassington Road, Hampstead, literally ten steps from Parliament Hill
Fields and Hampstead Heath. And I remember John’s study, and, best of
all, I remember Marjorie. But let’s try and get all this straight....

I first wrote about life with the Brunners in 1976 (that’s the date on
the manuscript). I think I wrote it up for Roy Kettle. That MS (I am quite
ashamed of it now – it was a very sloppy effort) entitled “Up on the Hill”
never saw the light of day. I don’t know why Kettle didn’t publish it,
assuming it was him who commissioned it, but at some later date it fell
into the hands of the Gannets, and Ian Maule (I think) wrote at some point
intimating that no one dared publish it because it implied that Marjorie was
an alcoholic and they feared the might of John’s lawyers.

Actually it did no such thing. I have a lot to say about Marjorie as it
was her, not John, who was the main reason I went to live in that house.
But I would never say she was an alcoholic, any more than I would say she
was a drug addict or a nymphomaniac. She liked booze, she smoked dope,
and she loved sex. In my book, these were not, and are not, bad things. But
I digress.

“Up on the Hill” was in Harry Bell’s hands by 1985. He and Kev
Smith intended to publish it. Harry, with his usual courtesy, wrote and
asked if I would re-read it and make any alterations I thought fit. I made a
couple of tiny changes and wrote a sort of introduction, in which I said:

“Harry expresses some slight anxiety about the reaction of the
Dramatis Personae who are still interested enough to read it. All I can say
is that there is no malice in it. At no time have I ever suggested that
anyone appearing was adulterous, alcoholic, sexually perverted or
egotistical beyond the common run.”

In fact Harry and Kev didn’t publish it, not because it was too hot to
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handle, but due to the vagaries of fanzine publishing generally. The ish
never appeared. Soon after this, Marjorie had a stroke and died. By 1995
John too was dead.

In 2005, it was suggested to me that I write a “full” memoir of those
days. “Up on the Hill” was basically a collection of anecdotes strung
together on the framework of one of John and Marjorie’s Friday Night
soirées. What was suggested was that I tell the true story of my
involvement with Marjorie, and the nature of John and Marjorie’s
marriage. In other words, write up the sex. I did feel that it might, in these
increasingly repressive and authoritarian times, be worth writing about a
time of freedom and licence. But I too now had some version of Cold Feet,
and worried about the other characters still alive, specifically Marjorie’s
son Christian, Luise White, now Professor of African Studies at the
University of Florida, and the folk music legend Tom Paley, still alive and
living either in the U.K. or Sweden. Even Marilyn, since if I am unkind
about anyone in “Up on the Hill” then it is her I really am unkind about,
deserved some consideration I felt. (She is now the wife of a banker in the
City.) So what I proposed was a novel – the names changed to protect
whoever and only those in the know aware that it wasn’t fiction at all. For
many months I beavered away on a synopsis and a couple of sample
chapters, and sent them to the person in the publishing industry who had
made the proposal to me. Suffice it to say, that this did not meet with a
favourable response.

So this memoir is an attempt to put the whole matter to bed. What
follows are rewritten excerpts from “Up on the Hill” and the sample
chapters of the projected novel, which would have been entitled Planet
Tanza. But first, let me explain how I came to move to Nassington Road. It
was Marjorie’s idea. John introduced me to Marjorie at The Globe one
night. I didn’t, at that stage, know John that well and like a lot of people I
suppose, found him initially a bit too mannered. I may be inventing here,
but I suspect that I only ever went up and talked to him because Roy Kettle
dared me to. Plus, the only book of his that I had actually read at that stage
was Into the Slave Nebula, which I had enjoyed. He was, as I recall, a bit
dismissive of it, explaining that it was a rewrite of an earlier story.

He had a tendency to explain things like this with a touch of
condescension, but I came to realize that actually, he didn’t mean it. John
had been brought up in a very Edwardian sort of home and sent to Public
School. (Cheltenham where Lindsay Anderson, whom John knew later on,
would film If....) His manner was often at odds with the shy and sensitive
person underneath. But then again, he could be monumentally insensitive
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in his treatment of other people, and the old “never complain, never
explain” ethos that I believe was embedded deep in him, meant that he
could carry on after dishing out such hurts as if nothing untoward had ever
occurred. I found this very difficult personally, and it meant that while he
and I could go along for many weeks perfectly amicably, he would say or
do something that upset me, and then I would avoid him for equally many
weeks.

Marjorie didn’t always accompany John to The Globe, but she did
that night. She was older than John and that meant she was a lot older than
me. The whole issue of Marjorie’s age was a sensitive one – she didn’t
actually lie about it, as far as I know, but she discouraged enquiries.
However, it’s my belief she was older than the official accounts may
suggest. She told me that she was from a reasonably wealthy family that
had branches and friends all over Europe before WW2. Against her
parents’ wishes, she married her first husband at quite a young age in
Germany. When war came, they went to Switzerland, where Christian was
born, and where the marriage fell apart. This was the early 1940s. She
survived, isolated in Switzerland with a child until the war ended. During
this period she earned some sort of living as a cook and learnt the excellent
culinary skills that stood her in good stead for the rest of her life. By her
account, she had very little money, since her parents had cut off her
allowance when she married and she had no support from her husband and
no access to the rest of her family.

Indeed, at the end of the war, only the English branch of the family
was still intact and it was by then relatively impoverished. They did,
however, pay for Christian’s education when she somehow made it back
here. She never made much reference to her family, and I never met any
relative, apart from Christian. She implied that many members of the
family had disappeared into concentration camps, and sometime in the
1950s she visited Israel. But on the other hand, I heard her make some
fairly unpleasant anti-Semitic remarks about some people she had come
into contact with in the publishing industry.

Marjorie and John met through CND (the Campaign for Nuclear
Disarmament) and, as is well known, John wrote quite a famous anti-bomb
protest song. In fact John wrote a number of songs, and could play the
guitar reasonably – better than I could, certainly. Though CND advocated
unilateral disarmament, which I personally always believed to be pie-in-
the-sky even when I was more liberal in my political leanings than I am
now, John was more pragmatic about the issue, or had become so by the
1970s. He told me once that he didn’t believe that unilateral disarmament
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would ever come about, but that if there was no pressure for it, no
disarmament of any sort would come about. Marjorie knew, and was very
much inspired by, Dora Black who with her sometime husband Bertrand
Russell, Michael Foot (another Hampstead resident) and Canon Collins
founded CND.

Marjorie’s political opinions, however, tended to change like the
wind; at one moment all for Revolution and a workers’ state, and the next
thundering about the need for hanging and flogging and a belief in proper
social hierarchy. She was however constant in her feminist ideals (though
she disliked the term “feminism”, since she believed that it implied that
there might be a “masculinism”, whereas she believed that equality for
women ought to mean that we were not divided by gender) and was
passionate about women’s freedom in relationships, the workplace and so
on. She was never backward in being forward when it came to sex; if she
fancied someone she told them so, and she was a creative, if dominating,
lover.

Marjorie and John were a pretty formidable team. John had a work
ethic (most unfashionable at the time) which I believe, in combination with
his imagination, was the quality that underlay his success as a writer.
Marjorie did everything that needed doing in order to get John behind the
typewriter – she cooked, cleaned, did the books, rang people up, drove him
around, socialized and organized, and pretty much managed him. The two
of them were up early and went to bed late most days.

John was pretty good to fandom and fans, as I am sure many will
agree. Marjorie more or less tolerated fans; she was aware they were his
public and that to the extent that they bought John’s books, they paid the
bills. But to her, fans were a species of necessary evil. That was why she
didn’t always come to the Globe. But that night, as I have said, she did and
while I started out talking to John, I ended up mostly talking to her.

So it was that, one night soon after that initial meeting at The Globe,
Marjorie arrived at my bed-sit (it was the one in South Kensington
adjoining Roy Kettle’s) and made it very plain we were going to have sex.
So we did. It was, indeed, amazing just how much and how varied the sex
we managed was in the very confined space and single bed of that bed-sit.
Soon after that she read a really rubbish short story I had written and on
the strength of that suggested that if I moved into their house she and I
could have a good time while I advanced my writing career. I may have
been young and very green, but I was not any sort of brassica either. I
didn’t want any bother with an angry John Brunner, and wasn’t about to
give up even the cramped quarters I had just to have my sexual horizons
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broadened a bit before he threw me out again.
But Marjorie disabused me of this notion. She and John had an open

marriage. They slept with other partners while remaining committed to
each other. The actual nature of this relationship was a bit opaque to me
then and remains so after all these years. When I moved in John was
sleeping with Della, a lovely African nurse he had met. Marjorie had been
sleeping with Tom Paley who is and was a big name in folk and traditional
music circles, had met Dylan, Ochs, Fahey, Hillman and who knows who
else, and was a revered figure in obscure music fanzines. He appeared to
be in some sort of involuntary exile from the United States – that might
have been politics or just that he owed a lot of people money. In those days
he was a bit fat, a bit lonely and a bit boring, and treated even his devoted
fans with thinly disguised contempt. He was still living under the same
roof but was no longer favoured – I think Marjorie might have tired him
out.

Anyhow, while the open marriage might well mean I could sleep with
John’s wife with impunity, in all honesty and much as I appreciated and
enjoyed my time there, I never felt entirely comfortable living in the same
house as John. I think now that John and Marjorie were actually in some
sort of competition. It may have been about who could make the other the
most jealous, but I do not offer that as a definitive answer. For instance,
one Sunday morning not long after I had moved in I awoke to find
Marjorie already up. She wasn’t in evidence, but I could hear kitchen
noises coming distantly from below; a pan being banged on the Aga, the
sound of someone rooting in the cutlery drawer. I rose and put on a robe
hanging on the back of the door. I went downstairs. As I passed the
drawing room door, I heard muffled voices.

“Doctor Sausage had to put in a full shift last night.” “Mmm. He did,
didn’t he? Isn’t the poor fellow tired?”

“He certainly bears the marks of hard labour. But it would appear he
is not tired.”

“He is indefatigable!” Della was laughing. Something made me pause
before I stuck my head round the door. I was sure I would find John and
Della wrapped around each other. “But the nursing staff generally gets
breakfast before going on the ward.”

“This hospital has poor industrial relations. In particular, the cook is
on a go slow.” There was a chuckle in John’s voice.

“The management should take more care of the workforce. It does not
do to displease the cook.”

“I haven’t displeased her – as far as I know.”
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“Some person certainly has.”
I walked on and descended to the kitchen. There I found Tom looking

hung-over and grim over a big mug of black coffee. Marjorie was poking
at a sizzling pan with a slice. She gripped a smouldering Rothmans
between grimacing white teeth. She saw me standing in the door.

“Get your own, would you?”
“Hi John” muttered Tom “It’s another beautiful sunny Sunday

morning, as you can see.”
“I only want cereal” I said, walking towards the Welsh dresser. “Can

I get you some?”
“I bought the fucking cereal” said Marjorie, in a menacing voice.
“Oh. Sorry.” I halted in confusion. Marjorie threw the slice onto the

top of the Aga, tapped her fag ash onto the floor, then tripped over to me
and threw her arms around me.

“You, lover, can have anything you want. Including cereal.” She
stepped back again. “That sponging Yankee disappointment has to get his
own.”

“Marjorie, my back hurts. I can’t walk to the shop.”
“Translation: I have a hangover from drinking an entire bottle of

Southern Comfort which I purchased with my last remaining funds, and
now I am hungry.” Marjorie took an expansive draw on the fag, and blew
smoke out of her nose at Tom. It was a message Tom certainly read loud
and clear.

“I can’t go right now.”
“So for how much longer must I put up with your smelly feet under

my table?”
There was no answer from Tom. The pan started to smoke. “The

fucking bacon!!!!!” exclaimed Marjorie. I crept to the dresser and retrieved
the cornflake packet, then looked surreptitiously around for a bowl. I
feared the rage now directed at Tom. I dreaded turning into Tom!

Marjorie banged three plates on the table, and dished out bacon and
greasy runny eggs. “John, my darling. Would you be terribly kind, and
take those upstairs?” “Uh huh.” I left the corn flakes and bowl, and quickly
picked up the plates of fried breakfast, balancing the third one on my
forearm. Marjorie’s voice rose to a piercing shriek “GET OUT OF MY
KITCHEN!” I involuntarily quickened my pace, but it was Tom whose
lumbering form found unsuspected reserves of energy and propelled
himself past me, almost knocking the precariously balanced third breakfast
onto the stairs.

Halfway up, I met John coming down. “Is there a problem?” he
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enquired as he stood aside. “Um, I think she’s...” but he was not really
wanting an answer. Reaching the drawing room, I laid the plates on the
oval glass coffee table. Della leaned forward from the sofa, her blue
Chinese silk robe, all she was wearing, fell open a little way. I only
glimpsed the large breast, the blue-black of her skin a shade darker than
the robe but Della noticed my quick glance, and looked haughtily
displeased. “Why have you brought three breakfasts?”

“Don’t know.” I was tempted to enquire if Doctor Sausage might
need the one breakfast apparently surplus to requirements. “Isn’t Marjorie
joining you?”

“Oh! Is she?” Della had not thought of that. I turned to go, but John
and Marjorie came through the door before I could exit, one after the
other. Marjorie caught me and flamboyantly threw her arms around me
again. “John, my lovely, divine, delicious. What are you having?” She
paused, then added archly, “for breakfast, that is.”

“Oh I’ll just get some corn flakes.” She let me go.
“Don’t be long. We so like having breakfast all together, afterwards.”
“Afterwards” made it, I thought as I went back downstairs again, a bit

like some sort of sport. As if the game was over, and now we go back to
the way we were. But that wouldn’t happen, would it? I had probably had
sex with Marjorie less than half a dozen times by then, and John had been
screwing Della for a quite a while, I thought. What was the relationship
then? Would they swap back again? Would we all swap around? Somehow
I doubted it. Not that I wouldn’t have minded fucking Della, but I was
middle class, skinny and white, she was unclassifiable and black. I knew it
would never happen; whatever I had to give Della, it was not what she
wanted.

I came back with my cereal. Della and Marjorie were busy eating,
John had already finished, leaving more than half on his plate, and was
now holding forth on the themes he wanted to embrace in The Book.

“Stand on Zanzibar left very little room for optimism. I don’t know if
this new book should be lighter in tone.” Both women carried on eating;
Marjorie shrugged. I did have a thought on that, but if I had been wiser I
would have judged it better not to offer it. Benevolent Aliens...!

No sooner had the thought crossed my mind than it was out of my
mouth, only just relieved of the last spoonful of corn flakes. John, who had
not really been discussing, merely impromptu lecturing, now stopped, and
looked as if an unknown someone in the garden had shouted up at the
window. Both women stopped eating mid-mouthful, and looked first at
John, and then at me, waiting for the return shot. It did not come. My two
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stupid words hung like very improper laundry, swinging in the breeze. The
silence stretched out – my spoon crashed into the surface of the milk and
corn flakes, a dead ship only partially destroyed by re-entry, smashing into
the ocean. John resumed his lecture, as if nothing had happened.

In my darker moments I was convinced that I was there to be
humiliated. I was being humiliated by fucking the wife of the great writer
and he not caring at all. Indeed I felt John was laughing at my efforts to
satisfy the perverted alien sex goddess he lived with. I was being
humiliated by being treated as a naive unpublished (and probably
unpublishable) neophyte. I presumed too much in offering plot advice to
the master. I solemnly munched my remaining cereal absorbed in my
pitiful self.

Somehow the women had got an opening and were now engaging
John in a conversation about James Blish’s Cities in Flight. “No,” John
was saying, “I don’t think that was Jim’s intention at all. It’s an adventure
story, not a model for survival.” Della and John were off on a discussion of
the difference between a city and an ark-ship. Marjorie cleared the plates
and winked at me “See you downstairs.”

I followed her down the stairs into the kitchen. “You mustn’t let John
upset you, you know. He likes you really. Though I think interjections of
‘Benevolent Aliens!’ when he is thinking out loud might perhaps be ever
so slightly injudicious. What were you on about?”

“Oh, it was just an idea I had.”
“I had an idea too.” Marjorie then outlined a startlingly lewd scenario

involving herself, Della and me which that early on a Sunday morning I
found a bit too advanced. “Fucking Hell, Marjorie! I think you think about
sex more often than I do.” Marjorie threw her head back and laughed at the
top of her voice – she might have been heard half way over Hampstead
Heath. “Why shouldn’t I think about sex more than you?” She lodged her
arms around my neck and shoulders. “Anyway, I don’t think Della’s that
adventurous.”

“I thought they were just going at it straight. They were a lot of
pathetic jokes about a ‘Doctor Sausage’ when you were cooking
breakfast.”

Marjorie’s smile faded and darkened. “Shit! The slimy bastard. That
was a private joke we had just before we were married.”

“No copyright on erotic imaginings, I’m afraid,” I said sententiously,
shaking my head.

“Fuck off and do some work,” said Marjorie, turning her back on me.
Work meant writing. I was bashing out a grim tale of space, as I had
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been for a long time by this point. (This was the concept “The Mile Long
Spaceship on the Moon”, the mere mention of which in Ratfandom would
cause people to fall about helpless with mirth). When you only write in
your spare time, writing takes a long time anyway. It takes even longer
when your spare time has so much else to occupy it, like music, boozing,
sex and, lets not forget, reading SF. Plus Chris Priest got me a pop music
reviews column with Dicky Howett’s doomed local newspaper in Essex
which also needed a few hours out of my “spare time” each week. Using
that as a lever I got another similar column in a local paper in
Hertfordshire, and got albums to do freelance reviews, which occasionally
got published in the British Cream and Let It Rock. I am sure I should have
said “Thanks!” to Chris (and in case I didn’t: “Thanks Chris!”) but writing
columns on Top 40 singles depressed me. I got a lot of rubbish records
each week in the post and as a general rule less than half a dozen were
worth the plastic they were pressed on. However, whenever I attempted
any cogent criticism, Dicky Howett either censored it or toned it down.
This did me a favour I didn’t want. Smiles, praise and more junk records
from every record label press office in town, invites to press receptions,
free drinks. I was the guy who almost never said a cross word about any
company’s product. On weekdays John would complain that various folk
from record companies were ringing him up (and thereby interrupting The
Work) wanting me. I was actually out doing the day job – evicting
mortgage defaulters – did they but know it. And a lot of nights I was being
part of the social milieu, often at the regular “open house” nights.

I would come home from the City after a hard day’s work listing
absent payments on accounts and writing threatening letters, and doze in
my armchair (instead of immediately hammering out more descriptions of
people trapped in compartments in a huge unfinished space ship, with their
air running out) listening to John and Marjorie argue the toss in the
kitchen. Drink: we haven’t got enough of this nor enough of that. Marjorie
would be down there clad in old red slacks and big shapeless CND jumper,
marching up and down the kitchen floor, a glass of sherry in her hand,
gesticulating, giving orders disguised as preferences, John wearied from
whacking his IBM golf ball all day long, is worried and woolly headed and
getting steadily more exasperated, but acquiesces. He still wants to do
umpteen pages by seven o’clock and he might make it if he gets off now.
“John, can you get me twenty Rothmans?”

“Surely!” He whistles the younger of the two dogs, and they rush out
of the house for a few minutes’ freedom.

I am aware of all this but still dozing, without even a ritual curse upon
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Chris Priest passing my lips, slipping away into full sleep. Once, Roy
Kettle and a few others had slept in my room in that house, on the floor
mostly. So had Luise White, who had designs on King Rat and on that
particular night had launched an expeditionary attack.

“The mating of elephants,” John Brosnan, who had lain secretly
awake throughout, called it. “Christ, the earth moved!” I had slept like a
log, though some maintained I had sat up at a crucial point in the
proceedings, uttered the word “Fuck!” and fallen back into the bed and
even deeper sleep. The trouble with those Rat boys was you never knew
what to believe and what not. At least with the Brunners one knew arse
from tit, so to speak. (Mostly, it was arse.)

But I make an effort not to drift off completely, and rouse myself, run
a bath and transform my person. I become the well dressed seventies
hippy: green stars and stripes jeans and green appliquéd T-shirt. Decadent
youth. Even smoooth Chris Priest in his brushed denim jacket and shoulder
bag thinks I look more decadent every time he sees me.

These Open House nights attracted a few regulars such as Ted, a
fifty-ish lonely intellectual lecturer in something or other, who drank too
much, laughed too loud and bored everyone to tears. Gerry Webb and Ann
Keylock came quite often. Then there was Michael and Valerie: he a
teacher, folk musician and CND veteran, apt to be patronizing, and she an
editor for an educational magazine and a woman who long ago gave up
trying to do anything with her appearance. They were the sort of couple
who cooed “darling” and “ducks” at each other every five seconds, while
he openly flirted with every female who came near and she looked more
and more depressed and very often went home early with a headache.

But sometimes Jimmy Ballard would come by, or James and Judy
Blish. Tom Disch came once or twice, I think, Fred Pohl when he was in
London once, Brian Aldiss – and when they did John and Chris would
monopolize them in a corner, which irritated me somewhat, but no one, of
course, asked or cared what I thought. Indeed lots of people came whom I
no longer remember, charlatans, neurotic women, would-be poets, a
lesbian couple (a rarity in those days), a big Nigerian printer that Marjorie
fantasized about, and Marjorie’s son Christian, a very gay hairdresser.
Another regular was Marilyn, who was a lithe but large-chested girl, a
single mother to Annabelle. Marilyn was very attractive, but a bit scatter-
brained, and spoke with an unfortunate lisp.

It was probably her I was looking at, or at least her chest, when Chris
Priest sidled up. “Heard the new album?” I had to think which album he
might be talking about, but I didn’t have to think for very long: “Status
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Quo?”
“Yes!” he exclaimed with an idiot grin. This was the subject he was

most likely to be talking about, if he wasn’t talking about his novel or his
iniquitous publishers who kept him in penury. “They play – they are
utterly lost in the music!” He cross chops his hands deftly without spilling
his wine. “One feels that nothing would stop them – not even a power
failure!” He would then draw himself up to his full height, turn sideways
and face the room rather than me, appearing to stand on his heels. “Rossi
was talking once.....” I had no idea, without asking him directly, whether
he was talking about an actual conversation he had had with Francis Rossi
or whether he was just recounting an interview he had read. “..... blindly
about on stage as ever, collided in front of the kit. Parfitt collapsed
backwards across the drums and Rossi fell off the stage, nine feet down
into the audience.”

I knew how difficult it is to articulate the ecstasy of Rock’n’Roll and
while Status Quo might be seen as rather outmoded dinosaurs now, then
they were as good as any band to experience that ecstasy with. “Yeah,” I
found myself saying, “they are good. But they are a bit predictable. Will
they ever do anything different? Now the latest J Geils Band album......”

I might as well have been murmuring at the wind. The great young
hope of British Science Fiction had lost interest, his mind elsewhere.
Finally, he says “I must have a word with Jimmy before I go,” indicating
James Blish who was deep in conversation with John. Chris disappears. I
move on and sit on the floor with Marilyn and Christian. They are talking
about hair, while munching on nuts and savoury bits from the table.
Marilyn waves a hank of her long dark hair with its touch of auburn
continually under Christian’s nose, inviting his inspection.

“I don’t think you can frizz it very easily,” he says, guardedly.
“Oh well, I thorth I could geth this lovely black cath I know to frith it

a bit, and then I could get some gwoovy avi... er, aviat.. you know –
specs!” It was apparent to me, and I knew nothing about hair, that
Marilyn’s “Lady of Shallot” look would never be converted successfully to
enable her to assume an “Angela Davis” look. I think Christian certainly
knew that.

“Darling, it will never frizz, not in a million years.”
“He’th ever tho good,” says Marilyn, looking hurt.
“Who?”
“This black cath I wath telling you about. He used to work for

Sathoonth.” That was the wrong thing to say.
“Well, Jesus!” said Christian, his professional jealousy button now
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firmly pushed. “Those people don’t know anything. Any riff-raff can get
in there!”

“Well, I fanthied a gwoovy look.” Marilyn looked so hurt, as if she
might have burst into tears. I felt sorry, and tender towards her – anything,
indeed, that might further my long-term ambition to get those tits out. I
opened my big stupid mouth: “Me too. I want to look like the Jackson
Five.”

“You, dear” said Christian, giving me his full camp Monty. “You
look like the End of The Earth. You really do! Just look at those split
ends!”

“Split ends?” I didn’t even know what split ends were. I tried to have
smooth (if wavy) long brown hair, and I had carefully washed it on
purpose so it wouldn’t look, as it very often did, greasy. It looked fine to
me.

But my protestations were obviated by Marilyn who, having ceased
for a moment to be the centre of attention, charged back into the spotlight
by holding aloft a gnarled and bent cheeselet. “How thallic!!” she
announced. I and my split ends got up and wandered off.

In another room, the Brunner dope ceremony had begun. Actually, in
those antediluvian times we called it “Pot”. It was exceedingly good home-
grown stuff that John and Marjorie had christened “Hampstead Green”,
and for much of my sojourn in Nassington Road the plants that had
furnished this valued commodity were grown at the bottom of the garden
overlooking the railway embankment. But one day, while Marjorie,
assisted by the dogs, was out lavishing care and attention on some other
part of the garden, she observed a number of uniformed police clambering
over the railway. Generally, the only people who would see any plants at
the bottom of the garden without actually going down there would be
passengers on passing trains, and even if any passenger recognized them
for what they were, what of it? The likelihood of a member of Her
Majesty’s Transport Constabulary wandering about on the railway line had
never been considered.

In fact, these were local cops as became apparent when one of them
cleared a path though the plants to peer into the garden. “Excuse me,
Madam.”

A startled and somewhat concerned Marjorie regarded the policeman
through a blue cloud of exhaled Rothmans while the dogs settled back on
their haunches growling and uttering sporadic woofs, wanting to be given
a signal to bite the legs and arse of the intruder. The policeman sized them
up and gave them a stony eye. Marjorie was in her best gardening attire,
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check trousers, shapeless anorak with holes in it, and compared to the bulk
of the policeman, who looked like he lived on saloon bar pies, she looked
slight and vulnerable. But Marjorie’s secret weapon was her voice, and she
managed to say “Yes?” in her best cut glass tones, as if she was a
Victorian lady-of-the-manor addressing a smelly serf.

Actually she claimed to me later that she was ready to blurt out “Yes
officer, they are indeed cannabis plants. It’s a fair cop. I’m guilty!” but I
doubt myself if she would have done so. This was a woman who, if she
had never quite had the courage to sit in the road in front of trucks coming
out of Aldermaston, had nevertheless faced down officialdom in war-torn
Europe, and I think she was only slightly intimidated by a fat policeman
blundering about in her garden.

“A break-in has been reported three doors up, and we believe a
suspect has got away by running along this railway line. Have you seen
anything or anyone suspicious?” Even if Marjorie had not been engrossed
in her gardening, it’s unlikely she would have seen anyone on the line
since her view was obscured by the very cannabis plants that the copper
was standing in the middle of. So she could truthfully answer that she had
not seen anything, which she did, still in her most affected drawl, and the
policeman puffed back down the embankment without sparing a further
glance at the garden or the plants. But Marjorie was sufficiently unnerved
to start transplanting the pot to indoor containers in the attic as soon as the
coast was clear.

The Brunner dope ceremony consisted of John retrieving from his
safe a large old-fashioned sweet jar which contained the prepared
Hampstead Green, and then with due pomp cutting it with tobacco from a
packet of ready-rubbed Golden Virginia. (“Yes m’lud. Pipe tobacco.”) He
then divided up the whole in quarters, one of which he tamped into a
ghastly common or garden pipe, by which means he smoked his entire
share, leaving me or Tom to roll up the other three quarters as joints. If
there were any more than four of us in the room, the only one to get well
and truly stoned would be John; sharing the well-diluted and ill-smoking
joints meant you wouldn’t get more than the odd good hit. But no one
wanted to share John’s horrid gobby pipe, as he occasionally offered. I
can’t think why! Still, on a good night we could get stoned, rolling on the
sofas in the front room, telling bad jokes and listening to John Peel on the
radio. By about two in the morning, as often as not, we would become
ravenous and descend to the kitchen, where, if Luise had not beaten us to it
and devoured just about everything readily edible, Marjorie would cook
some simple but delicious Mediterranean repast the gorgeousness of which
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would be beyond description, before we all went to bed, to sleep.
It was on nights like that that I got on best with John. Stoned, John

dispensed with the reserve that was his habit, and talked about ideas for
stories, or reminisced about his and Marjorie’s days in CND, or his
adventures at Cons. You couldn’t get him to talk like that at all, usually.
Moreover, Pot was all John would ever take. My office in the City was
awash with speedy pills and stuff like amyl nitrate, which we called Snap,
as you had to break open a little thing like a sherbet saucer to inhale it, and
I would bring some of this back and offer it round when I had it, but John
never touched it. Marjorie, who on occasion swallowed speed in what even
I might regard as excessive quantities, told me that John had used
Benzedrine in the past, to help him meet deadlines. The implication was
that he had a bad time coming down off it. And then there was the living
object lesson that was Robin Farquharson.

Robin was one of John and Marjorie’s old CND buddies too, and he
was a chap of blinding genius, and certified madness. He had, among other
accomplishments (which were largely in the field of mathematics) pitched
a book to Allen Lane of Penguin who had bought it on his description
alone. It is forgotten now, and may well be out of print, but DROPPING
OUT was one of those seminal titles which defined an entire state of mind,
maybe even a generation’s state of mind. Robin wrote it in some
incredibly short period assisted by far too much speed which I assumed
was a contributing factor to his current residence in a large mental hospital
in Surrey. Or, at least, he was resident there when he hadn’t gone on the
lam from it. The first time I met him, accustomed though I was to decadent
personal hygiene having been in close proximity to various Ratfans, I
found Robin to be on a whole other level. It didn’t look as if he had
washed for an extended period, and it didn’t smell like it either.

He had appeared one day at the front door, having somehow walked
from Surrey and right through London (he had no money) and probably
slept in one or two unsavoury places and eaten some rather unsavoury
things along the way. He was very well-spoken and terribly polite, but
coated in filth over the substantial distance between head and foot.
Marjorie took one look at him and decided he had better have a bath and
borrow some old clothes.

Having ushered him into the bathroom, run a bath and removed his
clothing to the incinerator she went off to make dinner and get ready
before another evening “open house”. Thus, it was only two or three hours
later that she remembered Robin was somewhere about. On checking the
bathroom, he was not in evidence and finding the situation hilarious, she
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then went round the house, which was filling up with guests, roaring out
“Anyone seen a six-foot naked man?” at the top of her voice. Robin was
eventually discovered in John’s study, speed-reading books off John’s
shelves at a prodigious rate, quite oblivious to his naked state.

On that night, or possibly another like it, the whole house was roused
due to Robin being on the phone. There were a number of extensions, and
phone technology in those days was such that if one person picked up a
phone in one room, all the other phones clicked and tinkled in sympathy.
So it was that John lifted a receiver half asleep and heard:

“My name is Farquharson and I am the President of Camden...... Yes,
that’s right... Camden has declared UDI. I am the President....”

John hopped into his bath robe and headed downstairs to remind the
President that both he and the Brunner phone bill were mortal.

“Hello, operator... I want to put a call through to the United Nations
in New York.” Robin demanded imperiously. John shrieked “Robin, you
haven’t asked me if you could dial New York!”

“Hello. New York? I want to speak to the Secretary General of the
United Nations.”

“... and if you had asked me I should certainly have refused.”
“Bloody Americans!!” exclaimed Robin as he turned to look at John

at the same time as insouciantly depressing the hook and enunciating in his
Battle of Britain vowels, “Hello? Hello? Who am I speaking to? Who am
I? Farquharson, President of the newly independent Republic of Camden.”

“Robin, look old chap.” John was trying the reasoning approach now.
“Camden isn’t independent. It’s a London Borough.”

“What do you mean: there’s no such place?”
“I didn’t say there was no such place....”
“Impertinence, madam. I live here....”
“No you don’t!” said John, but Robin had his fingers on the hook

again.
“Operator? Get me the Washington Post. Failing that, the White

House.... and the Headquarters of the European Economic Community in
Brussels... and...”

Marjorie had now appeared on the scene, and sizing the situation up
at once, remembered that she still had some pills of Robin’s that he had
been prescribed by her doctor, but left behind when he was last reclaimed
by the Surrey hospital. Something needed doing fast, as John was losing it
and turning different colours as his rage and frustration heightened. How
though could she persuade Robin to take a pill? Well, why not just ask?

“Robin, would you like a pill?”
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“Monsieur Le President? Bonjour. Je suis la President de Camden....”
“Robin – why don’t I get you a drink? And you can have a pill?”
“Herr Chancellor? Goodentaag....”
“ROBIN!!! PUT THE FUCKING PHONE DOWN!!” Such was

Marjorie’s volume and John’s evident despair, Robin at last became aware
of his surroundings and relented. The phone went down with a single
Ting! and a long silence seemed to envelope the house. I was sitting on the
stairs, Luise was on her way back from the kitchen, several pirated
delicacies from the fridge in hand. We all stood in reverent silence as
Robin took his pill. Then we all went back to bed, even the President of
Camden, and in the morning, the rain was falling and the street signs still
read “London Borough of Camden” and the President was plain old Robin
again, starting at any knock on the door, knowing that that big male nurse
from the hospital would be here, any time now.

Actually, I cannot remember if Robin was always on the run when he
visited, or was legitimately discharged. I do remember the hot summer
Sunday when Marjorie decreed that we would eat dinner at a table in the
garden, and how we had a perfectly lovely meal, and how in the middle of
it, and also in the middle of a perfectly rational conversation John and
Robin were having about agents, publishers and the usual woes of writers,
Robin got up, walked down the lawn a short distance, dropped his trousers
and began energetically bashing his bishop. Marjorie, like the rest of us,
merely looked on not terribly surprised, but then sat back in her chair and
drawled, “Robin, I know my cooking is good. But not that good!”

The taking of pills in one form or another very often precipitated
drama in that house. Marilyn was a very nice girl really, but she had a few
problems which prevented her from sleeping – unless she took pills. But
then again, taking sleeping pills when you have a seven year old daughter
may not always be wise. John and Marjorie had found this out before.
Marilyn having no babysitter, they were happy for her to bring Annabelle.
When her bedtime came, the little girl could be put to bed in one of the
spare rooms.

But Annabelle did not always sleep the whole night through, and if
she woke up from a bad dream in a strange house, she quickly became
distressed. For this reason, John made a point of asking Marilyn not to take
any pills. Marilyn was not terribly good at listening, however. Moreover,
on this night Marilyn had crashed in the front room, and for some reason
had locked both the door into that room from the hall and the door from
the back stairs. Well, there was no figuring out Marilyn sometimes.

The inevitable then occurs: “Mummy!” It’s a very scared and
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frightened voice on the stairs. “Mummy, where are you?”
“I’m asleep,” I said to myself, well under the duvet in the massive

expanse of the bed in the Brunner master bedroom.
“Mummy, it’s dark!”
“I’m asleep,” said everybody else to themselves, rolling over in their

various beds.
“Mummy?”
“Shit!” says Marjorie, sitting up and reaching for the Rothmans. I

open my eyes then shut them again as she clicks her lighter.
“Mummmaayyyy!!” And this is too heart-rending to ignore. Marjorie

slips her robe on and goes out to comfort Annabelle. A disturbance across
the landing, and John leaves a well-stoned Della in bed. Annabelle refuses
to be dissuaded by Marjorie and proceeds downstairs. All three of them try
to get into the front room. John thumps on the hall door, shouts “Marilyn?”
very loudly, Annabelle wails, “Mummy! Mummy!” But no sound issues
forth from Marilyn.

John marches off downstairs to the kitchen and thence up the back
stairs to the other door to the front room. He bellows “MARILYN!!” and
slaps the door with the flat of his hand. Lights go up all over Hampstead,
but no sound can be discerned from inside the front room unless it be a
faint snore... with a lisp.

“MARILYN!!” Still nothing. So John stomps bumpety-bump back
down the back stairs, into the kitchen, up the front stairs, along the hall,
past Marjorie who is trying still to comfort Annabelle outside the front
room, and out through the front door. He is still wearing nothing but his
bathrobe. And it is the cold small hours of an Autumn night in North-West
London. The neighbours are now peering out, wondering what could
possibly be the matter.

“MARILYN!!”
This has become rather like the famous end titles on The Flintstones

by now, with John rapping on the front window while standing on the front
steps. Finally, he stomps down the steps out into the street and finds a
brick lying on the opposite side of the road. John picks up the brick, walks
back across the road and heaves it through the front window. Crash-tinkle-
tinkle it goes and then a loud scream, at last, from Marilyn who leaps from
her bed wrapping the sleeping bag around her, unlocks the hall door and
runs out, straight past Annabelle and Marjorie, going “Help! Help!” John
comes stomping up the front steps, and back through the front door, and
Marilyn jumps up and down going “John! John! Someone’s thrown a brick
through the window!”
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So how did it all end? Not the business with the brick and the
window. That ended in high words, and Marilyn taking herself and
Annabelle off in a taxi at five in the morning, leaving John to lament the
cost of the repairs to the window. No, what happened to this commune of
sex and science-fiction, freak-outs and free love?

Probably, it was my fault. I did indeed get to sleep with Marilyn. I
was, perhaps, a bit sneaky about it. I would go out with her straight from
work, and she stopped coming to Nassington Road. John had some designs
on Marilyn himself, Della having gone, and then come back and then gone
again. I knew there would be fall out when one evening at Marilyn’s
Fulham flat, she asked me to answer the phone when it rang, and I picked
it up only to find myself speaking to John.

Nothing was said directly about it, but it was soon after that, that
Marjorie announced at dinner one Sunday that she and John had decided to
look for a house in the country. Tom was long gone by this point, Luise
was about to go to Kenya – it felt like things were ending. I said as much
to Marjorie, and she simply shrugged her shoulders and smiled. She
showed me the sleeve for George Harrison’s classic album which was on
the stereo at the time – All Things Must Pass.

I answered an ad in the evening paper for someone to share a house in
Stoke Newington. By this time Roy Kettle had left South Kensington for a
distinctly insalubrious bit of Hackney, and Stoke Newington was only five
minutes on the bus from there. Seemed like a good idea, even though by
then my philandering ways had caused controversy in Ratfandom as well.

Within a couple of years both James Blish and Robin Farquharson
were dead – Robin died tragically in a fire at the squat where he was
staying in Kentish Town. Unsurprisingly, I never finished the novel about
the mile-long spaceship on the moon. I kept on writing record reviews, but
to less and less success, and it all petered out eventually. Although I still
write this and that, the only book I ever got published professionally was a
short treatise on the Taxation of Lloyd’s Underwriters in the 1980s. (And
that’s both out of print and even longer out of date.) It has never been quite
the glittering literary career I dreamed of, or that John and Marjorie
believed I might be capable of.

That’s very much my fault, and in no way reflects on them. I lack
application, as my Teachers had said long before. In many ways, life under
John Brunner’s roof now looks like a lost Elysium, but that is to rewrite
history. We had fun, and in the early seventies, having fun was more
important than most things. But there were tensions and arguments as there
always will be when a number of people live in one house, however large.
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Had I gone ahead and actually written a novelization, I would have been a
lot more graphic and said a great deal more about the arguments and bad
behaviour, and for those in the know, that might have been surprising. But
I realize now that it does not do to speak ill of the dead, as otherwise the
good that men do really does die with them.

The stories I’ve recounted here, I hope, will be seen as an honest and
amusing attempt to convey what it was like. As I said in the introduction
for the earlier piece in 1985, there is no malice in it.

This piece is dedicated to John & Marjorie Brunner with fond
memories, love and respect.

53 Nassington Road – a recent [2007] photograph
by Jim Linwood.

John Hall explains: The picture shows the place very well. But the “attic”
window with the curved top, right at the top of the house, wasn’t there in
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my day. That was the loft (where the pot plants went) and presumably
that’s been converted since the place was divided into flats. My room was
the window underneath that new one, the master bedroom was underneath
me, the front room is the one at ground level and below that, not visible
from the road, was the kitchen. Above the front door, the first-floor
window was the bathroom, and the second-floor window was a little
kitchen for my use originally, but since I ate downstairs mostly, it was
converted into a storeroom during my time there.

At the back on my floor was Marjorie’s dress-making room and
office, and Luise White’s room. Below, same floor as the master bedroom,
was John’s office (very large – more of a library) and another two
bedrooms. On the ground floor at the back was the drawing room (where
the soirées were mostly held) another very large room and down below,
during my time, the kitchen was extended into a garden room, creating a
kitchen diner, with patio windows giving access to the garden.

John and Marjorie bought this entire place in 1957 or 8, I think for
peanuts in today’s money – a couple of thousand pounds? – if that, and did
it up themselves. They sold it soon after I left for what then was a massive
profit to a developer, who made another massive profit. What do you think
those flats go for now? £300-400K? Probably.

Prolapse #7 (June 2007) ed. Peter Weston
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Episodes from a Journey
These are episodes from a journey through (mostly) Chinese Central Asia
undertaken in 1988. The journey proper started from Gilgit in Pakistan and
went via the Karakoram highway to Kashgar in Xinzhiang Autonomous
Region, China at the western edge of the Taklamakan Desert, then on to
Urumchi, capital of Xinzhiang, in the northwest. Then we went by train
through what is erroneously called the Gobi Desert (since there isn’t a
single Gobi desert, but rather a number of desert depressions surrounded
by arid hills and plains) with various stops and excursions to Lanzhou in
Gansu province. In an unplanned extension we went on by train from there
to Xian in Shaanxi province, ancient Chinese capital and home to the
“Terracotta Army”, before setting foot on an aircraft again.

On the journey besides myself were a group of sixteen, assembled in
the UK by a company that organized treks of this sort. Among the sixteen
were my wife, Julia Stone, mother-in-law Barbara Stone and her friend
and colleague Valentine Downe. The group “leader” was Christine, who
was French, married to an academic living and working in Cambridge
where she taught Chinese language and history. She was one of those
people whose attainments rather overawed me, holding as she did three
degrees, and speaking her native French and English, and Mandarin and
Cantonese and Japanese and Hindi and Urdu and Farsi and Arabic – that I
knew of. But she could be very fixed in her views and, I thought, a bit too
uncritical of the Chinese authorities and their version of Communism.

This was after the death of Mao and the fall of the Gang of Four, but
before the Tiananmen Square massacre. It was a time of change in China,
but with the old ways still much in evidence – uniformity of dress, few
consumer goods and foreigners such as ourselves carefully escorted and
watched by a succession of “guides”. But the first episode takes place in
Pakistan:

Episode 1:

We had left Gilgit in a Karakoram Highway Tour Bus – we knew this
because it was written on the side in big letters. It was also emblazoned
with what I assumed was the same information in Urdu, and carried many
other inscriptions and prayers in ornate script on more or less every flat
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surface of the “bodywork”. It was, in fact, a long flatbed rigid truck roofed
over in clear plastic and sheet metal. The seats were hard plastic benches.
It was a very uncomfortable ride, as the bus rolled alarmingly at every
bump and dip in the road, and the suspension of the thing had been beefed
up rather than loosened, in order to cope with the vicissitudes of the
highway’s surface. The Karakoram Highway was, and very likely still is, a
two-lane blacktop without the benefit of a white line. It had been built over
a long period of time with help from Chinese engineers spasmodically
from the early seventies, not, as is claimed still by the Chinese, to open up
travel and trade between Pakistan and China, but to enable the Chinese
military to carry out a rapid flanking movement in any future conflict with
India. Since the Soviet invasion of Afghanistan, the road had a strategic
importance to the US, and it was American money that paid for the elite
corps of Pakistan Army Engineers, who maintained it as far as the Chinese
border. We very soon found out why that maintenance was so vital.

Geologically, the Himalayas, the Karakorams, the Hindu Kush, the
Kun-Lun and Tien-Shan mountains are the youngest on the planet. Being
so youthful, they move about a lot. I am not speaking here simply of
seismic events, but also of the action that weather and water have on them.
The rocks in many areas are unstable and unweathered – and they fall.
Sometimes, small pebbles at great heights fall and hit larger pebbles, and
these fall and hit loose rocks, and these fall and hit big boulders, and then
you have a landslide. This does not happen just once, and then everything
comes to rest, but over and over again, so that whole sides of mountains
start to move and keep moving like a river of rock and stone and dust for
days. Some thirty miles or so from Gilgit, our travails on the Karakoram
Highway Tour Bus were to be curtailed by just such a phenomenon. Not
that it was apparent. I had been clinging on to my plastic bench by the
fingertips, looking backwards at Mount Rakaposhi towering over 7,500
metres and beyond it twinkling in the clear icy blue sky, what I was sure
was the distant peak of K2, which, if I was right, was a massive 8,600
metres. Flying up to Gilgit we had passed underneath another huge
mountain, Nanga Parbat, the only time I have ever been on an aircraft with
a mountain above us. I was mesmerized by these big mountains, gasping at
the plumes of snow that the roaring wind blew off their summits, like a
banner, while we insignificant beings complained of heat and dust in their
shadow. My attention was drawn to the traffic jam ahead. I was not much
interested.

We had joined a queue of overladen trucks and over-occupied cars.
There was nothing to see except the river, a tributary of the Indus, maybe a
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hundred feet below us at the side of the road; a shallow fast-flowing broad
body of water whose waters, I was sure, would be mostly icy cold melt
water, though they looked brown and dirty. The bus was now at a
complete standstill with the engine off. Christine and the driver went off to
investigate. We waited, I stayed locked on to the distant peaks, and we
ignored a party of men in slightly different dress, with flat round caps on,
all of them bearded, who had walked between the stationary trucks and
now stood gazing at us much as I was gazing at the mountains.

Christine and the driver returned, and simply said the road was
blocked. I don’t know why, but we just assumed that whatever the
blockage was, we would be waiting until it was removed. The driver began
a long discussion with the party of beardies. At length, there was much
slapping of outstretched hands and smiles. Plainly a deal had been struck,
but I could not figure out in respect to what. One of the beardies asked the
driver, who then asked Christine, where we were from. Britain, she said,
we are British. The beardie smiled very broadly, revealing beautiful teeth.
He laughed and spoke rapidly to the driver, the driver relaying to
Christine: “He says his grandfather killed many British soldiers.” This was
not entirely reassuring to us. Then suddenly we took note of our backpacks
and other luggage being rapidly stripped off the roof. It was an alarming
moment.

But Christine now vouchsafed what was going to happen. She
informed us of the landslide which, she said, was still going on. On the
other side of it was a similar queue of vehicles that had been coming the
other way. The plan was that, as the truck drivers were already doing, we
would transport ourselves and our belongings on foot around the slide, and
swap with vehicles now stuck on the other side. Our jaws dropped at this
innovation, as we wondered in our Western way how and when the
rightful owners of these vehicles would reclaim them. Perhaps they never
would – it did not seem to bother anyone. (In fact, the bus and lorry drivers
just swapped passengers and loads.) Christine said that these kind Pathan
gentlemen (for that is who the beardies were) would be carrying our
luggage. We wondered why, since most of it was backpacks, we couldn’t
carry it ourselves, particularly since the Pathan gentlemen, however kind,
were surely going to be requiring a chunk of rupees at the conclusion of
their labours.

But when Christine had casually mentioned how we would go around
the slide on foot, we had not considered what that would involve. We had
to get down to the river, and walk along its margin. This would entail
descending from the road by a tiny path previously picked out by goats.
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Indeed, as we found very soon after we began, the path was indiscernible
and so steep that we had to cling to rocks or to scraggy bits of bush where
rocks were unavailable. They were the only things, we thought, preventing
us from tumbling base over apex into the icy torrent below. Eventually we
decided to abandon all pretense of dignity, and slide down on our behinds.
Having decided on this course of action, I sat behind Julia, holding on to
her T-shirt, and whistled the Indiana Jones theme by way of
encouragement. But this only earned me fearfully foul abuse which I was
quite glad that the uprightly pious locals could not understand. The further
we slid, Julia’s filthy language was no more than in keeping with the state
of our clothes, as dust flew up around us in great clouds. Occasionally one
could discern some other member of the party clinging fearfully to a clump
of grass, or a tribesman running barefoot and upright down the slope with
a sixty-pound rucksack on his head, but mostly we were in a world of dust
that only cleared when we arrived sore, torn and indescribably filthy at the
bottom.

Valentine had taken care of Barbara’s descent by turning around and
descending with her face to the rocks, enabling her to use her arms and
legs and getting Barbara to hang on to her arm. Valentine enjoyed a
challenge, and was not particularly mindful of her dignity, so had enjoyed
the experience – she was also a good deal cleaner than Julia and myself.
Barbara, despite having been in the army throughout the war and inured
thereby to various hardships, was still of a mind to have an inquest into
whose bloody stupid idea this trip was (mine), which inquiry she renewed
at various times all the way to Beijing.

Having got down, we took stock of our situation. The margin between
the slope and the water was quite broad and composed of level water-
smoothed stones. Valentine thought that Julia and I might benefit from a
dip in the water first, but I put my hand in it and concluded I’d rather stay
dirty. As I suspected, it was teeth-numbingly cold, though now that we
were closer to it, we could see the water was clear and clean. Julia’s jeans,
the only pair she had brought, had torn in some embarrassing spot, and she
was, to put it mildly, extremely cross about this. She had a safety pin,
fortunately. We walked on, overtaken every few yards by a local with
something apparently unfeasible balanced on his head. Soon we began to
meet people coming the other way and looking back up to the road could
see more people coming down the steep slope, including women in
burkhas or tribal dress, children and men carrying suitcases tied up with
string, irregularly shaped parcels wrapped in brown paper, and huge
holdalls brimming with, well, stuff. They were all walking upright, I noted.
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What wimps we were.
Ahead was a tall line of dust that met the water. I could only see

people going into and coming out of the dust, but I was pretty sure they
were running. I could not think why. As we drew closer Christine came
running up from behind. “You must be careful,” she said, as she ran past.
“What’s the problem?” I called after her – but she was too far ahead
already. Then I saw a rock – quite a big rock, perhaps the size and shape of
a large console TV – and it was airborne. Slowly, it tumbled over in the
dust-laden air and hit the water with a mighty splash. Only now did the
awful truth dawn on me – we had to cross the landslide, which was still
moving. Christine had simply said it was still going on – the reality was a
river of dust stones and rocks falling from somewhere way above the road.
The road having been blasted out of the side of the mountain, the dust
stones and rocks were falling onto it, then bouncing off into the river gorge
we were now in. The road was blocked by a great pile of this material,
which moved and added to the downward momentum as it was
continuously struck from above.

“Good morning!” called a cheery Pathan, with three bags of cement
on his head as he ran past going the other way and evidently was seized by
a desire to practice his English as he went. “Morning,” I replied as
courteously as I could muster, but he was already gone. A big shard of
some rock or other whizzed across the top of my scalp so close I could feel
its passage through the air. I called to Julia and the others to all join hands
with me and we would all run in line abreast. But Julia declined, Barbara
said flatly she couldn’t run that fast, and Valentine stated that she thought
we would do better to run through it one at a time. Christine came running
back through the dust to meet us. She had a bandanna of some sort over
her face, and urged us to do likewise. Though we had not expected to be
needing them so soon, we had been warned back in the UK about sand and
the necessity to keep as much as possible of it out of our lungs, so we all
had big cloths and hankies stuffed into our pockets and we quickly
wrapped our mouths and noses.

“I will run with Barbara,” said Christine.
“No, you won’t,” said Barbara
“Please just do it,” said Christine. She grabbed Barbara’s arm and ran.

We stopped looking at each other and ran after them both. We climbed
onto the moving mass of pebbles and small rocks and kept going, trying
not to slip. A football-sized rock came bouncing along from my right, and
I skidded to a halt to let it pass in front of me, comically flailing my arms
so that I would not fall backwards, then jumped forward and dived into an
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impenetrable cloud of dust. Unable to see a thing, I just ran another half
dozen steps, and then I was in the daylight again. I took off my bandanna,
wiped my glasses on my trousers, and looked around. Julia was standing in
the sun, dust-covered from head to foot, apart from her lower face and
circles of pink skin visible around her eyes. She did not look pleased to see
me. “You bastard!” she said.

Christine ran back again through the dust cloud to round up others of
our party. The four of us walked on wordlessly in the sun. Above us, more
great icy peaks reached into the blue of heaven. Now we had to climb back
up to the road, but fortunately this was a bit easier than coming down,
since a stream had carved a little gorge into which we could climb and
from there we saw a small bridge carrying the road. We could scramble
around the pier of the bridge back up. As I was coming up, an inverted
three-piece suite with four barefoot pairs of legs protruding was coming
down, at speed. “Salaam alaikum,” said an armchair as it went by. I was
out of breath, and just waved.

Episode 2:

We boarded the train in Urumchi. It was a big steam thing, reminiscent of
US Steamers, but a train buff among the party assured us its design was
Russian, though probably built at the Chinese railway works at Harbin.
The coaches were very spartan – there were two classes of
accommodation: “Hard” and “Soft”. We were in soft, which had individual
compartments with bunks. We thought these bunks would or should
convert to seats, but we were wrong. You sat on the edge of your bunk or
stayed in it. They had pillows that were filled with dried peas. Not my idea
of soft, but in hard, you had no pillow at all, just the same wooden seat you
had likely sat on all day. There were little electric fans on pivots in the
ceiling of the compartment – one did not work, the other worked but made
an extremely unpleasant noise. Luckily the weather was not so hot as to
require them much. Each compartment was provided with thermos flasks
of hot water. People drink hot water in China, even when it is boiling
outside. They do of course have tea, but that is usually just leaves in the
hot water. I had found in Kashgar that if you asked for “Hindoostan Chai”
you might get something approximating what a poor British soul might
regard as tea, but never with milk.

The train moved a bit faster than Indian ones, but not by much. The
smell of coal and the bionic rhythm of the rails gave us broad smiles and
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we all reminisced about trains that used to be. Our first intended stop was
Yiwanquen, where we would leave the train and go by road to Turfan. The
train stopped at heaven knows how many places between Urumchi and
Yiwanquen. While there was food served on board, most people preferred
to get out at each station and buy stuff from vendors on the platform. One
particular delicacy of those parts was a sort of deep-fried locust, in a
glazed batter, on a stick. Little kids screamed the walls down if refused
these. Being vegetarian was a trial. We needed a translator, usually, to
explain what food we wanted. We usually got boiled rice and not a lot else.
If you wanted the loo, you walked down the corridor to a little
compartment, just like trains have in the UK. Once inside, however, there
was a tap and square hole in the floor, and that was that. I thought it must
be a Hard Class loo, so I ventured further afield to see if I could find the
Soft Class loo. I headed toward the restaurant car, through hard class
proper. People were perfectly friendly, but exceeding curious. Westerners
were a rarity and we stood out like circus clowns in our bright T-shirts and
multi-pocketed trousers in various colours. We were adrift in a sea of blue
Mao suits, the only exceptions being the children, who were dressed up
like Christmas presents. Everybody chewed nuts and spat. The floor in
Hard Class crunched under your feet as you made your way over solidified
nutshells and gob. I never found the Soft Class loos, but the restaurant car
was interesting. All the tea etc. was served in cool enamel mugs with lids,
usually emblazoned with a big red star or a picture of Mao, though he had
been dead more than ten years. Food, too, was eaten off plates that had
lids. All the food was prepared in a space hardly bigger than the toilet it
was directly adjacent to. It took all day to get to Yiwanquen.

From there our party boarded a small fleet of big Japanese 4x4s and
headed off to the Turfan depression, so called because it is a big rift and
Turfan actually lies below sea level, at about the same elevation as the
Dead Sea. Surrounded as it is by the Gurbofung Gobi, the Fire Mountains,
and the Taklamakan, Turfan is both remote and one of the hottest places
on Earth.

So after our long day on the train, we looked forward to a meal and a
good night’s rest before the rigors of the onward journey. And it seemed,
as we crested a big sandy hill, that we were in luck. There was a six-storey
tower of a hotel, in a curious pink concrete, glowing against the setting
sun. We noted as we got closer that the desert was reclaiming what had
plainly been laid out gardens, and a large fountain and pool held nothing
but sand and empty Coke cans. There were no porters or bellhops to help
unload or carry our gear, but we cheerfully carried it in ourselves to a
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huge, tiled, cool, reception area. There were many signs in German, we
noted, and supposed that even here some great Rhineland tour company
had an outpost. Behind the polished expanse of timber that was the desk,
stood two young girls, rigidly still with eyes wide. Our “guide”, who had
travelled in the front of the foremost 4x4 smoking roll-ups and carrying on
some sort of monologue – the driver had not taken a great part in the
discourse anyway – now began yelling at the girls. Christine chipped in
with something additional. The girls, on hearing this, looked at Christine
as if she had that moment stepped from an interstellar craft of unknown
origin. Christine collected our passports and the girls bestirred themselves
and handed out cards which we were presumably to fill in and thereby
register, but they were entirely in Chinese. We muttered, scratched our
heads, peered at the characters and dotted lines. We asked Christine. “Put
down what you like, where you like,” she advised. “They can’t read it
anyway, and nobody in these parts speaks any English. Mr. Tang here” –
she indicated the “Guide” – “has recently replaced the previous official,
who at least spoke German.” She gave a very Gallic shrug.

We did as indicated, and presently were issued big brass keys
attached to plastic discs with western numbering. We trudged off to find
our rooms. We got into the lifts, which were standing with the doors open.
We pressed buttons and waited...and waited... and nothing at all occurred.
The doors did not shut, the girls behind the desk shuffled the cards we had
all filled in, and no one came to pick up our gear. Mr. Tang looked
curiously at the poor foreign devils standing in the lifts as he went by
carrying his shiny briefcase on his way to the stairs.

The penny dropped, we trooped out of the lifts, hefted our packs and
started up the stairs. Julia and I were on the top floor. In the corridor, all
the panels in the suspended ceiling had been removed to expose the air
conditioning. Plainly it was not working. A plastic hose hung down at one
point, slowly dripping water onto the carpet. Judging by the soggy carpet,
it had been doing that a very long time. We found our room and inserted
the key in the door – there was no need, the door was not locked. Inside
was an ordinary western hotel room, twin beds and a small bathroom. The
loo did not flush, the tank being innocent of water. Washing one’s hands
afterwards was likewise not a possibility. Our dark suspicions were
confirmed about the shower as well. Since we had already spent one night
in an army barracks, these were trifling deprivations, but we were,
admittedly, a tad downhearted. We lay on our beds, and found the covers
harboured a fine layer of sand. This drew our attention to the fact that there
was no glass in the window above the door. On investigation, I found that
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sand was blowing in through the roof somehow, and that it had
presumably done in the air conditioning as a consequence.

Undeterred, we set out again for the restaurant, but we could not lock
the door to our room. The key was quite useless. I suspected that the lock
was full of sand. We left our belongings and hoped for the best. We had
become convinced that our party, Mr. Tang and the drivers were the only
guests in this enigmatic establishment. Christine stood at the door to the
restaurant receiving questions and complaints and making excuses in
response: the hotel had not been open long; a German company built it and
ran it until they lost patience with not being paid by some distant
bureaucratic hive in far off Shanghai; they had not trained the staff
properly; it wasn’t the staff’s fault; etc. Christine’s inclination always to
favor the Chinese, particularly the poor peasant at the sharp end, was very
much in evidence, and perhaps she was right. But then there was dinner.

As in Kashgar and Urumchi, we were seated around big round tables
with revolving “Lazy Susan” middles. At length, staff brought food and
placed it on the revolving section. We seized our chopsticks and prepared
to dive into whatever came around. Except we didn’t. It wasn’t just the
vegetarians either. The various bowls contained things unidentifiable and,
for the most part, cold. I couldn’t even see any rice. One bowl proved on
examination to be a sort of couscous. Cold couscous. There was a big jug
with leaves and stalks sticking out. I tried to bite into one, but it was like
trying to eat the branch on a tree. Perhaps it was a table decoration – who
could tell? Someone discovered dates; we ate the lot in nothing flat. Then,
in triumph, big tureens were borne aloft from the kitchen. Each had the
head and tail of a fish sticking out. With ceremony and smiles, they were
placed on the tables. Each tureen carried an entire fish. Entire, in the sense
that nothing had been removed. Guts, bones and skin were, as far as could
be ascertained, still present. Each fish lay in a stock so thin that the only
way that it would have been possible to determine the difference between
it and hot water would have been by laboratory testing. On Christine’s
table someone asked what it was. Christine carried on a brief conversation
with those of the waiting staff who had Mandarin. The conclusion was that
it was fish soup.

Replete with dates and cold couscous, we retired to our sandy room,
barricaded the door with our backpacks, and prepared to sleep the sleep of
the just. I came awake to rhythmic banging and a strange light in the room.
The noise was the door, trying to blow open and being resisted by the
backpacks. The light was the sun, as filtered through grains of sand
suspended in the air and the sliding doors onto the balcony outside. I
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started to cough. Julia woke and started to cough also. Like a pair of
consumptives we rose and staggered about, looking at our watches. It was
8:30 a.m. Beijing time – probably only around half past four in reality.
There were no time zones in China. All official time was Beijing time,
around four hours ahead of where we were. We tried to close the door, too
dopey to think straight; else we would have realized that the absence of
any division between inside and outside above the door would mean that
the wind was coming in whatever we did. Giving up, I sat on the
backpacks and looked out through the window. When we arrived I had not
paid much attention to the view, just sandy hills and rocks. Now I realized
that I couldn’t see them. Also, the sky was turning a sort of purple, like a
bruise. In a blinding flash of intuition, I thought to myself, “Oh, right. This
must be a sandstorm!”

With great presence of mind we retired to the bathroom, hauled the
backpacks in with us and locked the door. The room door, now liberated,
flew open and the wind howled in, so that even the bathroom door rattled.
Julia sat on the loo, while I sat in the shower. Sand came under the
bathroom door in long fingers, moving on the tiles of the floor, like
tentacles of something desperate to reach us. “No breakfast this morning
then,” said Julia, glumly surveying the sandy tentacles. Then the light went
out. In my time I have slept in baths, but I think that was the only time I
have slept in a shower. When the wind noise and external banging and
crashing subsided some hours later, we eased our aching bones out straight
and peered around the bathroom door. The power was not back on, but
daylight shone through, not least from the rooms across the way, whose
doors and windows were hanging off. I could see a sand dune covering a
bed in one of them. The clothes we had been wearing the night before,
which we had carelessly left lying on a chair, were gone except for, most
fortuitously, my Rohan trousers, which had taken up residence atop the
window. We had been sleeping in our underwear and T-shirts. Julia was
moved to observe that so far on this trip she had got through a pair of
jeans, a wrap and a skirt, and had not seen anything meriting the
description of a shop in thousands of miles. Our boots and shoes lay like
little sandcastles in a corner of the room, needing only a paper flag to
recall the beach at Swanage where we used to take our holidays when I
was a kid. Making ourselves as presentable as we could, with Julia now in
her last skirt, and with our bandannas covering our faces, we started off
down the corridor like the bad guys sneaking up on the good guys, hoping
to meet some of our fellow travellers. At the end, by the lifts, was a guy
called Bob cross-legged on the floor, wrapped in a couple of sheets, rather
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reminiscent of Lawrence of Arabia at a feast in Faisal’s tent. He told us
that his girlfriend was in a cupboard opposite, too afraid to come out.
There was the sound of a very loud conversation drifting up the stairs. This
proved to be Mr. Tang, haranguing some poor local perhaps on the
unacceptable standard of the weather in these barbarian parts, or maybe on
an abstruse point of party doctrine – it was difficult to tell. Maybe his
briefcase had blown away. Everyone stood in at least a quarter-inch of
sand, and it was still blowing in through windows and doors.

Passing Mr. Tang and the others, we trudged down the stairs, arriving
back in the lobby. Here, no one had thought to lock the doors and sand was
blasted over the walls and furniture. We looked in the restaurant, more in
hope than expectation, and found a number of our party, including
Christine, drinking tea – that is, leaves and water. We joined them, but we
soon found that food was out of the question, There was probably a sand
dune in the kitchen now, though that probably wouldn’t have affected what
came out of it too much.

Episode 3:

We arrived back at Yiwanquen three days after we had left the train there.
The train from Urumchi arrived around eight in the evening – later than
when we arrived, and I thought it was late then. We had the most amazing
moonlit view of the desert and in the distance snow-capped mountains,
puffs of smoke from the engine making them appear and disappear. It was
a hot night, and the compartment we were in this time had no fans at all.
We could open the window a bit, but the powers that be had decided that
Soft Class should be “entertained” as the rest of the train, with non-stop
tinny pop music from Hong Kong.

Mindful as I was of the consequences of being caught committing an
act of criminal damage in a totalitarian state, I nevertheless felt compelled
to do something about the little speaker directly above my ear on the top
bunk. Had I not had a little screwdriver blade in the Swiss Army knife I
was carrying, I would have gone insane. It took me an age to unscrew the
grille, stopping every time someone went by in the corridor outside (no
blinds on the windows – not in China), then cut through the wires to the
speaker, and then screw the grille back up. But when I was done, I still
couldn’t sleep.

Xinzhiang had once been known, in the days of Empire, as Chinese
Turkestan. Even as late as the 1890s, it was a large blank on the map and
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blanks on the map were a matter for grave concern in the Calcutta
corridors of power. A blank on the map could harbour an entire Russian
division. The struggle between Britain and Russia for control of India’s
northwestern approaches was the main reason for expeditions being sent
there, even though both Russia and Britain had previously guaranteed to
refrain from trespassing on the Chinese Empire’s territory. But, in fact,
China only possessed the territory by a historical default.

A hundred years before the common era, Romans believed the silk
that got traded through the many markets of the near east grew on trees,
somewhere in a country then called Balkh, now part of Afghanistan. In
China, the first Han empire had only recently learned of countries they had
never previously suspected the existence of. Furthest and largest of these
was Li-Jien – Rome. Both empires were at least as inward looking as the
other, but through the intermediate kingdoms and empires that lay
between, an organized trading network became established. Silk and spices
and pottery went west. Glass, armor and leather goods went east. In the
nineteenth century, Baron Ferdinand von Richthofen named this network
of routes “The Silk Road”. China had conquered most of the territory west
from Xian in order to expel the Huns, nomadic warriors who preyed on
trading caravans and threatened the approaches to Xian. It was to keep
them out that the first of a number of “Great Walls” was built. The Huns
were driven further west and still later became a nuisance to Persia and
Rome. Later still, China was threatened from the south, by the Tibetans
who for a time forged their own empire right across the deserts and up into
what we now call Siberia.

But over hundreds of years, China beat the Tibetans back and
subjugated them. When Buddhism reached Tibet, around the turn of the
tenth century, Tibetans had given up on war and empire. Islam came from
the west and the Turkic peoples of Central Asia (hence Turkestan) threw
off Chinese rule for a time and were ruled instead by Caliphs, successors
to Genghis Khan (who had avoided the deserts), in Samarkand and even
Baghdad. But the imperatives of trade led the Caliphs to concede territory
and their peoples once again fell under Chinese dominion. Chinese rule
was distant and largely benign, and nobody troubled the empire, if the
empire did not trouble them.

It was still like this when the Swedish explorer Sven Hedin rode
roughshod over British officialdom and into these nominally Chinese
backwaters in 1890. On his second expedition in 1895, Hedin crossed the
Taklamakan desert, from Kashgar to the southeast, with the vague notion
of going on to Tibet in that direction. The Taklamakan desert is probably
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the highest above sea level of any desert in the world, and the hottest. An
entire river, the Daria, rises in the Kun-Lun mountains, enters the
Taklamakan and evaporates. The perpetually shifting sands have covered
and uncovered many oasis towns and settlements over millennia. Their
ruins lie there still covered by dunes, waiting for the wind to brush them
clean again. They nearly covered up Hedin. Only he and one porter
escaped alive.

A little later came Sir Aurel Stein. Though born in Hungary, he was
as eccentrically British as it is possible to imagine, accompanied by his
faithful bearers, not least of which was his Jack Russell terrier, Dash. No
matter what happened to his dogs, whether they met some awful fate or
died of old age, they were always called Dash and they went everywhere
he went. He excavated in the Taklamakan. That is, he dug into the sand,
which blew back again, then covered up what he had done the day before,
or last week, or last month. So he would dig it out again, and he went on
like this until he recovered enough finds, particularly old documents or
works of art, as he felt justified the effort in the first place. He finished by
taking a few glass photo plates of his diggings, and then he moved on.
How he achieved this can only be marvelled at, but this was a man who,
surveying a mountain at the northern edge of the Karakorams called
Mustagh Ata (“Father of Ice”), decided to see if it was possible to ride up
its fourteen thousand feet or so on the back of a yak. It was. Jolly good.

There were some Germans, a professor and a museum handyman who
calmly strolled around the region, stripping ages-old wall murals out of
caves, a Russian (the famous explorer Nikolai Prezhavelsky) who was
always passing through trying to get to Lhasa, and later still an American
and a Japanese. They were all brave, somewhat insane men, now
characterized by the Chinese as robbers and desecrators. Not that the
Chinese saw any value in any of it until after these men had been and
borne off what they had previously done nothing to conserve themselves.

When the train reached Hami, a number of us got out to stretch our
legs on the platform. This was the first time I had done this, since I
suffered grave anxiety about the train leaving without warning – which it
seemed to do, although it moved so slowly it was not difficult for people
even to wait for their change and still scramble back on. I wandered about
the platform, recalling the adventures of such folk as Sven Hedin and
Aurel Stein in this desert oasis. I looked over a fence and saw the long thin
sticks that Chinese use for grave markers – hundreds of them, all standing
in rows, all with red stars on them... most bizarre. They might have been
the graves of combatants in some engagement in the civil war or during
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the famine that was The Great Leap Forward. Perhaps more likely was that
they were the graves of those who had built the railway line, probably
dissident political prisoners, though I fancy they might not have got red
stars – or perhaps that was a final insult by the Party. Further speculation
was halted by the great moaning whistle of the locomotive and the
screaming couplings of the carriages as they took the strain. Instantly I
sprinted for the nearest carriage door, clambering over Mao suits and
ignoring the threats and imprecations of Julia, running as fast as her little
legs would carry her as the train moved up from, say, two miles per hour
to five. I did manage to grasp her arms and pull her in, but I was still being
roundly abused twenty minutes later as the train hit cruising speed.

Well into the next day we got off the train again at Anxi for another
excursion. A short distance out of Anxi we crossed the railway track and
saw the train going the opposite way, from Lanzhou. To come up the
incline it had two great oily steamers hauling it. A terrific noisy sight. But
the 4x4 we were being driven in could have turned round and beaten it
back to Anxi.

We rejoined the train at Yumen and then went to the end of that
particular line at Lanzhou. Lanzhou was very reminiscent of Stourbridge
and Lye in my youth – coal smoke hanging heavy on the air and filling the
back of your throat as the day gets hotter.

That should have been the end of the road, and we celebrated with a
little party at the Lanzhou zoo, drinking Coke and taking pictures of the
pandas. But the plane we had hoped to get to Xian and Beijing was a day
late, and triple or quadruple booked. Finding this out took the whole day at
the local airport, before we went back to the station. Waiting again for a
train, we were served a culinary treat: chips, fried in oil with coarse black
pepper. That was the best thing we had to eat on the entire trip. When our
train came it was diesel-hauled and had compartments with little chintz
curtains at the windows. When it arrived through fertile fields and green
hills in Xian, we disembarked to a hotel with proper flush loos and the
second McDonalds in all of China right across the street. By these signs
did we know we had reached “civilization”.

Trap Door #25 (February 2008) ed. Robert
Lichtman
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Remembering Rob Holdstock
I do not suppose that there is anybody out there reading this fanzine who
doesn’t know that Rob Holdstock died after a short illness on 29
November 2009. The poetry that appeared in the last issue [Motorway
Dreamer #6] was, unless he sent something to some other faned that has
not appeared yet, his last ever appearance in a fanzine. It is a shame
therefore that I was not, for once in my life, more respectful. Although
Rob laughed at it, I don’t think I should have run Roy’s piece about his
uselessness with a mobile, I definitely shouldn’t have made the remarks I
did about his dilatory attendance to his profession (after all, Rob took his
writing very seriously and always had, and I should never have suggested
otherwise) and I’m very sorry now that I just didn’t give him the respect he
deserved either in the last issue or during his whole life.

Rob’s death rocked the whole of that portion of fandom whose peak
of activity was in the late sixties and early seventies. One or two people
have said to me since that Rob did not mind MD6, that he took all such
banter in good part not only because he was schooled in it from those early
Ratfan days, but because that was the sort of person he was. But I always
had a difficult relationship with Rob. His competitiveness, earnestness and
unshakeable faith in his writing, in that laid back super-cool time of the
early 1970s, was irritating to someone like me who was too bloody idle
mostly to ever make good on whatever talent it was that I might have had.
In those days, I dismissed those who irritated me, and I let a big gulf open
up between myself and Rob. In those days, I mostly assumed people lived
forever.

I cannot remember when I first met Rob but it must have been
through Roy Kettle who writes about the time he and I lived in adjoining
bedsits in South Kensington: “Rob used to come over to Cranley Gardens
with his bag of washing and I’d take mine and we’d go to a local
laundrette then pop into the Goat (The Ratfan local) or whatever for a
drink. Then I’d go to his place the following week and we’d use his local
laundrette.” Since I was fairly poor at laundry, I assume this was the
stimulus I needed to do any, and thus must have joined them. Roy also
goes on to state that I knew where he used to live, but wherever that was
it’s gone from me now. There was also rivalry over a woman, Jean Finney,
in Rob’s head at least. Before moving into Cranley Gardens with Roy, I
had ended a fairly serious relationship and I was, I suppose, fairly
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promiscuously touting myself about. I certainly found Jean attractive and
presumably I let Rob know that, increasing his paranoia, I suppose. So that
was another source of friction between us.

I think John Brosnan called Rob a Big Puppy – he was. When
Mythago Wood came out, I tried to read it, but could not get into it. When,
at last, I met Rob again, after John Brosnan died, I didn’t recognize him at
first. He wasn’t the person that he had become in my mind after all those
years of hostile indifference and negative critical opinion. When I realized
it was him, I felt very foolish – how could I have missed the Big Puppy?
We met just the once after that, but were in contact fairly frequently by e-
mail. Rob never did concise and to-the-point letters. One thing led to
another, and though you had started out discussing poetry or fandom, you
found yourself engaged in frequent missives back and forth about
paganism, politics and the iniquities of local government. We were, I
think, getting on. He volunteered the poetry after reading MD5. The first
poem, “The Field of Tartan” appears as an epilogue in his last novel,
Lavondyss. Rob had forgotten that, had indeed, forgotten that he had sent it
to me, and was surprised when I printed it, wondering where I could have
got it from! Typically, I was cross but at least, us being older and that little
bit wiser, he knew enough to admit that he’d simply forgotten all about it
and I knew enough not to hold it against him. It had only taken me around
35 years to learn how to do that. We had another exchange of e-mails,
cheerfully slagging off our government and some of our mutual old
friends. Seven months later he was dead.

At the time he died, at his beautiful and moving funeral, and since,
I’ve been trying to work out why the death of this person who, on one
level at least, I was so deeply antipathetic to, has affected me so much.
There was an innocence about Rob, and in a way, and despite being very
irritated by it, I think I envied him that quality. Though I did not like his
novels, and certainly would not have wanted to write anything like them
myself, I envied him his success. And when you envy someone, you do in
a way, actually like them and when they are no longer here to be envied,
and no longer around to get cross with, you miss them.

It’s like a picture that’s gone missing from your wall. It’s not that you
liked the picture that much, but it was familiar, and it had been on that spot
on the wall since forever, and now there is just a glaring space. There is a
glaring space in my life where Rob Holdstock used to be. And there is
nothing I can do about it.

Motorway Dreamer #7 (2010) ed. John
Nielsen-Hall

118



Thoughts from a Damp Corner
What’s brought all this on then, eh? Could it be that all the leaves are
brown and the sky is grey, and I went for a walk on a winter’s day? I’d be
safe and warm (and having fun) if I was in Sunnyvale CA? Well, it is
Corflu weekend, and I’m not there, so there is definitely an element of
that. But also I thought it might benefit my creativity, presently at a very
low ebb, if I just wrote something, anything and stuck it out there.

So what’s new at Coachman’s Cottage then? Let’s take matters, issue
by issue:

Early in 2010, my biggest accountancy client, which was also
Audrey’s employer, went bust. Although that initially generated a fair
amount of work, and the liquidation is not over yet, still I am running low
on work in front of me. Before Xmas, I was very gloomy about this, but so
far, it has not been that bad, even though I have seldom more than a week
or ten days of work ahead of me at any one time. I have taken on some
new clients, and things are stable. I’m also jumping through bureaucratic
hoops to try and get work on the forthcoming census – but given my
grumpy disposition and lack of skill in dealing with modern recruitment
procedures in the public sector, I don’t have that much hope there.

2010 was a very bad year – I found out I had a recurrence of the
kidney cancer that left me as a single in kidney terms back in 1990, and
although I have very successfully been operated on and am now
functioning on one reduced kidney perfectly okay, medication side effects
and continuing blood pressure problems leave me a point under optimum
nearly every day. If this were not bad enough, Audrey, depressed and fed
up at being a pensioner at last, and being home all day, has increased
mobility problems, with her back and her knee. It seems likely that she
may need a replacement knee at some stage in the near-ish future.

As those who came out here for ITB [InTheBar] day in 2006 will
know, Audrey and I are the unofficial custodians of a huge Edwardian
“Winter Garden”, a kind of dual-purpose ballroom and conservatory that is
attached to our cottage. This edifice is listed as being one of the last
survivors of this type of building, but due to the deep snow that lay on its
fragile iron and glass roof during last winter, serious cracks have appeared
in two of the structural cross members holding it together. Paul, our
neighbour and landlord, applied for planning permission to demolish it,
something he has tried to do before but was always prevented by
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officialdom. On this occasion he thought he had done a deal with English
Heritage and that the local council would approve the application, but
when the planning meeting came around, English Heritage opposed the
application on the grounds that it would be better if the building was
“made safe”. This would cost various thousands of pounds and no one has
yet come up with a plan as to how this building can be made viable, or to
put it another way, to say what the building would be made safe and so
preserved for.

It has been derelict now since at least the 1960s and the main reason
for that is that it has no purpose, Ideas have been floated about converting
it into one or more dwellings, or some sort of performance space, but even
if money was spent on restoration for those purposes, there are too many
other problems like water (we are not on the mains up here), the
surrounding roads (very narrow muddy lanes) and the distance we are
from anywhere. Sadly, there’s no practical use for it.

So now, as you see, the whole thing is fenced off and covered with
fatuous warning notices and we wait for it to fall down. Hopefully this will
not endanger Audrey and I, but it does concern me.

We have been re-decorating a bit, and our landlords have partitioned
off the section of the outside passage that led to the Winter Garden to
make it into more of a proper room – we have always called it our utility
room. Presently the glazed roof isn’t, if you see what I mean, so we have a
piece of blue plastic instead, while we await the attention of carpenters et
al. When the wind blows, the plastic makes a row, the Winter Garden
groans and creaks, and I lie awake wondering if tonight will be the night
when it all comes crashing down – if not on our heads, then through the
bedroom wall.

Well, that’s enough about night-time anxieties.

The Other Side of the Wood #1 (February
2011) ed. John Nielsen-Hall
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More Thoughts from a Damp
Corner

So, what’s new? Well, over all, not too terribly much. The biggest thing
that happened since #1 is that Audrey got her knee replaced. This
happened in August, and she is now walking about, still on the crutch she
was using before, which was and still is necessitated by her back, but
much more normally and, despite constant moaning, with much less pain
than she was in before the op. Economically, we stagger on. I manage to
keep occupied but my billings are not as high as I would like. I have
picked up one or two good clients, but I am still not back to where I was
before February 2010 (see last ish) and both of us worry that we are eating
up our capital in making up the shortfall in our income. I’m afraid the hope
I had nursed that Audrey and I would once again hit the bright lights of
Vegas for Corflu, has died in its infancy. We could only have done it by
spending our savings rather than our income, and the time away would
have had a negative impact on my income in particular. In my more
despairing moments, I think we will never get back to the level of income
we used to have again. I’m sure none of you reading this are cheered or
comforted by the economic gloom that pours out of the TV and Radio hour
by hour, but I am severely depressed by it. The little economics I have
studied leads me to believe this is not one of those temporary cyclic
downturns. There is simply no way the UK economy can return to growth
in the short term, there simply isn’t enough economic activity going on,
and burdened as it is with public spending commitments even though they
have been reduced, the national motor simply cannot pull the weight of the
vehicle. The political posturing by those who should know better, and who
are, in many cases, responsible for this mess, is almost unendurable. I find
myself getting angry just looking at Ed Balls. Yes, I know it’s stupid. (A
Note for Overseas Readers: The so aptly named Mr. Ed Balls is the
“Shadow Chancellor” or spokesman on Finance for the currently out of
office – and likely to remain so – Labour Party. I ’ate the bastard.)

But let’s not get all political. Economic decline is nothing new in the
United Kingdom and we can still cheer up – can’t we? Well, no – if I am
honest, I have been wrestling with depression which is unusual for me.
Like most people, I get the glooms every now and again, but lately I have
had the feeling that I must make an effort not to give in to despair entirely.
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It’s probably my age and medical issues, but I can’t remember a time when
it has taken so much energy just to keep smiling.

The Other Side of the Wood #2 (October
2011) ed. John Nielsen-Hall
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In Praise of Jacq Monahan
I’d like to say a few words about Jacq Monahan, though I have never met
her.

I called her name once, though. I was co-hosting the FAAn awards in
2010, where Mike Meara gave me envelopes to open and read out the
names therein. (I had to pretend to be his glamorous assistant, the joke
being I am Old and Fat and about as far from glamorous as Tokyo is from
London the long way round. Come to think of it, so is Mike. Maybe that
was the joke – I don’t remember now.) Anyhow, one of the names in the
envelopes, indeed I think the very first name in the very first envelope
was: JACQUELINE MONAHAN. She was, as I recall, the best new Fan
Writer or some such category winner, and it’s always good that someone
wins an award for actually doing something, like writing, not least because
too many of us folks in this part of the State of Fandom are Old and Fat
and not doing very much of anything, except sitting around with our
computers all day and indulging in idle gossip and speculation, very often
about who Jacqueline Monahan actually is (although we do shoot the
breeze about a lot of other stuff as well).

Indeed, since Jacq is running for TAFF, voting for her will actually be
a service to the Old and activity challenged (meaning Fat), since they will
then have some hard evidence to go on, and I hope people will agree with
me that if you are going to indulge in idle gossip, speculation and outright
slagging off of people, it is better to have some hard facts obtained by
actual observation to use in the practice thereof. As things stand Jacq
Monahan is held by some folks to be no more than a nubile teenage
apparition, who has turned the heads of the many dirty old goats in
fandom, but can only have learned to read about five minutes ago and
therefore cannot know anything about the sacred lore and mysteries of
SCIENCE FICTION (whatever that is), while some hold that she has only
inveigled her way into fandom because those folks in Vegas are so starved
of proper fannish society that anybody exhibiting signs of being able to
write something down and being female into the bargain would be hailed
as the New Messiah, they being so badly in want of a diversion from
tossing tumbleweeds and betting on who can spit furthest, probably. Still
others promulgate the notion that Jacq Monahan is a cosmic mystery,
evidence of something going on in the universe that we had previously
been unaware of, rather like Dark Matter, and hence it will be necessary to
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formulate a theory that explains her existence and evaluates just how much
of a threat to life on Planet Old and Fat she represents.

Until the day comes that I do meet her, the one thing I know for sure
about Jacq Monahan is that anything she writes is worth reading. She is an
active participator in an APA of which I am also a member, and I get to
read her quite often, so I know whereof I speak, which is more than can be
said for all those other Old and Fat theorists. So that’s why I intend to vote
for her for TAFF, because I am hoping that I will then get to meet her and
know something of the person behind the words. Of course, it will be a
bonus if she does indeed turn out to be a nubile teenage apparition heh
heh! Hmm, maybe I better get down the gym.

All Jacq’d Up: The Jacqueline Monahan for
TAFF Fanzine #1 (October 2011) ed. Nic

Farey, Steve Green and Jacq Monahan
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Weird Bondage Tales
The Novels of Sarban

Sarban was the pen-name of John William Wall, who was born on the 6th
November 1910, at Mexborough, near Rotherham in South Yorkshire.
Mexborough was then a small town, and Wall had relations who farmed in
the surrounding countryside. Through them, in his teenage years, he took
an interest in wildlife and the countryside. In those days a natural corollary
of that was hunting.

The Sound of His Horn, his best known novel, is, for the most part,
set in an alternative reality, a hundred years after a Nazi victory, in a vast
enclosed forest presided over by a sadistic Jagermeister. It is, in its way,
and surprisingly given the author’s youthful enthusiasms, an extremely
effective anti-hunting novel. But there is much more going on in the book
than a depiction of the cruelty of hunting – the quarry hunted in the forest
of the novel are young men and women dissidents; women in particular,
when caught, are trussed up in a very precise fashion and “served” as one
of the many courses in a gross banquet later. The same sort of eroticism is
present in Sarban’s other two published novels, Ringstones* and The Doll
Maker. Both concern young female protagonists, who through romantic
delusion end up being the helpless and submissive possession of a potent
male figure of the supernatural, or at least with supernatural powers.

* First published as a collection, Ringstones and Other Stories
(1951); title novella reprinted alone in 1961. [Ed.]

So far, so sleazy, you may think. But what sets Sarban’s work apart
from more run-of-the-mill bondage erotica is the convincing detail of the
fantasy and the power and poetry of the writing. The 1960 edition of The
Sound Of His Horn was graced with an introduction by Kingsley Amis in
which he writes:

“The whole notion of hunting with girls as the quarry; the use of
savage dogs in the pursuit; the selective nudity of the girls’
costumes; the details of the way they are trussed up before being
handed over to their captors; the cat-women. Similarly half
undressed, but with taloned gloves on their hands, who tear
living deer to pieces and eat them; the third set of girls lined up
as candle bearing statues; all these things could be paralleled
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from many a couch side notebook... It is not difficult to see in
what is described here a fascinated enjoyment of sadistic
fantasies, and in the attitude of the describer, a hypocritical
moral revolt inserted to enable author and reader to retain their
self respect while continuing to enjoy themselves... A less
obvious, and perhaps less close, parallel is provided by some of
the earlier poems of Keats, which can be read as auto-erotic
fantasies. In The Eve of St. Agnes we find, as well as
straightforward sexual elements, a characteristic obsession with
elaborate foods and drinks, with rich furnishings and apparel,
with nobility and protocol, with the past, with physical danger,
all of which reappears with uncanny exactitude in The Sound of
His Horn. But to read a poem in this way, however interesting to
the amateur psychologist, is to do it less than justice as a poem,
and on its different level Sarban’s work can claim the same kind
of freedom from moral censure.”

It is interesting that Amis should draw a parallel with Keats, because
Sarban’s work, and maybe his whole life, was influenced by poetry,
chiefly that of James Elroy Flecker, also a scholar of Keats. They never
knew each other – Flecker died at a young age of TB when Wall a.k.a.
Sarban was only five years old. But we know from Wall’s own writings
how much Flecker’s poetry meant to him; indeed, there are quotes from
Flecker in two of the three novels, and though we have no direct evidence
for it, we can assume it was the fact that Flecker had gone from University
to the Diplomatic Service that inspired Wall to do the same. His first
Diplomatic Service post was as Probationer Vice-Consul at Beirut. In
succeeding years he was stationed at Jedda, Tabriz, Isfahan and
Casablanca. He was then Counsellor at the British Middle East Office in
Cairo until 1952. Like Flecker he was an Arabist, had studied Arabic and
spoke that language, as well as Farsi, fluently (the name “Sarban” means
camel driver in Farsi, a language spoken mostly in Iran, but also in
Afghanistan), and he was at home in the Middle East, or we must assume
so given the length of his career there. But it cannot be insignificant that
very little of his fiction is set there, but rather is pervaded by a longing for
dense forests, bleak moors and bogs and sunlit grassy parkland, which is
all too British. Perhaps he found out for himself what Flecker had written
in 1911 about the Middle East:

“Stay long enough to overcome the first impression of the
picturesque – which results from mere indifference – and the
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sordid misery of those filthy stalls and fly blown wares sink into
your soul. Learn to believe automatically every story of horror
and oppression that you hear. They are all true.”

But Flecker’s poetry, in particular the verse drama Hassan, would have
been very irresistible stuff to a working class boy from the North with
literary ambitions. If all you have had to look at is a Yorkshire landscape
to which, as Flecker implies, one becomes indifferent, then verses like this
must have had a profound influence on one’s fantasies, and ambitions:

Sweet to ride forth at evening from the wells,
When shadows pass gigantic on the sand
And softly through the silence beat the bells
Along the Golden Road to Samarkand

We travel not for trafficking alone
By hotter winds our fiery hearts are fanned
For lust of knowing what should not be known
We take the Golden Road to Samarkand

“Lust of knowing what should not be known” can be said to be the
motivational engine of all the protagonists in Sarban’s novels. He wrote all
of them in the immediate post war years, and they have the authentic feel
of that period, since no one appears to have a car, and electricity and
proper plumbing are not by any means taken for granted. In Ringstones,
ration books make an appearance.

Wall’s wife, whom he met in 1946 and married in 1950, effectively
became his agent, and sold the first book, Ringstones, to the small
publisher Peter Davies. That was followed by The Sound of His Horn and
The Doll Maker. All the books were written in Egypt and published
successively in 1951, ’52 and ’53.

Even though Wall returned to Britain in 1952, and even though The
Sound of His Horn had met with good sales and critical acclaim, he
continued his day job, and indeed returned to Egypt until 1966, when he
came back to London and worked in Whitehall until his transfer to GCHQ
in Cheltenham in 1970, retiring in 1976. Though he believed that his
working class origins were the reason that he never rose higher in his
chosen career – he never achieved a higher rank than consul, never became
an ambassador – there are parallels with the career of Paul Linebarger
a.k.a. Cordwainer Smith, another man in government service whose part-
time writings were of the fantastic, albeit a very different sort of writing.

But Sarban was probably influenced more by the erotic than the

127



fantastic, in my view. The three novels do not look outside an enclosed,
very British, present. As with J.K. Rowling’s oeuvre, the supernatural
takes place right alongside the natural and happens in this present reality.
But in Sarban’s work, it is also a private thing, taking place behind closed
doors. The main action in Ringstones takes place in a large but remote
house and grounds, only reached over a difficult track over northern fells,
and which, by supernatural means, appears to cut itself off from the
outside world entirely. When, in a rather unsatisfying end section to the
story, people go looking for the female protagonist, they find the house a
ruin, and the park being reclaimed by the moors around.

In The Doll Maker, the whole of the action takes place in two
adjoining properties, one a large Victorian Gothic building now in use as a
girls’ school, the other a seventeenth century manor house surrounded by
ancient woods and high walls. The outside world only intrudes by
reference to the epidemic of “infantile paralysis” of the early fifties, that is,
Polio. Otherwise, it is a closed environment, opaque to anything beyond.
That sort of enclosure is absolutely basic to erotica, and I think it is
deliberate in these two works.

The Sound of His Horn is a very different story, and concerns prison
camps and prisoners chiefly, but that of course adds to the isolation and
helplessness of the narrator of the story – a returned POW who thinks his
transition into the Nazi future reality was an episode of insanity – and the
people he describes. Sarban is not setting out to write erotic sleaze by any
means, yet his writing manages to make use of the convention in erotic
literature whereby the narrator or protagonist is isolated from the
mundanity of life and thereby is immersed in a private and intimate world.

This private world was in no sense connected to the author’s real life,
and if it reflected his own experience in any way, then it must have some
connection with his marriage. Wall and his wife divorced in 1971, and he
later wrote that he should never have married her, that her expectations of
him and his life and career, were too high. If we are to take that statement
at face value, we might conclude that she was disappointed in his relative
lack of success on the Diplomatic greasy pole. Perhaps she really hoped
she would be an Ambassador’s wife in some important European capital,
instead of a consul’s wife in oppressively hot and dusty cities in the
Middle East. But we know also that she took the lead in getting him
published, and may even have edited some of his manuscripts.

It may be significant that he never published any more novels after
The Doll Maker, that is, after his return to Cairo in 1953. Did his wife have
the ambition that he lacked for his writing? It just might be. We cannot
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know what his married life was like, whether it was a struggle between
two forceful personalities, or one where the more dominant personality
was barely tolerated by the resentful but retiring one. People who met Wall
uniformly describe him as shy and retiring. People who knew both him
and his wife Eleanor, describe her as being much more outgoing than him.

Wall claimed that after 1951 he had no time for writing, and that
when he did find the time, he had lost interest. But we now know this not
to have been true. Wall wrote a long novel entitled The Gynarchs in 1965,
partly revised the following year. This has never been published in its
original form, although a short version is included in a new collection of
his stories, which I have not yet been able to obtain. With a tantalizing title
such as that (I don’t advise entering the word “Gynarchy” into Google) we
may imagine a surprising change of emphasis from the earlier works, but I
expect we will be disappointed. Despite this, it seems almost as if Wall
gave up on whatever literary career he had. It may, after all, have been due
only to the efforts of his wife that it got as far as it did. After his divorce,
John Wall never married again and he died in 1989. He must have been a
man very difficult to know, whether as conventional diplomat, or as a
writer of unique and disturbing fantasies.

Sense of Wonder Stories #6 (January 2012)
ed. Rich Coad
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Ratfan in Embryo

Notes for a history of Ratfandom

Was Archie Mercer responsible for Ratfandom? I know, it’s very hard to
credit, but if it wasn’t for Archie, and his predecessor Charlie Winstone,
Greg Pickersgill, Roy Kettle and me, John (no N at this point, let alone
Nielsen) Hall would have joined the BSFA and remained blissfully
ignorant of each other. In my case:

...one day around 1963, I was reading a magazine and I saw an
ad for the British Science Fiction Association.
Goshwowoboyoboy, that looked like exactly the thing I should
belong to. I wrote off with a postal order, tout suite!

And I heard from a strange cove called Archie Mercer.
Archie was the soul of kindness – he not only sent me a lot of
info about the BSFA itself, but included with it info about
Fanzines and addresses to write to for sample copies of these. I
duly wrote off for these, and was amazed at what I got back in
the post. I remember getting fanzines like Les Spinge, Alien, and
Nadir. These were the first fanzines I ever received, and Les
Spinge was just wonderful, having writers like Mike Moorcock
within. [1]

It must have been this that inspired me to turn up at a hotel in Great
Yarmouth at Easter 1966. Full of neo wonder, I wanted to meet these
people. But actually, I didn’t. I didn’t understand cons (perhaps, I still
don’t), didn’t understand you had to be a member. I thought being in the
BSFA would be enough. It wasn’t, I had to pay more, and I’d already
spent a lot of money on a train fare from Kent. I was too young to drink
alcohol (didn’t even like beer at that point), couldn’t afford more than one
Coca Cola at the bar, wandered around, knew nobody, spoke to nobody,
finished my Coca Cola, got back on the train. It wasn’t an auspicious
beginning. Then I went to California, and put all thoughts of Science
Fiction and fanzines out of my head.

This is what I think happened next: When I came back – this would
be about 1968 – my Mother, uncharacteristically, gave me a letter that had
arrived from a fan I had written to before I went to America, a chap called
Jack Marsh, who was probably the closest fan to me, as, when I had
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written to him, we lived at New Ash Green in Kent, and he lived in
Orpington, not that far away. Jack and I met up, I was living in Sevenoaks
at this point and we met in a pub somewhere between Orpington and there,
and I embarrassed Jack by asking for a pint of Coca Cola. Jack was in
touch with Bryn Fortey, and on a subsequent occasion, Bryn was visiting
Jack and the three of us met up, Bryn having heard the incredible tale of
the bloke who drank pints of Coca Cola and couldn’t wait to observe this
phenomenon for himself. Bryn mentioned this bloke called Greg and later,
he sent me copies of his Fanzine at the time, Relativity, and I think that one
of these made reference to Greg’s mythical fanzine New Pembrokeshire
Review. Not knowing it was a purely mythical fanzine, I wrote to Greg,
and there followed correspondence which also disclosed antics with some
bloke called Kettle. Pretty soon, I was in contact with him too.

It would be easy, at this point, to say “and that’s how it all began”,
but it wasn’t quite as simple as that. This early “embryo” Ratfandom
involved a lot of travelling. Roy visited Haverfordwest in Pembrokeshire
where Greg lived with his parents, on two or three occasions. I went there
twice, I think. (The denizen of Haverfordwest did not travel in the opposite
direction, as I recall.) My own visits to Haverfordwest were spent largely
in much discussion about music and playing records, as well as arguing
about SF. I was, by now, either drinking Coca Cola or Gin, and Coca Cola
was cheaper. Neither went down that well with Greg, who drank Captain
Morgan rum – vile stuff. We walked about the town a bit, but we never
had the adventures that Roy had:

...we were just walking around and Greg said he knew a woman
who lived in a house we were just passing and I said “you know
a woman who lives in that house?” We were with another friend
of Greg’s and so the two of us grabbed hold of him and lifted
him up like a battering ram and charged at the door with him. He
wasn’t particularly happy about that. Just as we reached the door
it opened and we all stumbled inside past this woman who was
standing there. She said “I know you Greg Edwards”. Obviously
she didn’t. Apparently he’d been going around molesting her
daughter and giving a false name. We stumbled down the steps
while she was shouting at us and looked to the right of the street
to run away that way and there was a policeman there. so we
looked to the left and there was a policeman there – we were
surrounded. We had our names put down in their little books and
then we went home.

Then the next night we were sitting around next to the canal
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at 2 in the morning, chatting drunkenly away when this
policeman comes up and wants to search us – to make sure we’d
got our balls in the right place, you know what policemen are
like – and then he put our names down in a little book.

We used to take it in turns to look after each other. One of
us would get incredibly drunk and the other guide him. On
another night it was Greg’s turn to get incredibly drunk and he
was lying in the gutter, so I just tapped him in the stomach with
my foot to wake him up and he went “B L E U G H!” – just like
that – all over the place. Then he stood up, got hold of this
bottle, broke it on the wall and held it in my face. I was a bit
taken aback by this because I had made him better, I’d made him
throw up. For some reason he forgot what he was going to do
with the bottle and threw it over this wall. Suddenly a policeman
appeared and apparently he’d been leaning against this wall just
around the corner, listening to us. He picked Greg for littering,
but he didn’t say whether it was the bottle or the vomit. He got
Greg to walk along the yellow line in the road but it was one of
those roads that was all curved and Greg walked an absolutely
straight line, totally missing the yellow line and so the policeman
said, “Right, you’ll have to come back with me”. We were both
a bit reluctant to go through this routine of police stations and
things so I tried to phone a cab to pick us up but I couldn’t.
Eventually he let us go as long as I’d look after Greg. I took him
away and we stumbled homewards. Eventually we stopped
outside a machine that sold us milk at exorbitant prices because
it was the middle of the night. As we were standing there
drinking this milk a police car came screeching to a halt and this
policeman said, “You were going to take him home”.

“We’rejushhavinglilldrinkofmilk!”
“OK,” they said and zoomed off again. We got our names

in books three times because I got my name in only once. Then
finally, the coup de grace was that Greg’s name in the final event
actually got him in court and fined – front page of the local
paper – ‘LOCAL BOY MAKES BAD’.” [2]

~~~~~Roy and Greg on Swansea Station?~~~~~ [3]

All three of us went to the Eastercon at Oxford in 1969, and this time I
really understood what a con was all about. Besides Jack, Bryn, Greg and
Roy, I had already met Julia Stone and had been in contact with Mary
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Reed, who I met for the first time at that Con. Julia and Mary worked
together at a firm in Banbury, and through them I met a lot of other fans at
that Con, and made many friends.

Roy was attending Warwick University, and on at least one occasion I
went to Coventry (which, confusingly, is where Warwick U actually is)
and hung out with him in the Halls of Residence where he was living. My
aversion to beer may have been weakening around this time, as I know we
both got drunk, but I do remember Roy persuaded the student radio station
to let me hog the airwaves for a brief period, so I must have been sober for
some of the time.

It was about at this point – 1970 – that Roy and Greg cooked up
Fouler 2 in Haverfordwest. It was the most shitty fanzine you ever saw, to
look at. The staple holding it together was in the bottom left hand corner,
at least one page was upside down, the ink was smudged, the margins were
everywhere. The contents were silly poetry and some funny stories with
lots of four letter words in. It was, quite simply, the best fanzine ever. The
shit storm that followed its appearance was unbelievable. Fouler 3
followed later that year, and contained some fanzine reviews by Greg that
defined the art thereafter. It also contained the following call to action:

DO YOU SEEK TO UPHOLD THE TRUE FANNISH
TRADITIONS OF BOOZING & LECHERY?

DOES DRINKING, PERVERSION, SEX, AND
SELF-INDULGENCE ATTRACT YOU MORE THAN

COMMUNITY SINGING OR WEAK-MINDED
INTELLECTUALISM?

IF IT DOES THEN YOU ARE A POTENTIAL

************
*  RATFAN  *
************

AND YOU CAN JOIN THE NEW BREED OF THING
RARING TO PUT THE SHIT BACK INTO THE FAN

That was me, I thought. But some time would pass before the Ratfan
nucleus really got to shovelling the shit. I had gone to Manchester, having
got a job in a bookshop, and was trying to save enough money to get
myself back to Los Angeles. But, inevitably, I got entangled with a
woman, and instead of going to L.A. I went to London with her. I got an
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even better job, this time in an insurance and mortgage company dealing
with defaults, which I had landed on the strength of my ability to write
threatening letters....

...Eventually, the affair came to an end, and I needed a much cheaper place
to live. Roy was, by now, working for a Bank in the City, not far from the
office where I worked, and he rang me up one day and told me that the
bedsit next to his was for rent. ~~~is this how it happened?~~~

During the winter of 1970, John Brosnan turned up at The Globe.
John had arrived in the UK having travelled overland from Australia by
bus. Apart from some distant relatives from Melbourne, who had
descended on my family in the early sixties and sponged off us, I had
never met an Australian before. John was, therefore, something of an
object of curiosity to me. But after I got over his very strangeness, and his
appalling taste in films, I think he appeared more like an ordinary fan.

This will be followed by Worcester – John at Fountain Press – Picky
comes to London – What else?

previously unpublished (written 2012)

[1] source not traced

[2] from “The Skycon Interview” (of Roy
Kettle) in Wallbanger #1 (August 1978) ed.

Eve Harvey

[3] referencing “Once Upon a Time in
Haverfordwest” by Roy Kettle in Wrinkled
Shrew #6 (August 1976) ed. Pat Charnock

Originally sent to Roy Kettle for comment (hence embedded
queries like ~~~is this how it happened?~~~) and passed on by
Roy for this collection. [Ed.]
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Uncle Johnny’s Bazillion and
Ninety-Ninth Dream

It is a boiling hot day in West London, but despite that Mary Reed, as she
was circa 1975 or so, is still walking about in an Afghan coat, while
Graham Charnock and Johnny are attempting to show her around notable
sites of fannish London – but, just hold on, we say, before we start on this
guided tour, we just have to find a betting shop, because Johnny has to put
£10 on a horse in the National Gold Cup Derby which is a dead cert and
will win him loadsamoney. So we wander about and here we are at the top
of the Golborne Road, and there is a bright shiny twenty-first century
betting shop, and Johnny goes in, fills in his form and passes his money
over the counter, but for some strange reason gets back quite a large piece
of paper instead of the usual computer printed slip. But not to worry, the
paper gives the number of the horse, the time of the race, the odds and the
stake, albeit written in pencil, but all is well. So out Johnny goes into the
blinding sun to find Charnock sweating and pale as several varieties of
ghost.

“What’s wrong with him?” he asks Mary.
“He hasn’t had a drink,” she replies, although frankly she doesn’t

seem to care all that much.
“Oh, find an off licence quick!” begs Johnny. “We must get him a

bottle of vodka.”
“But you have just put our last £10 on that horse,” Graham points out,

as he falls to the pavement with the shakes and is obviously too ill to get
up. Johnny asks Mary if she has some money for a bottle of vodka. She
rummages around in an enormous bag, and eventually produces a pile of
money in old pennies and threepenny bits. Johnny piles this up next to
Graham’s pale and shivering body on the pavement.

“Look, Graham, look! Is this enough for a bottle of vodka?” Johnny
asks him pleadingly, but he doesn’t reply, just lies there shivering and
shaking.

“Quick!” says Mary. “Hide him – there’s a policeman coming!”
Miraculously, Johnny notices the delivery doors of an adjacent pub

set in the pavement, opens them up and with a lot of pushing and pulling
manoeuvres Graham, who is a dead weight, through them, and he falls like
a stone on to a cellar floor far below. Guiltily, Johnny shuts the doors and
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walks back to Mary who is asking the policeman for directions to Michael
Moorcock’s house in Ladbroke Grove. The policeman tells her he hasn’t a
clue who Michael Moorcock is, nor has he ever heard of Ladbroke Grove,
even though Johnny knows they can’t be more than a mile away from the
place. The policeman bears a strong resemblance to John Brunner, and I
am sure he has a lecherous look about him as he answers Mary’s
questions. Eventually, the Brunnerish policeman walks off, only to stop
and pick up the pile of pennies and threepenny bits Johnny has left on the
pavement.

“No. Stop!” cries Johnny. “That’s ours.”
“You can have them,” says the Brunnerish policeman, “but she will

have to take her knickers off.”
Mary slaps the Brunnerish policeman. Johnny gasps in horror. The

Brunnerish policeman arrests Mary and drags her off screaming. Not
knowing what else to do, Johnny goes back to the pub where he has
dropped Graham into the cellar. Graham is sitting at the bar, covered in
blood, but with a bottle of vodka in front of him, and he is now perfectly
well, apart from all the blood dripping off him. Johnny tells him what has
happened to Mary, but he only larfs.

“Well, that makes life much simpler,” he says. “Here, lend us your
shirt, so I can mop some of this blood up.”

Johnny takes off his shirt and Graham mops up some of the blood, but
there is still a big pool of it spreading around the stool he is sitting on.

“Anyway,” says Graham, “isn’t it time for you to go and collect your
winnings on that horse running in the National Gold Cup Derby?”

“Yes, it is,” says Johnny, and pulls the strange betting slip from out of
his pocket. Looking at it, he notes that the pencil written betting details on
it have now mutated into ancient Egyptian hieroglyphs. He shows the slip
to Graham, who doesn’t notice the hieroglyphs, and just shouts, “I saw that
race on the TV over there. You have won you bastard! It’s not fair! Go and
get your money, and come back and buy me a drink! Fuck off!”

So Johnny runs out of the pub, but he can’t remember where the
betting shop is. He wanders around, the streets not so familiar anymore,
even though it is still very hot. Just by chance Roy Kettle is passing by on
the other side of the road.

“What are you doing?” he asks. Johnny tells him all about Graham
and Mary being arrested, and how it will all be okay if only he can find the
betting shop where he placed the winning bet shown on the slip. However,
now the writing on the slip has mutated into cryptic ideograms, like
something out of the I-Ching.
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“Well, I’m sure you have won thousands,” agrees Roy. “But you
can’t go into a betting shop like that.”

“Like what?” asks Johnny.
“You haven’t got a shirt on, and your chest is covered in livid surgery

scars.”
Johnny looks down and finds his bare chest is covered in red

suppurating wounds stitched up crudely with dark string. They look
something like the marks on the betting slip.

“What shall I do?” asks Johnny.
“Well, put a fucking shirt on, of course!” shouts Roy. “You are so

bloody thick!”
“But I haven’t got a shirt.”
“Go and buy one.”
“I haven’t got any money.”
“Here. Take this pile of old pennies and threepenny bits I found.”
Johnny is overwhelmed with gratitude and thanking Roy, runs into a

Marks & Spencer’s across the road, tears streaming down his face. He
takes a wrapped shirt which is in large blue and white stripes to the
checkout. He gives the checkout person the pile of old pennies and
threepenny bits.

“What’s this?” asks the checkout person, who has dark glasses, an
Australian accent and strange hair. “We don’t take old coins, you know.”

Johnny stands there unable to move. There is blood leaking from all
his stitched up wounds. Roy approaches the checkout, dressed now as a
shop supervisor, in a jacket and tie.

“Just give him the shirt,” he says.
“Why?” asks John Brosnan (for it is he).
“Because I said so,” says Roy. “Besides, he is bleeding all over the

floor.”
“Alright then,” says Brosnan, sullenly, and pushes the wrapped shirt

at Johnny.
Johnny runs outside and tears all the plastic wrapping off the shirt. He

struggles to put the shirt on, but there are still pins in it which keep
sticking in him or get caught in his stitches. As he pulls the pins out of his
skin, the stitches start to come apart and godawful pus and black looking
blood start pouring out of him. He is still walking along and it’s still very
hot. He bumps into a line of people standing at a bus stop. Mike Meara is
one of them and he helps Johnny to put on the shirt. With it half on and
half off, Johnny notices he has left the betting slip at the checkout in
Marks & Spencer. He screams in terror and anxiety.
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“Hang on,” says Mike. “You haven’t got your arm in the other
sleeve!”

But Johnny cannot move anymore, he has become stuck to the
pavement with all the black blood and pus congealing around his shoes.
He tries to move his arm towards the shirt sleeve Mike is holding for him,
but it won’t move, his chest has opened up into a huge suppurating hole
with gallons of blood pouring out, the pain is amazing, he starts to
scream....

•
“I think I’m having a heart attack,” says Johnny, finding himself standing
by the bed clutching his chest with most of the duvet on the floor around
him.

“People don’t usually have heart attacks while jumping up and down
in the bed like a mad thing!” asserts Audrey, angrily trying to pull some of
the duvet back towards her.

Eventually, order is restored to the bed and Johnny and Audrey once
again compose themselves for sleep.

“My chest does hurt a bit,” remarks Johnny.
“Nothing you haven’t had before,” says Audrey. “It will be because

you have been lying in the wrong position and buggered up your back and
shoulders. When do you go to Rheumatology again?”

Johnny thinks about it, but can’t remember. He is dozing off once
more.

“Shit!” says Audrey, throwing back the duvet. “Now I’ve got to go to
the loo again!”

UNCLE JOHNNY (after a bad night)

Inca #9 (June 2013) ed. Rob Jackson
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War and Remembrance
Come November, Remembrance Sunday is going to come around again. In
fact, not only that, but the 11th November, the actual date of the Armistice
when the guns stopped firing on the Western Front in 1918, will fall on a
Tuesday and the tradition of two minutes silence at 11 in the morning will
probably also be observed on that day as well, as the fashion has grown
over recent years. Which is what I find disturbing.

My father survived the war. He claimed only ever to have fired his
rifle on the range in this country before he was shipped out to Malaya
(now Malaysia) via India. He was too young to go before 1943, so he was
fortunate not to have been present at the earlier military disasters in that
part of the world which saw so many killed and still more used as slave
labour to build infrastructure for the Japanese. He was in the Signals. He
operated radios, day in and day out, sitting in large huts and tents decoding
signals and recording high speed morse on something like ticker tape. On a
couple of occasions he had to take a radio out in a Jeep to some point on
the map to see if he could receive a particular signal. Once he left the Jeep
and the radio to attend to a call of nature, and came back to find the Jeep
propped up on sticks, in lieu of the wheels that had been present a few
minutes before. He got into trouble for that. That was the highlight of his
military career.

When I was young, there were times, usually when the family were
gathered around for Sunday dinner, or at Christmases and so on, when all
the adults ever talked about was the war. One set of Grandparents had a
shop, and close by in the street there was an Anti Aircraft battery that, all
agreed, made more noise than any bomb, and kept the shop and a few
other buildings in its radius undamaged. (I never quite worked that out –
you would think AA batteries might actually be a target.) The other set of
Grandparents had been in Liverpool until shortly before my Dad was
called up, and had been bombed out of more than one house before
moving down to the West Midlands.

Both my Grandfathers had survived the Great War. They never talked
about it. There was nothing you could say that would induce them to do so.

I don’t remember much about Remembrance Sunday in those days,
beyond standing in the freezing fog in the street watching local nobs
disappear and reappear as they laid wreaths on the war memorial. I don’t
remember bands – well, maybe the Boys Brigade blew a farting note or
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two – or poetry readings or candles or showers of poppy petals. By the
time I was a teenager, I wasn’t going to such services anyway, which was
not, as you might expect, because of any disinterest in religion – I did go
through quite a religious phase in my early teens; but rather because I saw
no point in standing in the cold. Even the local medieval church was
warmer. I remember that a lot of my contemporaries at school got
themselves into an argument with the Headmaster over a Remembrance
Assembly which they had decided was deeply uncool, man. But I thought
all school assembles were uncool. I used to listen to the pirate radio
stations on the earpiece of my Japanese transistor rather than pay any
attention to them. I might have appeared to be singing the Old Hundredth,
but actually it was California Girls.

Two things have changed since those days. In 1982 we started
fighting wars again, starting with the Falklands campaign, when the
Argentinians, having overwhelmed half a dozen police and soldiers plus a
mostly unarmed population, failed to defend the islands from our widely
announced surprise attack despite having at least six weeks to dig in. And
flushed with that success, we went and did a few other things in the world.
The other thing that changed was me. I got in touch with my essentially
Buddhist nature, and I remain a very poor example of a Buddhist to this
day.

But that doesn’t mean that I don’t support our military. I have
disappointed many friends with my (to them) apparently inconsistent
views about war. Being a pacifist should not mean that you will not defend
yourself. Where do you think the link between Buddhism and martial arts
came from? And the same principle extends to nations. I supported our
campaign to take back the Falklands, and I supported the first Gulf War
when we and the Americans expelled Iraqi forces from their illegal
occupation of Kuwait. I very much respect the professionalism and
dedication of the men and women who put their lives on the line to enable
the success of those campaigns, many of whose friends and colleagues
died in doing the job.

Even if I did not support other wars the United Kingdom has got itself
embroiled in since 1982, that does not mean that I condemn the members
of the armed forces that took part. Particularly as they are all volunteers
these days, they get my respect. They have to do what they have to do, I
understand that. Politicians and their deceptions and delusions? Not so
much.

But none of this assuages my unease about Remembrance Sunday or
Armistice Day. I have never thought that marching and saluting were
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appropriate things to do in remembering those who died in war. War is
what happens when civilized discussion ends. Even when waged for the
best of reasons, there’s nothing to be proud of in the trappings of the
discipline and the hardware that the waging of it demands. Are the dead
supposed to be respected by arms being presented or fly-pasts of deadly
machines overhead? Because I can’t see how they are. All that marching,
the drums echoing in the streets, the distant artillery – I don’t think that is
appropriate. How exactly is it different in principle from a parade in
Pyongyang? A bit less hysteria, I should hope. Even that I’m not sure
about.

And now the display of poppies is de rigueur. No TV newscaster or
daytime talk show host can be seen on camera without one in their lapels
or pinned to their dress for the entire month leading up to the Sunday. It is
a public display of a sort of piety. I find it disturbing, almost un-British. I
have mentioned my disquiet on occasion and people have said “Oh, we
have always done it.” No, we haven’t. Some did, ex-servicemen usually.
Not everybody. We might have got poppies from the British Legion door-
to-door or street sellers. We didn’t wear them so much.

And people actually want a two-minute silence on the 11th itself.
Why? The date is relevant to the Great War. If we want a date for the
Remembrance of those who have died in the many wars we can all
remember – and no one can remember the Great War – why don’t we
choose some weekend in the summer, when people can congregate in
parks and open spaces without blocking up the traffic? They (usually)
wouldn’t have to wear coats and scarves either, which would be much
better for the WW2 veterans who are mostly 80+. You can have two
minutes’ silence without imposing it on others who want to go to the shops
or whatever. I hate those notices that go up on the doors of shops like
Boots explaining how everybody in the shop will be observing the silence
on the day and at the time, implying that if you are so unpatriotic as not to
want to participate, you should not enter.

And almost worse than any of this is the glutinous sentimentality that
has taken the place of proper respect. The sort of thing I am referring to is
the interviewing of people on TV who typically are holding an old sepia
photo of their Grandfather or even Great Grandfather, who died at the
Somme or some other muddy hell on the Western Front and they insist,
with tears in their eyes, on how proud they are of him, though they never
knew him and so on. This definitely never used to happen. Often someone
is disappointed because their deceased ancestor has no grave. What a
pointless complaint! They have no grave, because not enough of them was
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left to be found and buried – often nothing at all. It goes to show how little
is actually understood of what the Great War was actually like. Even
though their ancestor may not have a headstone there, they should visit
those cemeteries in France and Belgium just the same. They should see the
Menin Gate and the monument at Thiepval, both of them covered in the
names of the dead who have no other memorial. Do they really want to
honour their ancestor, or do they want a platform for a false and sickly
show of sentiment, with perhaps a candle or a teddy bear? Nothing can be
so at variance with the founding spirit of Remembrance as this.

To me, Remembrance should be nothing more or less than the
showing of proper respect to those who lost their lives, in whatever
conflict it was, which is not the important part. They died to, at best, bring
about a just resolution of an issue, or at worst, to cover the arse of some
graceless idiot the rest of us were foolish enough to elect. Respect takes
many forms, but to me it cannot be shown by march pasts and banners and
drums, particularly for those who were conscripts anyway, and probably
nowhere near as interested in regimental derring-do as they were in what
was for dinner. The standing in silence is okay, but not to the sound of
artillery – I can hear that any summer’s day from my open window as the
boys play with their toys on Salisbury Plain. Quiet contemplation, perhaps
a church bell or the chime of a clock, then it’s over. We get on with our
lives, just as people had to back then, despite every kind of horror and loss.
Displays of poppies and the search for graves – you don’t need to do that.
It’s undignified. We are British. We don’t do that stuff.

Inca #11 (November 2014) ed. Rob Jackson
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Bloodbath
I was sitting in a pie shop next to Graham Charnock. “If only you would
write me an article,” he said. “I’ve got the perfect title, but I can’t think
what it could be about.”

“UNCLE JOHNNY’S BLOODBATH,” he said.
I was shocked, shocked I tell you.
“Surely you don’t want me to write about all that stuff?”
We both knew what stuff it was, only I knew about it with the benefit

of practical experience, unlike Graham, who was merely wishing for a
thrill akin to another slasher movie. The problem is, I can go on and on
and on and on and on about this subject, until people either run from the
room hoping to make it to somewhere they won’t make a mess on the
carpet, or sleep an unquiet sleep. We are talking about: Dialysis.

So now you know. There is one such machine pictured on the cover.
They now come with touch screens on the top reducing the need for any
manual switches or valves. Despite what I might say when I want to
unsettle you, it’s actually a very sterile, clinical process. Very
occasionally, there is a crisis of some sort and blood spurts everywhere.
The worst thing about that is the damage to your clothes. It’s better you
don’t turn up for treatment in your Sunday best. All the lines connecting
you to the machine and to the saline supply are thrown away after each
session.

The machines disinfect and sterilize themselves between each patient.
The nurses wipe down the outside of the machine and the screens after
every patient. If you walk in to a dialysis unit mostly what you hear is the
high pitched droning of the pumps in the machines and a variety of
annoying bleeps and tones as the machines vie with each other to attract
the attention of the nurses. Those, in fact, are Very Annoying. It’s worse
than a slot parlour in Vegas some days. But leaving all that aside, it’s very
far from a bloodbath. It’s sterile, quiet(ish) and mostly boring, as the rest
of this article will demonstrate.

Dialysis is a major commitment in your life. Some people get away
with two sessions a week, but the majority, including me, will be there for
three. Since, in my case, it’s about an hour’s drive to the hospital and
another hour back, and it can take anything up to an hour to get connected
to a machine, plus the treatment itself is four hours long, and getting
disconnected and making sure the holes in your arm are not bleeding might
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take another half hour, you might as well write off the whole day to it.
There is, in fact, a slightly less time consuming alternative. There is a
“satellite” unit in the local hospital to me, the Great Western in Swindon.
In fact, there are a number of these “satellites” in hospitals in Milton
Keynes, Banbury, Aylesbury and maybe somewhere else I’ve forgotten.
They are all run by the renal team in the Churchill Hospital, Oxford, which
is where I go. Reading runs its own unit with “satellites” in Slough and
Basingstoke. Due to bureaucracy, ne’er the twain shall meet. Ditto
Southampton whose tentacles reach up to Salisbury also not that far away
from me. But the Churchill is where I have always been treated for my
kidney cancer and would have to keep going back to for appointments with
my consultant, most of my scans, and so on.

Besides, as I say in reference to being treated in Swindon only half
jokingly, I want to go on living!

I have been dragged into Swindon as an emergency more than once. I
have never been entirely satisfied with my treatment. Being moved to a
new ward at about one in the morning the day before I was to be
discharged anyway was the last and most raw experience there. The
Churchill Hospital is vast, and it has an interesting history. It was
originally a joint Anglo-American Military Hospital founded in the run up
to D-Day. In those days it was a collection of huts, American on one side
of the site and British on the other. Both sides kept working long after the
war – there were a number of American air bases and camps around
Oxford until the early fifties. But the British side became more of a
permanent structure and was de-militarized after the foundation of the
NHS in 1948. The roads that connected the two halves of the site to the
rest of Oxford are still there – Roosevelt Drive and Churchill Way – and to
this day, the Stars and Stripes flies alongside the Union flag in the little
memorial garden outside the new main entrance, which building houses
wards, imaging and theatres and is the only 21st century part of the site.
By means of miles of echoing corridors this brand spanking new part of
the hospital is connected to the intermediate parts built in the 70s, 80s, and
90s right through to the old late 1940s parts. There are still huts, but none
as old as the 1940s. Quite a lot were put up in previous times of cash-
strapped economic misfortune (i.e. the 1970s). Most of these are now
empty and derelict. I used to attend Urology clinics in one set of them.

Nowadays, Urology is all in the shiny new bit. Renal medicine
straddles the divide between old and slightly less old. If you enter from the
nearest car park, you come in through a 1990s-era low rise brick building
which houses the Renal outpatients clinics, and leads through to the 1970s
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flat roofed brutalist Renal Ward and “Day Case” unit. (“Day Case” is
theoretically for minor surgery and one-off treatments. In practice it is
often an overflow for the Renal Ward.) Across the corridor from the Renal
Ward, the Main Dialysis unit stretches back into the 1990s building and
occupies another 1970s blockhouse to the side. If you don’t go in there but
remain wondering where to go at the junction of the corridors, you have a
choice; you can go down the corridor, turn left and then right through
doors that lead you outdoors, or, if you would rather keep dry, turn right
and keep going for a bit then right up a steep slope of a corridor then right
again downhill. (Phew! These corridors!) You will find yourself outside
one or other entrance to the Tarver Dialysis Unit, which is where I
currently reside. If you have come in from the outside, you come through
the small 1990s extension into the 1940s part of the labyrinth, to be
confronted with a small waiting area, preceding a big open ward with three
side rooms, housing a total of fifteen beds. It’s a smaller, quieter place than
the Main Dialysis Unit which, if you visited it, you will find is three
adjoining rooms with two side rooms holding some forty beds.

People do use Tarver as a short cut though, and some of the more
senior nursing staff have offices off to one side before the doors into the
corridor you would have used if you had opted to stay in the warm. So the
“quiet” bit is relative, given that so many people come and go. Quieter
than the Main Unit anyway – that really is like St Pancras Station.

The Churchill Hospital, despite the size of the plot it is on, and which
it shares with the faculty buildings, lecture theatres etc. for the Oxford
University School of Medicine, is not the main hospital in Oxford. If you
get yourself into a medical emergency of any sort you will find yourself
hauled into the John Radcliffe Hospital (known colloquially as the JR) a
mile or so down the road. If you are too rich and too snobby to be in an
NHS hospital more than you need to be, the private Manor hospital is also
only about five minutes away. But should you need Dialysis in either of
them an ambulance will haul you round to the Churchill. When you work
all this out you appreciate just how much work the Renal department at the
Churchill does. It’s a very busy place.

So arriving on one of my treatment days from my distant fastness, I
must first succeed in the “Churchill Challenge”, also known as “ Find A
Parking Space”. Being a patient and a holder of a disabled persons Blue
Badge, I don’t have to pay, and have a special ticket that will get me
through the barriers should I need to use Car Park 2, the car park right
outside Renal. But there is next to no hope of parking in there unless you
get there about six in the morning, which I don’t. But I know of a special
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little space for about six cars close to Tarver Unit, in fact it is actually
designated as “Tarver Dialysis Parking” in very small letters on a couple
of signs. I enter the site along Churchill Way and head for the largest of
the Staff Car Parks, taking a short dirt road out of this, past No Entry signs
(“except for Tarver” say little signs attached to the poles) and round one of
the hospital’s emergency power generating stations, and there they are.
Mind you, this doesn’t always work; the same right of way gives
ambulance access to Tarver but it is so narrow and twisty, that you can
come across ambulances backed up across where you want to park while
they wait for one of their fellows to come back down after a drop off.
Their task is made the more intricate by the crafty staff of Tarver and a
nearby laboratory who park their own cars along the side of this little road.
There is nowhere else for them. The staff car parks, like the ones for
patients and visitors, are pretty much full all day every day Monday to
Friday. Also if I’ve been struggling with the traffic on the way in, and I
arrive late, I might well find this little cache of spaces is full of my fellow
patients’ cars anyway, and I must return dismally along Churchill Way to
Car Park 4 outside the “old” main entrance in hope of being able to park
my car in some unconsidered corner there, maybe on the grass. If that
happens, I have failed the Churchill Challenge, because it is a much longer
walk down the endless corridors to Tarver from there. If I succeed, then
it’s a short walk to Tarver, though via an uphill corridor.

Arriving in the unit at last, I am always greeted by the friendly
nursing team. Most days they have a bed and machine ready and waiting
for me. If not, I go to the waiting area and wait to be called – it’s not long
usually. Theoretically, the unit has two shifts a day, starting at 7 or 8 in the
morning through to 11 or 12, and then from 1 or 2 in the afternoon through
to 5 or 6. (The Main Unit has three shifts up to 10 at night.) In practice,
because the majority of patients are brought in by patient transport mini-
bus type ambulances or volunteer drivers or even taxis, it’s not possible to
keep a strict timetable, especially when you take into account Oxford’s
notorious traffic congestion problems. This applies to me coming in by car
as much as anybody, so my strategy is to avoid the rush hour by not setting
off until around 10 in the morning, arriving by about 11 and hence I will
be leaving between 4 and 5 with any luck – when the traffic is terrible but
it only gets more terrible still later than that, so there’s nothing you can do.
The nurses themselves work what they call “short” or “long” shifts, having
to do so many of each every month. “Short” means 7 in the morning until
3 in the afternoon or 11 in the morning until 7 in the evening. “Long”
means 7 in the morning to 7 in the evening. There is one Senior Nursing
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Manager, one Senior Nurse Practitioner, one Trainee Nurse Practitioner,
one Health Care Assistant (HCA) one Student Nurse and everyone else is a
Staff Nurse Practitioner. The “Practitioner” part of their qualifications
means they can prescribe a limited amount of medicines in addition to
sticking big needles in you and being experts in the use of dialysis
machines. Floating around are at least three Doctors on call, between both
dialysis units, the day unit and the ward, the Renal Matron, and about six
“research” nurses, because there are a number of drug and treatment
variant studies going on all the time. I am on one of these, to do with iron.
I was prone to getting very anaemic, but nowadays not so much, due to
regular additions of iron into my treatment. The actual dose and method of
this treatment is the subject of the study.

While the Main unit and the ward have a very few male nurses – six
or so, could be less – Tarver’s staffing is all female and around half of
them do not have English as their mother tongue. We have nurses from
Albania, Bulgaria, Hong Kong, various parts of India, The Philippines,
Poland, Portugal, Singapore, and especially Spain. (So many from there,
you wonder who is running the Spanish health system.) I try to be as
helpful as I can to the nurses, because really, they work like stink, on their
feet all the time, rushing about from bed to bed, lining and programming
machines, connecting patients, un-lining the machines, changing bed linen,
cleaning machines and still dealing with ringing phones, porters, cleaning
staff, doctors demands for tests, and, yes, bed pans. I fill out the worksheet
in my folder on the table by my bed, go off and weigh myself, enter the
weight on the sheet, compare that with my “dry weight” (a more or less
arbitrary figure representing my weight sans everything I have drunk since
my last treatment), work out how much liquid needs to come off me, go
and wash my arm where my graft is (the bit that actually connects me to
the machine), adjust the bed, take my shoes off and lie down. By and by, a
nurse looks at the sheet, programs the machine, checks the lines, then
opens a sterile pack containing paper, gauze, antiseptic “lollipop”, two
needles attached to short lines of about twelve inches and a small bag of
saline and disposable syringes. She takes the paper, puts it under my arm,
then measures out six strips of sticky tape from the rolls attached to her
lanyard, or residing in her tunic pocket, and sticks them to my pillow or to
a corner of the machine ready for later, then takes the “lollipop” and
squeezes it till it cracks and releases the antiseptic into the business end of
the device, then swabs the graft area of my arm. She takes the first needle
and short line which is capped at the far end and inserts it through my skin
into the graft. If she has got it right (and she almost always has) blood can
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be seen in the line, pulsing along with my heart. She puts a clamp on the
line, takes the cap off, attaches a syringe, releases the clamp and uses the
syringe to draw blood up the line. She will ask me if I feel any pain, but I
never have. Then she pushes the blood back aways, clamps the line again,
and repeats the whole process for the second needle and line. Then she
attaches the first line to the machine, replacing the syringe with the
outgoing line (incoming to the machine), having first checked that the
machine is showing “green man” for “ready to start”. If not, there may be
some delay, until the machine consents that it is, in fact, ready to start.
Then she tapes down the needle in my arm, padding it with gauze if
necessary. While she does that, blood shoots along the line from my arm
into the machine. The machine stops when my blood arrives at the
artificial kidney itself (a cylinder on the outside of the machine. It gets
thrown away with the lines) and waits while the incoming line (outgoing to
the machine) is connected up. When the nurse taps the screen to confirm
that and we have blood in both lines, the dialysis proper begins. The nurse
tapes up the second line as the first and sets the profile, which in my case
is a steady 0 – 100 along the horizontal axis, meaning that it will remove
more impurities to begin with and more and more liquid as the session
goes on. I ask for a blanket (’cos I gets very chilly, you know) and a cup of
ice water (which I save to have with my packed lunch provided by my
lovely wife) and then immerse myself in my reading, which is mostly
ebooks on my tablet (mostly Space Opera. Don’t tell anyone).

Four hours later, the machine flashes its lights and plays a little tune
to indicate it has finished. The nurse clamps the lines nearest the needles
and then unscrews them and reattaches them to a little plastic joining piece
which is in other sterile packs she has brought with her. She presses the
icon on the screen that is flashing and the machine goes into cleaning and
disinfecting mode. Then she untapes my first needle, then prepares a wad
of actinic and ordinary gauze, and in a skilful manoeuvre, whips the needle
out and slaps the wad down on the hole. Then I grip the wad as well and
she leaves to go and de-line the machine. By the time she has done that,
with any luck when we peek under the wad, it will have stopped bleeding.
She prepares another clean wad and tapes it down. Now we repeat the
process for the second needle only this time she can rush off to another
patient while I hold the wad down, or if we are lucky, we can chew the fat
about this or that, until she thinks we have let enough time elapse for a clot
to have formed over the hole. This is the riskiest part of the whole day in
many ways, because blood can literally spurt out of those holes, and it
goes everywhere. Before a few seconds have elapsed the bed, the floor, the
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machine, to say nothing of nurse and patient, are drenched and the whole
scene will look like the denouement of a slasher movie. But that very
seldom happens, thank heaven. Duly taped up, I rise from the bed, wait for
the double vision to settle (my blood pressure is now very low), and then
slowly put my shoes back on, and totter to the scales again. My weight
should match the figures indicated by the chart, and generally it does
within 0.1 or so. Gathering up my belongings, and saying my farewells, I
totter off back down the corridor to the car, turnaround gingerly in the very
limited space, and hurtle off (Ha!). And that’s dialysis.

Vibrator #2.0.34 (December 2016) ed.
Graham Charnock
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Johnny the Antiquary
I treated myself to an outing to the Cotswold village of Bibury where there
was an antiques fair. As with all of those villages, parking was a
nightmare. After cruising round and round at five miles an hour down tiny
streets lined with cars I finally found a space on a corner and got in as tight
to the wall as I could. I did wonder if I had left the car’s arse end, poking
out as it was, a bit vulnerable. Anyhow I crept off clutching my carrier
bag. The reason I had come to this tourist honeypot was the
aforementioned antiques fair wherein restoration advice was available. It
turned out that the bloke on the door collecting the £1 admission fee was
the adviser concerned, being a furniture restorer though, he explained, he
was mainly engaged in the restoration of a WW2 Spitfire at present. “Is
there much wood in those?” I asked, amazed.

“None at all,” came the reply. “It’s all rivets and soldering”. I was a
bit thrown by that, but I unwrapped the item I was interested in having
restored all the same. It was an early 20th century Japanese Zushi or
portable shrine. Standing about ten inches high, a lovely lacquered black
cabinet opens by means of a tiny ornate latch to reveal a bright gold
interior on which an exquisitely detailed Shakyamuni sits in dhyasana on a
lotus on a gilded plinth. Sadly the lacquer cabinet is peeling at the base
(looks as if it got wet at some point) and Shakyamuni himself has lost the
tip of his aura, has come apart from his plinth and the plinth itself has lost
a chunk of gilding. We both sat and marvelled at it for some minutes. I had
marvelled at it when I first received it via Parcel Force having bid for it in
an online auction. It had only cost me £90 plus 26% buyer’s premium plus
20% VAT. Even in its poor condition, £118 seemed a very small price to
pay for such a small, intricate and beautiful thing. Andy the restorer
discussed how he might restore the aura and the plinth, but the lacquer he
said he couldn’t do. He would need to sub that out to a professional. We
fell to discussing the many variables involved in the cost.

For the last month or so I have fancied myself a dealer in Buddhist
and Hindu imagery. Over the last thirty years or so I have amassed a
collection of carved, moulded, and cast representations of Buddhas,
Bodhisattvas and various and sundry Hindu gods. I decided to sell some of
these by renting a cabinet in an Antiques Arcade in Hungerford. Foolishly,
I also started bidding on various similar things online. I have acquired such
things as a 17th-century head of a Buddha from Cambodia, and a brick
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with an impressed painted image of the goddess Kwan Yin from China. I
haven’t sold a single solitary thing as yet. But I carry on.

Back to the Zushi. We negotiated a budget of £400 for the restoration.
I envisage putting a ticket price of a £1000 on it when it’s ready for sale.
But as any keen follower of BBC Antiques programmes (Bargain Hunt,
Antiques Road Trip etc) knows, no one pays the ticket price. Even so, there
should be a reasonable profit in it. Or I may hang on to it forever. After all,
some of the pieces I have on sale in Hungerford I have owned for the
better part of thirty years, having bought them as souvenirs of my various
travels or rescued them from junk shops where no one knew they were
Vishnu or Vajrapani or sniggered at Amitabha having it off with his
Dakini consort. In Bibury, pleased with myself, I consumed the obligatory
cream tea and tottered back to the car. Alas and indeed, someone had
whacked it. All profit lost, I expect.

InTheBar email list (8 October 2018)
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It’s a Brick
China has a very long and complex history, as I am sure you know. If you
have ever been there, there are a great many sites and buildings where you
can almost feel the massive weight of that history pressing in on you. I
would like to tell you a story that starts in just one part of that history and
brings us down to the present day, to my little house in Wiltshire, a corner
of England.

The Yellow River rises in a branch of the Kun Lun mountains, the
range of mountains that more or less defines the northern borders of Tibet.
(Nowadays, the Chinese view is, of course, that there is no border, it’s all
China though Tibet is granted the title of an “autonomous region”, though
the title is about the extent of its autonomy.) Things were not always so.
Tibet had once been a huge military power which at different times
conquered large swathes of Central Asia. By the period I want to focus on,
400-500 CE, it was in decline and confined mostly to its home cold and
windy plateau behind the mountains. Years earlier the last Qin emperor
had tried to create a unified Chinese state, but had failed and following on
from that failure came the breakup of the Qin empire. To cut a long story
short, the warring sub-states became, for a period, the Northern Wei
empire and dynasty. By 400-500 its capital was at Chang an, modern Xian.

To the west of Xian the terrain becomes increasingly desert, to the
east the Yellow River produces fertile soil for farming. The river takes its
name from its very muddy colour, to my eyes not that yellow, but a sort of
pinky-grey. (Wikipedia has a good picture of the Hukou Falls on the river
at https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Yellow_River#/media/File:Hukou_Waterf
all.jpg. Note the colour of the rock in the foreground, which is near
identical to that of the brick.) Whatever colour you want to call it, it’s
acquired from the disintegrating rock, called loess, somewhere between a
sand and dust, and this material, when strained from the water, is good for
building.

I don’t know the history of brick-making, but it would be a good
guess if we said the Chinese thought of it first. Bricks are still made along
the western Yellow River valley, the works identifiable by big tall
chimneys pumping out tons of choking, dusty smoke. No doubt the
process is much more industrial now, but in the period I am talking about,
it would have been artisanal and the bricks could be decorative, as they
were pressed into moulds and baked in the sun. The moulds for such bricks

152

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Yellow_River#/media/File:Hukou_Waterfall.jpg


were made by craftsmen, who probably did nothing else. Some unknown
master made the mould for the brick I own.

The subject of the brick is the
goddess Kwan Yin, still a popular deity in
China, the Koreas and Japan. She is a
version of the goddess Tara who in turn is
the female aspect of the great Bodhisattva
Avolokiteshvara, he of the thousand arms
in Indo-Tibetan iconography.
Avolokiteshvara is the Bodhisattva of
compassion. In Tibet, where both the male
and female forms are venerated, Tara is
often depicted as having green skin (due
to her stay with the hermit poet Milarepa,
who is alleged to have lived entirely on
nettles, the colour green also being
associated with compassion). Down the
centuries, Kwan Yin has almost become a
separate belief from its origins in
Mahayana Buddhism and in China (and of
course on the internet) you can buy
modern willowy statues of her, often

blanc-de-chine, but sometimes exquisitely decorated.
The figure in my brick has also been wonderfully decorated and the

colours have survived down to the present day only slightly faded. All the
colours have significance, though I cannot tell you precisely what. I do
know what the significance of her hand positions are. (These hand
positions on any Buddhist figure are known as “mudras”.) The right hand,
the palm open and the fingers pointing down, means “approach and do not
fear” while the left, bent back, palm open, means “all wishes will be
fulfilled”.

It’s hard to know precisely what the brick was made for. It might
have been made for a temple, but if so, not a very big one since large
temples tend to have plaster statues and be stone-built rather than brick.
Who knows though? Given the political turbulence of the period, stone
might not have been obtainable, and the whole thing might have been
brick built. I favour the idea that it was part of a domestic shrine in a fairly
big house belonging to a wealthy family. Whatever structure this was once
part of, it survived intact from the four or five hundreds right down to our
own times.
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Its downfall came with the Cultural Revolution of the late 1960s and
early 1970s. Religion was condemned in this period as part of the “Four
Olds” (Old Customs, Old Culture, Old Habits, and Old Ideas). I imagine
whatever shrine or temple the brick was part of was destroyed at this time,
but then, as now, antiquity smuggling was a very lucrative trade and thus
this brick was acquired by a collector in Hong Kong in 1970. I can further
theorize that this collector was British since in 2000, after the handover of
Hong Kong to the Chinese, this brick arrives in the U.K. This information
comes from the auctioneers Hanson & Co of Derbyshire. In 2018, I bought
this at auction for £750. (Which, when you consider its age and condition,
is still some sort of insult to the object itself and its long dead makers.) I
surmise that the Hong Kong collector is now deceased and his or her
executors sold it at the auction.

I have added it to my collection of Buddhas, Hindu gods,
Bodhisattvas, charms and whatnots that I found I had amassed over the last
thirty or so years when I was trying to have a “sort out” here at my cottage
on top of a windy and damp hill in Wiltshire. I take pleasure at the thought
that such an object has survived such a vast period of time to take its place
on a high shelf in my living room. It is perhaps a quarter bigger than a
modern house brick and weighs considerably more than a modern brick.
Its edges and corners are very friable and likely to crumble if handled too
much.

Since I bought it, I have seen two similar bricks for sale, one on eBay
and one on an auction house website. Neither appeared to be in as good a
condition as this one. The condition is so fine, inevitably one has to
consider whether or not it is genuine. It is quite possible that this whole
story, excepting only the part about the collector in Hong Kong, is just a
dream and the reality is that there is a small factory in China somewhere
churning them out, just as there is for those four-faced Buddha heads in
bronze and copper one sees. But obviously I prefer to believe in its
authenticity, for now. If my confidence gives way, it will go to auction. At
present, it forms part of my stock/inventory for my new venture in
Hungerford Arcade, where I already have an interesting selection of
antique Buddhist and Hindu images for sale. Mostly these are bronzes, a
lot of which came from junk shops where relics of the Raj lay
unconsidered, though some came back with me from India and Sri Lanka,
and still others I have bought at auction recently. I won’t say they are
reasonably priced. I don’t think you should get stuff like this for nothing,
and you won’t be seeing any of it on Bargain Hunt anytime soon. They are
objects that hold significance, that have, perhaps, been venerated, and in
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their own way, they should be respected, as their makers and believers
once did. I had some sort of brainwave when I was attempting that “sort
out” I mentioned earlier. I call myself a trader in these items, although the
venture is only in its infancy and as yet sales are not even close to
purchases like the brick, let alone exceeding them. It’s only a brick
perhaps, but unless someone is willing to pay me four figures for it, I am
keeping it.

Raucous Caucus #6 (March 2019) ed. Pat
Charnock
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Some Poems
Tomorrow

Tomorrow
When all the world is bright and new
And sun shines once more through Kentish trees
Then all the world will gleam once more
From its Kandy point and chrome exterior
Through to its deep rose red sea of
Human life and emotions
And once more things will work out
Despite midnight loneliness and worry
And all this will fall as but words –
Words on a crowd’s unlistening ears
Of the cynics who walk the Earth
But they too are of the rose red sea
And so will life roll on
Tomorrow

Wadezine #5 (Autumn 1969) ed. Audrey
Walton.

A Funny Thing Happened

A funny thing happened –
a flying ballet shoe just burst through my plate glass

window smashing and ripping the blind, stood on its heel, and
announced that it was General De Gaulle and all the rest were
merely cardboard replicas....

a funny thing happened –
a forest of burning fir trees were blowing in the wind

while cowboys with “Win With Wallace” t-shirts danced
around a flagpole screaming “All the way with LBJ!”

a funny thing happened –
as I slipped the ring on her finger the sound of chains and

manacles echoed all around, and I realized too late that
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politics is all irrelevant anyway.

Fouler #3 (October 1970) ed. Leroy Kettle
and Greg Pickersgill

Linden Gardens Doorstep Song

When it comes to you
     I don’t know what to do
As if the blue of the morning
     Stuck to me like glue

     Oh, no,
          It’s happened again, baby
     What d’you expect me to say?
     Oh, no,
          It’s happened again, baby
     You wouldn’t believe me anyway.

All I want is love
     Returned for mine
If I couldn’t have that
     At least play for time

     Oh, no,
          It’s happened again, baby
     What d’you expect me to say?
     Oh, no,
          It’s happened again, baby
     You wouldn’t believe me anyway.

That’s all there is
     So I’m on my way
Don’t want to worry you
     But you’ll be thirty, one day

     Oh, no,
          It’s happened again, baby
     What d’you expect me to say?
     Oh, no,
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          It’s happened again, baby

               But
               I
               don’t
               think
               you’d
               have
               married
               me
               anyway.

Black Knight #2 (July 1971) ed. Phil
Spencer

Mersey Sleep

A hard days night travelling,
To see your murky sky,
And waters,
You port of the silent ships.

Ive come in pursuit of money,
That cant buy me love,
And requiring work,
Eight days a week still remembering,

Boys in collarless jackets,
Feeling fine with bass guitars
Blowing the plaster down,
Head in hand, face to the wall.

Pity me, lonely guitar boy,
So very scared that she loves you standing there,
wondering just when,
A golden oldie becomes a revived 45.

Zimri #7 (January 1975) ed. Lisa Conesa

Buddhists

(Stations of the Mildly Irritated)
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Ill tell you about Buddhists, round here –
They are only part baked, and no ones finished them
Most are trying not to look at their fear,
But some are simply lacking a full set of slots, or pins,
Or something like that

Anyway you slice it, to get from Greenwich
Maritime to Paddington is two changes, but to insist
That one set of changes is superior to the other
Is but a routine error value for a Buddhist
Requiring no justification

And, castaways that we were, as a result
Wandering in the great windy spaces beneath towers
That babbled and staring into a deep muddy insult
To my intelligence, as I thought with aching feet
It dawned that he had meant Heron Quays

The result of which was more walking
Along a moving walkway at Waterloo, while scrutinizing
Timetables to discover that his train was earlier than
What he had confidently stated, and so with tension rising
We abandoned all pretence of cool

Out of a sense of dutiful concern, without regard
For my body mass index, we ran together up the flights of stairs
To emerge on Paddington’s smooth bright tiled and hard
Concourse, though his train was a full fifteen minutes
Leaving before mine, what else is new?

Leaving me to survey a colourful carriage
Of sad laptop whackers and mobile tinklers, he hurtled off
And sitting in deep analysis that lasted oh, at least to Royal Oak
I realize that though Buddhists can easily mock and laugh and scoff
At the rest of the world, they are at least as daft

And possibly the more so, given that they
Are the ones who know what such lustreless thought leads to
For all their inspiration, and desire to change or so they say
They can only meditate upon the way forward, they cannot walk
Forward and not get lost, or so it seems

The Buddhists round here, take my word for it
Are as far from reality as the paved and altered ground
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Was that day from the top of Canary Wharf Tower, lost, no trace
On the Isle of Dogs – I ask you, what can they think is found
By being an outsider, like the rest of us?

Motorway Dreamer #2 (2006) ed. John
Nielsen-Hall

Bad Colours

In my colour therapy reds not cool
Red says “See me after school”
Red is “Bad idea – you can do better”
Red is a legal action coming letter
Red is deficits and losses
Red is a sunset line of crosses

In my colour therapy green is beady eyed
Green is envy and green is pride
Green has oppressive, moralizing notions
Green fears the weather and the oceans
Green says the end of the world is nigh
Green thinks you should change or die

In my colour therapy black is hard-ons
Black is corsetry, leather and nylons
Black is women with hard faces
Black is shiny shoes with laces
Black is surplus, profits, winning
Black is a skull in the dirt grinning

In my colour therapy I prefer blue
Blue is “Fine, thanks – how are you?”
Blue is honest, blue is true
Blue is open, it does not mask
Blue is what I am, since you ask.

Motorway Dreamer #3 (2006) ed. John
Nielsen-Hall

Snake

I am the serpent waiting

160



elongated and malign
for the unwary player
who lands on ninety nine

I wait for those who think
that they almost grasp the prize,
for some careless accounting
and sometimes downright lies

I lie in wait grinning, salivating
full of malevolent surprise
for those whose self satisfaction
obscures my green unblinking eyes

As long as Man’s ambition lives
and dreams of success thrive
in front of all life’s ladders
my kindred and I survive
by feeding on the hopes of those
who want that victors crown.
We exist to confound their dreams,
and slithering, we take them down.

Motorway Dreamer #8 (2012) ed. John
Nielsen-Hall
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Some Letters
To Lisa Conesa

Many people, including his professional colleagues, have observed Ted
Tubb’s decline into cynicism and circular arguments of pent up frustration.
His thing was just like that, dragging out his old warhorses of bitterness for
the edification, albeit unwilling, of a world that passes further from his
grasp with every passing minute spent at his typewriter. His story, while
readable and instructive, is pure Tubb at his most bitter, for why? Maybe
’cos he is getting older, and the world of SF that he once knew has
changed more than somewhat, and Fandom, no doubt once a well
frequented playground, has moved on also to the point where he and he
alone can write a LoC [letter of comment] and criticize me for using a four
letter word. He does not observe the use of other one-time taboos
throughout Zimri 4½, and in my article in particular, or if he does he
makes no comment. He stops at one word used in my LoC. I suppose it
was this one: Fuckin’.

Further, if my surmise regarding Ted Tubb’s bitter feeling towards
his fellow authors and fans is correct, and he really hasn’t adjusted to the
changing times, it is all the more disappointing in a Science Fiction author,
a man who has long thought and dreamt of the possibilities of vast and
sweeping alterations in style on every level, technological, sociological
etc, for a major portion of his life. And now that many of those changes
have come to pass, many of them no doubt twice as dreadful as he ever
conceived, he can find sanctuary only in the traditional attitudes of the
ageing: Things were better once, I know, because I am older than you are.
The portrayal of Bym* is a very bitter old reprobate’s idealized view of the
young intellectual. If you can think no further than this, Mr Tubb, then
stop trying to create now.

* The “Bearded Young Man” who annoys Toa the “Tired Old
Author” in Tubb’s Zimri #5 story “BLOCK”. [Ed.]

Einstein disguised as Robin Hood
With his memories in a trunk,
Passed this way an hour ago
with his friend a jealous monk,
He looked so immaculately frightful
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As he bummed a cigarette
Then he went off sniffing drainpipes
And reciting the alphabet....

A man far younger wrote that, Ted; the rest of it goes in part:

You would not think to look at him,
But he was famous long ago....

and that is in some ways all about you, or at least you when you write an
article like the one in Z5.

I would also like to quote a couple of lines by the same person for the
benefit of those who in my more paranoid moments I imagine will jump
down my throat for daring to criticize the great Ted Tubb. That is:

Don’t follow leaders,
Watch the parking meters.

Yessir, Mr Dylan, time and again you are proved right all over everywhere
but still no one listens, least of all the leaders themselves.

End of diatribe.

Zimri #6 (May 1974) ed. Lisa Conesa

To Rich Coad

Yesterday the Times ran a big feature on Mormons and Salt Lake City. Ah
me! It brought it all back. It told me a few things I never knew before, like
orthodox Mormons wear special sacred underwear. Straight up, scout’s
honour. If there are any Mormons in fandom I propose a campaign for
their de-bagging in the interests of science, knowledge and fannish legend.
In fact, peanut, I remember in a drunken party somewhere in North
London you once said you had leanings towards the Latter Day Saints.
Should you come back to London or I arrive in Oakland I propose you
clutch your trousers tight to your scrawny bum. Curiosity may have killed
the cat, but he had a much more sensitive nose. I always wondered why
you never changed your boots. Mormon socks! Bloody hell, if the Cornish
pope should hear of it....

Spicy [Rat Tales] #3 (July 1976) ed. Rich
Coad

To Graham Charnock
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The difficulty in owning up to my sexual past, which is probably nowhere
near as interesting as some people would like to think it is, is that quite a
few of the ladies/women concerned are still with us, and in some cases I
promised them I would say nothing, and I try and keep my promises. If
you want to have affairs, you had better be discreet. Of course, after this
length of time, you could probably publish it all anyway, and all anyone
who doesn’t want to own up to it need do is laugh and accuse me of
fantasies. In some cases, there was no attempt at secrecy, with cataclysmic
results. I was surprised by that, believe it or not. I was naive enough to
believe that honesty was the best policy.

I think you over-dramatize when you say that sleeping around when
AIDS got going became the kiss of death. It certainly led to a greater
awareness of precautions, but I had been very savvy on that front ever
since my experiences at Nassington Road, where virtually the entire
household visited the STD clinic in Praed Street at some time or other. It
was like having mice, and you always knew where it had come from too. I
think post-AIDS people became more interested in non-penetrative sex,
which was probably a good thing in many ways; lots more variety. I am
unable to understand why most people cannot take sex more lightly. Why
it had to lead to so many break-ups and estrangements back in the day, I
could never fathom, but that’s just me. I certainly never felt that my
friends “looked rather silly with their pants around their ankles” as you put
it. I was a tiny bit envious of some of them, to be honest. Or at least,
envious of the delights I imagined they had experienced with some of the
women I lusted after myself. And I was always lusting – the more I had,
the more I wanted.

Ah well, back to the dialysis machine, with which I have exchanged
more fluid than all the women I may ever have shared a couch with. Poor
old chap.

Vibrator #2.0.8 (September 2014) ed.
Graham Charnock

I see where Fred Smith, an old and unreconstructed jazzer, is asking me to
reconsider what I actually meant when I heaped such fulsome praise on
that old Tornados single. Well, perhaps I should have chosen my words
more carefully. I should have said “the greatest instrumental pop 45 of all
time”, to distinguish it from all those old trumpet 78’s Fred no doubt has
stacked up to the ceiling and among which are, I have no doubt, many
sides that Fred thinks are far more deserving of such an all encompassing
mythical award.

164



But perhaps I shouldn’t. After all, Telstar starts with a lot of science-
fictional noises (or what Joe Meek thought was science-fictional from the
distance of the Holloway Road of the early 1960s) which by themselves
set the record apart from any old toot-tootler effort of twenty plus years
before, to whom science fiction was just American comic book crap,
incapable of having any halfway serious content. Offhand I cannot call to
mind any record from the big band era that used sound effects of any kind.
Nobody really thought about record production in terms of sound in those
days, although arrangers, taking their cue from classical music, knew a lot
about imparting colour to a piece. Sadly, very few jazzers saw the
necessity for this, not even when it became obvious that particular
orchestras/ bands had an immediately identifiable sound. My old man had
loads of old records from his youth in the war years, a lot of them
American, and from listening to a lot of these it became obvious to me
how the well known records from that era were as successful as they were:
Sound. You could tell Glenn Miller records as soon as they came on –
same went for Paul Whiteman or Tommy Dorsey and a few others. Other
sides were by outfits who, however worthy their contributing soloists or
writers, could have been anybody. I think they relied too much on the
listener needing to appreciate their virtuosity as if they were live, which
was to misunderstand entirely what recorded pop music was and still is
about.

If you want to appreciate what a musician can really do, you should
be in a concert hall. Whether we are talking 78s, 45s or MP3s, pop music
is about the Sound, the song, if you will, not the singer – or the guitarist,
trumpet player, or any other musician whose own importance leads him or
her to get in the way of what the medium is for. This is why Jazz died the
death as popular music, and now Rock has gone the same way. Musicians
getting in the way of the music. They should be stopped. Well, between
rappers and techno-geeks, I think they have been.

Vibrator #2.0.17 (June 2015) ed. Graham
Charnock

Fred Smith has just discovered the rabidly left wing nature of most of old
phart fandom. It’s taken him a while. Yes, Fred, I am afraid it is true. They
all read the Guardian and if you get them all in a room you can test their
knee jerk responses if you shout “Starbucks!” or “Jeremy Hunt!” or maybe
just “Tories!” They will all quickly stand on one leg; the left one. Actually
our esteemed editor is one of the more independently minded of their
number, as evidenced by his attempting to out argue Mighty Joe Nicholas

165



on Global Warming (and crashing and burning rather spectacularly, I
thought). But on the whole they are slavish believers in political ideas that
remain rooted in the nineteenth century, not even the twentieth, let alone
the twenty-first. Steampunk politics you might call it.

Vibrator #2.0.21 (October 2015) ed. Graham
Charnock

To Pat Charnock

All the discussion of obsolete tech and working practices [in Raucous
Caucus #7] prompts me to contribute my own experiences over the course
of my working life. About the second job I had after leaving school was in
an Estate Agents. In those days, the particulars etc of properties for sale
had to be duplicated and because it was customary to include a (usually
very misleading) B & W picture taken with a big Polaroid camera, the
original document was handed to me as an electrostencil with admonitions
as to not tearing it. I carefully placed it on the Gestetner’s drum (never saw
a Roneo until sometime in the 1970s) attaching the top with its avant garde
holes and slots onto the matching metal strip and snapping down the cover
(and why was that done and why were the holes and slots such strange
shapes?). I then had to do the initial inking by hand, squeezing a big tube
of black ink onto the stencil and then spreading it around with a sponge. I
was up to my armpits in black ink, ruining my shirts. Even with an apron
on it still went everywhere. (I was expected to wear a suit to work.) When
I switched on the power, after first hand cranking a couple of sheets off as
proofs for inspection and approval by my boss, the first fifty or so sheets
were illegible, such was the over inking and smudging. Worse, the
electrostencil would wrinkle on the drum as time went on. It was much
better to hand crank the machine, but it took so bloody long and there
might be another four or five properties to get printed up. Terrible job. I
got the push after a couple of months on the basis that Harold Wilson had
brought in Selective Employment Tax (Madness! It wasn’t as if
employment wasn’t already taxed via National Insurance) and was Last In
so First Out. I wasn’t sorry.

When I worked at the National Mutual in the City chasing mortgage
arrears and handling evictions in the early 70s the team I worked in had its
own dedicated typists, just two of them. But they had new golf ball
typewriters with memories. This meant they could print off letters (the
memory would hold about three, I think) reminding people of missed
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payments or building arrears and all I had to do was dictate the number of
the letter and the amount involved. When I moved on to selling ready
made companies with another firm, the typing arrangements were actually
a step backwards from the Mutual’s level of technology in that I had to
deal with a real typing pool. There were about thirty women in a big room,
and I swear that you could be knocked over by the sheer amount of
hormones flying about as you came in the door. There was considerable
flirty banter when you asked who wanted or had capacity to take your
dictation tape. If you didn’t want to be going up and down the stairs to the
room involved all day with corrections, it was best if you could get the
older, usually (but not always) married women to do the job as they were
more accurate and likely to understand what you meant, whereas the
younger ladies, some on their first job after leaving school, were very
generally speaking, hopeless. Crikey, it seems like the dark ages now.

Jerry Kaufman, being the observant sort, not only notices the hyphen
between Nielsen and Hall, but compares and contrasts with Nielsen
Hayden. I cannot speak for the Nielsen Haydens but in my case there
should be a hyphen; but in the early days of computing, hyphens used to
upset various word processing or database programs, so I left it out. Plus,
in my early fannish career, I used to leave the Nielsen out altogether, or
just put N., a practice I now frown upon. This allowed such comic
geniuses as Kettle and Pickersgill to substitute various unlikely variants
such as Nebuchadnezzar or Nobrain. So I’m pretty laid back about the
presence of a hyphen or the lack thereof but not N.

previously unpublished (written 10 March
2020)

To InTheBar

“Even so, Subbuteo.”

InTheBar email list, passim
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Vroom
Monday 11th May 2020

I have always liked big cars with big motors. That’s my taste. I also
consider 4 wheel drive a necessity given where I live. By British standards,
my current ride, a Subaru Outback, is fairly big, with 2.5 litres of fuel
injected engine and being long and fairly wide. I thought that my next car
should be a hybrid, just because I should be responsible and be considerate
about the environment. But not at nearly £40,000. So my thinking is: sod
it, I will have a great big SUV. Not necessarily bigger in terms of length
and width, but definitely bigger in the mill department. And if I don’t get
one now, will I ever have another chance? They are even more expensive
new, but I could afford a used one. What I save on the purchase price, I
can spend on the upkeep, although since I no longer work, and no longer
have to travel three days a week for dialysis, I actually won’t be using it
that much. I’m not using the Subaru at all in the current conditions, except
to take the rubbish down the drive to the bins. (And the odd trip to Oxford,
as this week.)

Leg room I don’t think would be an issue even if I could afford a
hybrid, but I’d have to see. Yes, I’d like a Hummer. Leaving aside the
stretched variety that are used as limousines, there are very few in the UK,
and I’d like to own a relative rarity. There’s one for sale in Hampshire, an
H3 2006 model for just £8,900! But a Lincoln Navigator would be even
rarer. The cheapest of those I could find was £54,000 and that was seven
years old. Might have to be a Hummer then. If only things would get back
to normal.

Friday 15th May 2020
In a blur of activity, I went online, found, ordered, paid a deposit and

got delivered a 2006 Range Rover Sport 4.2 supercharged V8. Despite its
age, it only has on it roughly the same mileage my 2016 Subaru has on it.
It is a big, growly hunk of machinery, just my style. It needs a thorough
valet, there is dirt in the seams of the upholstery and on the centre console,
stuff like that. The interior is cream or beige leather. We had a Subaru with
that once and it does show the dirt. I’ll get that done at some point. Also,
the floor mats have been taken out and left in the back. I can’t think why. I
have driven it around the lanes and back up, and basically, I’m in love.

Monday 25th May 2020
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Well, if you buy an old car at an extremely cheap price, you know
there has to be something wrong with it and I guess I have found out what
it is. I got the mobile valet people up here today to work on the Range
Rover, and, by the way, they did an extremely good job, but though
standing stock still and not going anywhere, the keys were in the ignition,
and THINGS started to happen. Specifically, the flashers came on and the
alarm went off briefly. I figured it was telling me the battery was low and I
tried to to get in and start the engine but the seat had been moved so far
forward I couldn’t get my foot on the brake and there wasn’t enough
power to move the seat back again. So, I called the AA out and the guy
says I should not leave the key in it, because before you even turn over the
engine, the computers and the radar come on, and they are draining the
battery. All well and good, I won’t do that again, but I ran the engine for
40 minutes as recommended by the bloke, by which time of course, he had
gone, and then I switched off and took the keys out. Bugger me if the
flashers didn’t come on again, and the central locking was switching itself
on and off. I pressed the hazard warning button on the dash over and over
and I pressed the button on the key fob to unlock or lock. Nothing
changed. I call the AA again, and explain, and they say that they will send
the bloke back, but when the van appears, some 40 minutes later, it’s not
the same bloke. So I have to explain everything all over again. He opens
the car, which was not locked, presses the hazard light switch, which I had
done about fifty times and poof!, the hazards switch off. Do I feel stupid?

But the locking mechanism was still going on and off when he shut
the door. And then the horn came on, in short blasts as if sending in code.
AA bloke gives the steering column a very hard stare. I was thinking the
battery was going flat again, even as we stood there (well, I’m inside the
house looking on anxiously while he telepathically communicated with the
car while standing by it. Social distancing, you see). Then he walked to the
back, lifted up the tailgate (which is in two halves on the Range Rover, the
whole gate, or just the back window) and shut it down again, then lifted
the rear window part on its own, shut that. All was quiet. “Tailgate wasn’t
shut properly,” he said. “I think it was trying to tell you.” I feel a right
mug.

Vita Transplantare #4, #5 (May 2020) ed.
John Nielsen-Hall
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Motorway Dreamer #5 cover art by Dan Steffan.
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Thirty Or So Folks Get Pissed in
Bristol

Corflu Concorde, 5-7 November 2021

Photo from John Coxon’s phone using time delay.

Back Row L-R: Mark Plummer, Rich Coad, Victor Gonzales, Tom
Becker, Steve Jeffery, Vicki Lee France, Doug Bell, Christina Lake,
Claire Brialey, Caroline Mullan, Tommy Ferguson.

Middle Row L-R: Ian Sorensen, Rob Jackson, Peter Sullivan, Bill
Burns, Mary Burns, some poor old bloke who wandered in, Yvonne
Rowse, Hazel Ashworth West, Sandra Bond.

Front Row bums on carpet L-R: Brian Ameringen, España Sheriff,
John Coxon, Keith Freeman, Alison Scott, Steven Cain. Also present
but for one reason or another managed to absent themselves from the
photo: James Bacon, Ian Millsted, Nigel Rowe, Spike, Pete Young.

Arrived late on Friday afternoon, parked the beast, couldn’t get into the
hotel from the car park, had to cart my suitcase and laptop round to the
front entrance. Arrived breathless, long queue to check in, but very few
Corfluvians until Sandra passed by the line and we exchanged a few
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words, and promised to meet on the top floor where the con bar and events
were happening. And after having found my room and unpacked etc. that’s
exactly what happened. Moreover, duly swamped with con publications
and fanzines, I provided myself with a big G&T (the first of many) sat
through Rob’s opening remarks and introductions and the obligatory GoH
hat ritual (it was Sandra, of course) and then I was on a panel about Zoom
and whether it is a good or bad thing. I don’t recall that Christina, Alison,
myself or Tommy came to any conclusion. Participating was both a live
and a Zoom audience, though the latter were hampered by technical
difficulties of one sort or another, so nothing new there. I think that later
that night I found myself with Sandra and Victor in a pub across the road.
Certainly, it was one night or other and most likely it was Friday. I seem to
recall that Sandra and I had to enlighten Victor about certain aspects of
British fan history, and Victor kept going, “Wow! I never knew that!
That’s fuckin’ amazing!” For my part, I reflected on pervasive fannish
ignorance in Seattle. Then reflected that I was no doubt equally fannishly
ignorant of goings on in Seattle. Victor alluded to some late controversy he
was involved in, which has led to his being cancelled in some quarters. I
disapprove of such behaviour towards and amongst one’s friends.

Saturday... what happened Saturday? My mind’s a blank except for a
panel which included Farah Mendlesohn down the Zoom line from
Montreal, where she was participating in the Fantasy Con that was going
on there. She did her best, but kept freezing. “I expect it’s cold in
Montreal,” I said. No one laughed. But Saturday night, myself and Rich
Coad, a.k.a Space Junk Vole, were to be found in a pub called The Ostrich,
eating sausages (Rich) and Vegan Cottage Pie (Me – and don’t knock it ’til
you have tried it.) and drinking Beer (Rich) and big G&T’s (Me) and it
was great. And then we were back up in the Con bar, doing more of the
same. Tommy handed out Irish Whiskey as promo for Belfast in ’23. I like
the idea of Belfast – but I hope the pubs in that city have gin as well. I
wasn’t that fussed on the Whiskey. Sorry Tommy.

Sunday – blimey! What happened Sunday? Lots. When the
ceremonial brunch rolled around – and the food, though slow to arrive,
was pretty good I have to say – Rob got up to present the actual trophies
for the FAAns and while making introductory remarks was interrupted by
Comrade Stalin of Haringey on the Zoom. “GAARRGLE FUCKING
GLUB GLUB BUGGERY WUGGERRY,” went Comrade Stalin, as
loudly as he could. (I didn’t know what the fuck he was on about.) Poor
old Rob seemed to have divined the gist of these unseemly vocalizations
because suddenly, mild mannered, hesitant umming and erring Dr Jackson
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was transformed into serious stern now-you-listen-to-me lecture mode Dr
Jackson. I mean, we had had to put up with Zoom randomly producing
pictures of the Dictator of the Fanatariat picking his nose in Cinerama and
glorious technicolor for most of the weekend, and now he was giving
angry speeches from the grizzly confines of his North London attic and
interrupting the proceedings! It was enough already, and it comes to
something when even Rob Jackson thinks so. So Charnock got a telling off
and he subsided and was heard from no more. All fandom heaved a sigh of
relief.

Sandra gave her GoH speech in the form of a demonstration lecture of
how like fandom is to a car with a flip chart. No, I mean, Sandra had the
flip chart, not the car. The funny thing was that Sandra was a gibbering
bathtub of nerves before giving this amazing presentation, but then
proceeded to smoothly wow the assembled company. Massive round of
applause. When I think of the GoH speeches I have sat through in the past,
being either bored or confused or distracted by Aileen Forman’s cleavage,
this was nothing short of brilliant. Though I couldn’t tell you now how like
fandom is to a car.

So, in the afternoon, instead of staying safe and warm in the nice
hotel, what did a bunch of us do? At Alison, Steven and Nigel’s bidding
(Heaven knows how he knew about it – he lives in Chicago!) we trooped
off by taxi to an industrial estate somewhere in darkest Bristol where there
was a “pop-up” micro brewery and distillery. It was basically a pub inside
a bare industrial unit. They sold their own gin – pretty strong I thought, not
as smooth as Ramsbury Gin, and we all sat at trestle tables on benches
(most of the others had various strangely named beers) and yakked.
Various others of our number turned up having walked (would you believe
it!) from the hotel. The music was good too, all blues, some marvellous old
records, of which I have quite a few myself. The only drawback was, the
place was an industrial unit with a big roller door, and it was open/up, and
it was freezing in there. We all sat in coats, but mine was zipped right up –
I even had my hood up some of the time. All the same, after about four
hours I was cold to the bone, and the gin was not warming me up enough,
and I said I had to go back to the hotel, so Alison and Steven, concerned
for the poor old chap, ordered up transport by phone, and Victor tagged
along too, but the bloody driver couldn’t find the place, and there was a
ludicrous scene while we all wandered around this bleak park of
warehouses (and a cake factory!) looking for a car whose driver was,
according to his texts, looking for us. We never found him, but eventually
a replacement cab arrived and the car was lovely and warm, and we were
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whisked away while I and the driver discussed the day Mrs. Gandhi was
murdered and the riots that followed in Delhi. I was there, as was he,
though he said he was only eleven or twelve at the time and remembered it
chiefly for being off school for a couple of days! Most taxi drivers are
younger than I am. Such are the penalties of getting old.

Back at the hotel, having thawed out nicely, I sat with Bill and Mary
and Peter (Peter had charge of the laptop with the Zoom link), and we
carried on yakking with various folk in the U.S. (I forget who. Sorry folks.
I was warmer, but still fairly inebriated) while we ate pizza and a selection
of cheeses washed down by still more gin and tonic, and finally, a hot
chocolate. But I fell by the wayside about half nine and had to tearfully say
my goodbyes and go to bed. And so a perfectly lovely Corflu weekend
came to an end. Inshallah, I will see you all again in Vancouver in March.

Vita Transplantare #22 (November 2021)
ed. John Nielsen-Hall
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My Weekend Away
Yes, a big storm was forecast for Friday, 18th February 2022. I took note,
but when I got up that morning, the sun was out up here in the damp
corner of the rural Wiltshire uplands and though the wind was pretty
strong, I didn’t think it was anything worse than we had had before. I
carried on as usual. I was doing my usual round of emails to all and
sundry, when some big howling gusts of wind rattled the window up here
in my pig pen, and also beat hard on the shaky old tiles on the roof.
Despite this and some heavy rain, I kept calm and carried on. Going
downstairs, I put the kettle on for a cup of tea. I had a bunch of laundry
going in the machine, which is out the back by the entrance to the
Ballroom/Winter Garden (surely you all know about the nearly derelict,
dilapidated old pile attached to my property by now). Sipping my boiling
hot tea, I stepped out there to change the cycle on the washing machine.

The noise was horrendous. The Winter Garden, whose groans and
creaks were part of the general background noise indoors, was screaming
in deafening agony, and I could see a hail of glass shards falling into the
“garden” like snow. The pile of cardboard boxes I keep handy for
transporting my bronzes about had all fallen over again. I sighed and just
left them there – I figured things would get worse before they got better. I
bent down to look at the controls on the washing machine. The LEDs and
the little screen were all dark. I thought that somehow the wind had caused
my washing machine to pack up. I came back into the hall and
thoughtfully sipped my tea. It was about eleven in the morning. Only now,
like the big fucking idiot I am, do I note that the kitchen light is off. I
never switch the kitchen light off. Why is it off? Heaven help me, I click
the switch, like a TV cliché, two or three times. “The power is off,” I say
to myself, as if it is an entirely unknown and mysterious thing. A big piece
of tree flies by the window. The storm is definitely worse. The cat comes
into the kitchen and yowls gently at me. Even she knows the power is off.
She has probably heard the central heating go off. My cat is very attuned
to the central heating during the winter. “What now?” I wonder, as I finish
my tea, the last cup I shall have on the premises until Monday, did I but
know it.

I lay down on the bed to think. Thinking turned to dozing. I pulled the
duvet over me. Dozing turned to actual sleeping. Then I was awoken by
the noise of a tractor outside. I got up and peered out. It was Jason from up
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at the farm. He left the engine on the tractor running – why do farmers do
that? – and head down, walked into the wind to get to the Manor’s back
door. I rushed to my front door. I thought Jason might have news about the
power. “Jason!” I yelled. The wind was not allowing my words to carry. I
yelled louder, and maybe Jason heard because he waved dismissively with
one hand as he staggered forward to the Manor. Paul, my neighbour over
there, came out.  The noise of the wind plus the drone of the constantly
turning tractor engine and the screeching metal from the Winter Garden
meant I could not hear a word. Plus the wind was trying to blow me back
to my own door. After a while I let it, as I watched Paul and Jason
disappear round the front of the Manor. I felt very anxious.

I kept watch from the kitchen window. I sent a couple of messages
from my phone. I might not have told any of my online fannish friends, but
during the lockdowns I took to online dating sites. I now have a
“girlfriend” (stupid term when you are both over 70) down in Swindon –
yes, I know what everyone thinks about Swindon. I think the same myself.
However, it does have a decent bit and my girlfriend has a nice bungalow
in that decent bit. I wondered if the power was on down there and sent an
inquisitive message in that direction. I also enquired of my brother in
Pangbourne, near Reading, how he was doing. His wife, my sister-in-law,
has been in hospital in Oxford for a long time, but was hoping to be
coming home that very day, so I hoped he had heat and light. I didn’t
expect I would be taking refuge there though. You can see how my mind
was running. When my wife Audrey was alive, we had big storms, plus
feet of snow, and the power stayed off for days and when the power goes
off up here, we have no water either, because our supply comes from a
borehole which needs electricity for the pump. We do have storage tanks,
but you would be surprised how quickly you will use that if you are not
careful. We also have barrels and buckets and big bottles of stored water,
but they are heavy, and lifting and shifting is my least favourite occupation
these days. My girlfriend (let’s call her G from now on) messages me
back. The lights are still on in Swindon.

Jason and Paul reappear. I hurry out to join them. There is so much
noise outside, we have to stand in a huddle with our heads almost touching
to speak and be heard. Jason has been out clearing fallen trees from the
lane, but a big one has come down off the Manor’s side of the lane,
blocking it again. This is not the cause of the power cut, however. That
must be further away. Paul asks Jason to clear it as best he can. To get
around it, he doesn’t mind if tractors or cars come up the Manor’s drive
and on to the lawn and around, coming through the gates at the bottom of
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his garden and the neighbouring field. Jason jumps in his tractor and sets
off directly. I make my decision – I am getting out. My Range Rover will
easily get down the garden and out. I tell Paul, but he insists I come in for
a cup of tea before I go. I worry that he thinks I am a wuss for not sticking
it out. But I promise I will come over when I have packed some essentials
and messaged G. I also message my friends on the InTheBar e-list, and
dear Pat Charnock texts me to wish me well.

In Paul’s kitchen in the Manor, he makes me tea on his oil fired Aga.
He says that Jason has told him that many of the lanes are blocked, as well
as the main road into Swindon from Aldbourne, so it may not be as easy I
think. But far from him thinking me a wuss, he thinks much the same as I.
He has a generator in the Manor’s cellars and a big cupboard fill of
switchgear which could route power from the generator all over the
Manor.  But he can’t remember how to work it. He can’t expect Mark, our
general factotum, to come up from Aldbourne in this weather to do it – and
neither of us is sure he even knows. He’s not an electrician. Paul’s wish is
to get to his house in London where his youngest daughter, Harriet or
Harry, is living. (Paul’s wife Diana died back in November.) He needs to
get to the M4, therefore. We make a plan for him to follow me in his
Subaru down the garden and out into the lane, and on round the lanes to
the Membury industrial estate where he will go one way, and I the other. If
we hit a blockage, we may need to go cross country or whatever, and if
one of us gets stuck we can pull the other out. Hopefully. Paul has a tow
rope. I do not. Neither of us is equipped with a tow hook. My Range Rover
weighs about three tons, his Subaru XV probably less than one. While we
sit there in his kitchen, a herd of maybe twenty or thirty fallow deer runs
through the “orchard” and down the drive. An amazing sight. What has
caused them to run rather than shelter? Another falling tree? We can’t
know.

When we set off, the wind is still howling, and bits and pieces of tree
bounce off the cars as we move down the lawn along the line of the hedge.
We follow the track of Jason’s tractor which has churned the lawn up good
and proper. Jason himself is in the hedge, chopping away with his chain
saw. I also catch a glimpse of our neighbour across the lane beavering
away. When we get down to the gates, we have to get out while Paul
unlocks them. One of them cannot be secured and the wind whips it back
and forth once it is unlocked. We have to drive carefully around it, stop
again, then get out and it takes the two of us pushing against the wind to
shut the gate again, although we don’t lock it in case anyone else needs to
escape. Once out on the lane, I can see that it is quite a big tree that Jason
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and the neighbour are energetically chopping up. All goes smoothly until
we get down to Witcha, where a blocked field drain that regularly floods
the lane there has done so again, big time, and there might be a foot of
water to negotiate. No problem for either of us. Up the hill, past the gates
to Membury Manor and our path is blocked by another fallen tree. The
crown of the tree is what is blocking the lane, so I determine I will try and
drive around it and back onto the lane. I get out and walk back to tell Paul.
He is doubtful because it means driving up a steep bank, which is of
course also very muddy, but I tell him if he gets stuck, we can use his tow
rope to attach to the front of the Range Rover and I could use my greater
engine capacity to pull him up by putting the RR into reverse. In fact, I got
up the bank no bother and so did he, and then we had just a few feet of
muddy field to traverse before we could get down and back onto the lane.
All went well, apart from the Subaru’s windscreen getting covered in mud
from my tyres, which its wipers would not shift, so I’m afraid Paul got a
bit dirty. (Of course, I offered to help!)

And without further incident, we got to the industrial estate, where we
rolled our windows down and said goodbye. Paul said he would text when
he heard the power was back on, and then we went our separate ways. For
my part, there were no further blockages until I got halfway down Callas
Hill in Wanborough, where the good citizens were hard at work with their
chainsaws chopping up a big horse chestnut tree that had fallen across the
road. I was happy to wait in line until they had finished. A bunch of kids
were having a whale of a time picking up branches and twigs and throwing
them into a hedge on the opposite side of the road. At their age fierce
storms are a big adventure – I sat in my giant gas guzzler and thought how
I had had enough. Eventually arrived at G’s to warmth and light and some
tea and toast. It was about two in the afternoon.

Saturday morning I popped back to feed the cat and check the roofs
were still on both properties. The roads were by now clear, although the
lanes up here were covered in twiglets and other muck and bullets.  All
was well, and the cat didn’t even turn her back on me for deserting her. G
and I had looked on a website to see if we could determine when my
power would come back on. It said that the estimated time for
reconnection was 23:00 that night. I registered with the site to get a text as
to progress. At exactly 23:00 Saturday night, I got a text to say that
reconnection was now estimated for 23:00 Monday night. I despaired.

Sunday morning, I repeated the process and, espying Jason out in the
field using his tractor to power the pump for the well, I wandered over.
The neighbour from across the lane I mentioned earlier was with him,
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loading barrels of water on to his pickup truck. I was surprised because a
year or two back, that guy had spent what must have been thousands on
getting his own borehole drilled. But of course, he too had an electric
pump to bring the water up. Which left me wondering why ever did he
bother – just so he didn’t have to be reliant on the Woolands (who live
further up the lane on his side in some cottages of the same vintage as the
Manor and who once owned the Manor and have their own borehole)? Of
course after old Mrs Wooland died, I have no idea what her two no-good
sons did – they may have wanted to charge him for the water, just as
Paul’s brother used to on our side of the road. Anyway, Jason said nobody
from the power company had been near, and he very much doubted that
even Monday was very likely for reconnection. This bad news I imparted
to G when I returned to Swindon. I felt very bad because I didn’t want to
impose on her for days on end. But I was able to take her out for lunch at a
New York Diner type place, which she enjoyed.

Monday morning came and I went back to feed the cat and so on as
was, by now, usual. As I was en-route Paul texted to say the power was
back on. It was 9:15, and indeed it was when I arrived. So I got to carry on
with Friday’s laundry, cuddled the cat, who kept looking at me
suspiciously, as if I had some ulterior motive. Later I went back to G’s and
collected my stuff, thanked her profusely, and came home thankfully. You
know, I may get lonely up here, and it is no longer ideal, but I really don’t
want to live with anyone again. G and I have agreed we will not be doing
that, even though we were perfectly fine together – we did the same back
at Xmas, and were perfectly okay, but it is good to get back to your own
place, even if it’s your on-your-own place. It took BT a further 12 hours to
reconnect the landline and hence my broadband, but they managed it. And
to prove it, here I am.

Inca #20 (August 2022) ed. Rob Jackson
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Epilogue
Whenever I have been to a funeral, I always admire the professionalism of
the undertakers and the people who run the crematoria, if cremation is the
order of the day. In Pewsey, one of the many building firms there used to
have an undertaking sideline. (The whole outfit has gone now.) The senior
chippies could turn their hands from making staircases to making coffins
at more or less a moment’s notice, and would be fitting windows on site of
a morning, then go home and change into nice suits and sit up all tidy in a
hearse ready to assist pallbearers, or even be pallbearers, in the afternoon. I
believe they were one of the last building firms to do undertaking as well –
once upon a time, all the builders were also undertakers. But the big
undertaking chains, which I believe are mostly owned by the Co-Op,
moved in and cut them out, I suppose. There are still independent
undertakers. One, in Marlborough, is run by a woman. That’s quite an
advanced concept for a lot of people around here.

But the point is, the whole thing about the undertakers really being
carpenters and so on, is that it reflects how much death used to be part of
life. Now, as in a lot of things, our lives are so compartmentalized.
Undertakers represent themselves as the death specialists. Which I admire.
But it means people are kind of sealed off from the realities of it. I went to
a Buddhist funeral once where the embalmed body had been taken out of
the coffin and laid on the shrine. It was a shock. Because we don’t see
dead bodies. I have been watching the news coverage of the shootings in
Paris. The networks digitally blur out the bodies lying on the sidewalks,
like they often do in news footage from war zones. I understand why they
do it, but I don’t think it’s a good thing. People can go through life without
ever being confronted by a corpse. They can hide from the fact that we all
end up dead.

I have known a couple of people who specified that they not have a
funeral. One of them was my first wife, Julia. I think your point about
memorial services and the body not being present is a good one. But is a
body in a box much better? I don’t know. It’s what we expect, perhaps. A
professional, respectful job. But it is kind of a conjuring trick. Maybe the
way we should see it is that when we are dead, it’s the people who are still
alive that call the shots. If they don’t want to see you, that’s fine. They can
hide. Most of them are your friends, after all.
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Raucous Caucus #5 (2017) ed. Pat Charnock

When John’s own time came it emerged that he had left
instructions for direct cremation with no funeral service or
wake. [Ed.]
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Original Appearances
“Uncle Johnny, an Introduction” by Graham Charnock – first
published in this collection.
“Johnny Be Good” by Rich Coad – This Here #70 (September 2024)
ed. Nic Farey.
“Introducing Himself” – eFanzines.com (12 December 2005), hosted
by Bill Burns.
“Fantasia 1989” – Zine #2 (Autumn 1970) ed. John N. Hall.
“Letter to Fouler” – Fouler #3 (October 1970) ed. Leroy Kettle and
Greg Pickersgill.
“Do You Believe in Magic” – Black Knight #2 (July 1971) ed. Phil
Spencer.
“Coming Together” – Paranoid #1 (April 1972) ed. Ian Maule.
“True Confessions” – Paranoid #2 (June 1972) ed. Ian Maule.
“Slaughterhouse 62” – Maya #4 (July 1972) ed. Ian Maule.
“Living in the Past” – Zimri #4½ (May 1973) ed. Lisa Conesa.
“Fear and Loathing in the Grand Hotel” – Zimri #6 (May 1974) ed.
Lisa Conesa.
“Too Much Between Us” – Maya #6 (September 1974) ed. Ian
Maule.
“Jesus Loves You – Run for Your Life!” – Goblin’s Grotto #1 (June
1975) ed. Ian Williams.
“Time Was” – Rastus Johnson’s Cakewalk #1 (September 1993) ed.
Greg Pickersgill; written circa 1972.
“Into the Woods” – Motorway Dreamer #1 (2005) ed. John Nielsen-
Hall.
“Things Yet to Come” – Motorway Dreamer #2 (2006) ed. John
Nielsen-Hall.
“A Musical Evolution” – Motorway Dreamer #3 (2006) ed. John
Nielsen-Hall.
“Me and Buddhism – An Explanation” – Motorway Dreamer #4
(2007) ed. John Nielsen-Hall.
“Running Up That Hill: Or, Life with the Brunners” – Prolapse #7
(June 2007) ed. Peter Weston.
“Episodes from a Journey” – Trap Door #25 (February 2008) ed.
Robert Lichtman.
“Remembering Rob Holdstock” – Motorway Dreamer #7 (2010) ed.
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John Nielsen-Hall; untitled in text, “Robert Holdstock” in contents
list.
“Thoughts from a Damp Corner” – untitled in The Other Side of the
Wood #1 (February 2011) ed. John Nielsen-Hall. (All issues of this
personalzine are subtitled “being thoughts from a damp corner”.)
“More Thoughts from a Damp Corner” – untitled in The Other Side of
the Wood #2 (October 2011) ed. John Nielsen-Hall.
“In Praise of Jacq Monahan” – as “Encomium #3” in All Jacq’d Up:
The Jacqueline Monahan for TAFF Fanzine #1 (October 2011) ed.
Nic Farey, Steve Green and Jacq Monahan.
“Weird Bondage Tales: The Novels of Sarban” –Sense of Wonder
Stories #6 (January 2012) ed. Rich Coad.
“Ratfan in Embryo” – previously unpublished (written 2012)
“Uncle Johnny’s Bazillion and Ninety-Ninth Dream” – InTheBar
email list (13 April 2013); Inca 9 (June 2013) ed. Rob Jackson.
“War and Remembrance” – Inca 11 (November 2014) ed. Rob
Jackson.
“Bloodbath” – Vibrator #2.0.34 (December 2016) ed. Graham
Charnock.
“Johnny the Antiquary” – InTheBar email list as “Yesterday” (8
October 2018).
“It’s a Brick” – Raucous Caucus #6 (March 2019) ed. Pat Charnock.
“Some Poems” – individually credited in that section.
“Some Letters” – individually credited in that section.
“Vroom” – Vita Transplantare #4, #5 (May 2020) ed. John Nielsen-
Hall.
“Thirty Or So Folks Get Pissed in Bristol” – Vita Transplantare #22
(November 2021) ed. John Nielsen-Hall.
“My Weekend Away” – Inca #20 (August 2022) ed. Rob Jackson.
“Epilogue” – letter in Raucous Caucus #5 (2017) ed. Pat Charnock.

Publisher’s/Editor’s Note

Thanks to everyone who found, sent, suggested, researched, digitized or
corrected material for this collection, in particular John D. Berry, Sandra
Bond, Bill Burns, Graham Charnock, Pat Charnock (who proofread the
whole book), Rich Coad, John Coxon (the Corflu Concorde photo), Rob
Hansen, Rob Jackson, Roy Kettle, Ian Maule, Curt Phillips, Greg
Pickersgill, Nigel Rowe, Dan Steffan and Ted White. And the InTheBar

183



email list in general.
John Nielsen-Hall’s early fanzines as by John N. Hall, now hard to

find, were Zine (two issues dated April 1969 and Autumn 1970, the second
with the letters supplement The Amazing Dancing Bear) and Legends (four
issues 1974-1975 for ROMPA, the Rival Off-trail Magazine Publisher’s
Association).

Complete online archives of his later fanzines Motorway Dreamer
(eight issues 2005-2012), The Other Side of the Wood (three issues 2011-
2012) and Vita Transplantare (29 issues 2020-2024) can be found at Bill
Burns’s eFanzines.com. He also contributed A Rude Brief Recitative to
SNAPS (Southern Nevada Amateur Press Society) circa 2007-2012.

His favourite font in the computer era was Comic Sans, used from
Motorway Dreamer onward, and hence on the cover of this collection too.
His tendency to leave out apostrophes has been corrected in prose but not
in poems, where it’s arguably all part of the effect.

Goodbye, Uncle Johnny....

David Langford, October 2024

The End
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Zine #1 cover art by Terry Jeeves.

This free ebook is exclusive to the unofficial TAFF website at
taff.org.uk. If you enjoy reading it, a donation to The Corflu
Fifty (the fan fund associated with Uncle Johnny’s favourite
convention) is a fine way to express your appreciation. See the
TAFF site download page for this ebook for a donation button.
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