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"Fandom", that collection of individuals who are united first by the common
bond of sf, later by friendship and other common interests, is a unique society;
yet judged by everyday standards it has little to recommend it save perhaps the
fact that its members are in the main of above average intelligence. To the
outsider, there is no evidence that fans are of greater wisdom, insight or art-
isitistic ability(in the widest sense), than anyone else. Nor do they seem par-
ticularly different in any other way, apart from their peculiar dedication.
Fandom has no record of having contributed anything to society as a wholej; on
the contrary, it is interested solely in contributing to its own, closed, soci-
ety., In fact, taking the point of view of a prospective member looking at fandom
as a 'club!', there is little reason for joining it.

In spite of this apparent lack of distinction from other people, though, in
many fans there is a feeling of innate superiotity over so-called 'mundania’, a
certain amount of clannishness, and to a varying extent insularity.

My use of the word insularity can best be explained by an analogy. Were a
person to discover science fiction at an early age, and read sf and literally
nothing else throughout his life, his literary standards would not be based on
the same criteria as those of a widely-read person. In fact, the science fictiom
reader would not be able to understand the other person's point of view, and
vice versa; he would be living in a different world where good writing and bad
writing are terms with entirely different meanings from when they are used in
the outside world of general fiction.

There is a similar situation with regard to the person who has become immer-
sed in the world of amateur magazines and fan activity, perhaps so much that
fandom has almost become a way of life, and even interferes with his job. Such
a fan has his standards for judging the worth of, for example, an amateur
magazine, based on totally different criteria from those of everyday society.So
that when a new fan comes along, his ideas on what is good or bad or boring or
interesting based on magazines or books he has read previously, and picks up a
copy of a fannish fanzine, he finds the situation is reversed against him; in
spite of the fact that his standards of appreciation are 'normal' with respect
to all the people he knows and the world at large, his opinion on a fanzine is
regarded by fans as worthless. This in itself can be bewildering and putting-off.

To the new fan, the older fans have lost all sense of proportion; they in-
dulge in the most pointless activities imaginable, produce the most boring
and uninteresting pieces of crud. To the older fans, the newcomer is just an-
other put-fandom-right merchant, who everyone knows will mature (ie conform and
change his ideas) in time, but who can be relied upon to be irritating for the
first year at least.

This conflict results in a general spate of bad feelings all round. It is
not necessarily anyone's fault in particular; though older fans could well be a
little more tolerant of the newcomer in some cases, or failing this ignore him
completely, rather than be waspish or critical., (After all, if they have seen it
all before, it should come as no surprise or irritation -- merely a bore -- to
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see yet another newcomer try to stir things up). My point is that this conflict
bound up with the fact that to the newcomer fandom seems a particularly worth-
less waste of time perpetrated by rather unexcepltional people, is no induce=
ment for people to become active fans themseclves.

It is obvious that fandom needs new recruits, As older fans drop out,new
ones must come in to replace them; and to a certain oxtent new ideas are needed
to counteract sta gnation., But at present all the circumstances are loaded ag-
ainst the new candidate.

One answer to this problem is a sharper distinction between the science
fiction reading new-.omer, interested in talking about, reading ‘about and argu-
ing about sf, and the older fan who finds fandom a source of friendship and in..
terest in other topics. At the moment, the BSFA is an unsuccessful compromise;
and this is well illustrated by VECTOR.* This Tanzine is of little interest
to the older fan, being too dull or too obvious or not controversial enough or
too-concerned-with-sf-to-the-exclusion—of-everything—else. Yet to the newcomer,
it is very putting off, It appears confusing, in-group, and totally unlike a
normal magazine, The newcomer's reaction often is, what the hell is THIS?

In this way VECTOR is not an inducement for the older or the newer fan
to join the BSFA. I would like to see it run more on the lines of a normal
magazine, totally acceptable to the outsider. And I would like to see the
BSFA itself more of an official organisation than a chummy group; friendly,but
none of this first-names-only business, for example, if it makes people feel’
uncomfortable, Certainly let the newcomer see that something called Fandom ex-
ists; but don't throw it in his face -- even in dijuted form -- as soon as he
shows interest in joining the BSFA. This can easily put off the people who might
otherwise be interested in going beyond the sf-discussing stage.

Fandom, as it stands, is 'queer' to the outsider; there seems little rea-
son to indulge in any of its activities. So ¢o obtain new recruits, a more
normal organisation that can provide a gradual introduction to fandom is es-
sential. If organised more on the lines of a normal club or society, the BSFA
would be likely to attract -- and keep -~ new members; and while only a small
percentage of these would ever go on to immerse themselves fully in fannish
activity, this increase would make such a change in the BSFA very worthwhile,

*This is not, of course, a criticism of the present editor's policy in
particular; it is a criticism of the type of magazine that VECTOR has
become over the years -- something not radically different from the type
of magazine it was when first conceived.

--CHARLES PLATT.
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I have been asked to say something about the spate of hard words currently
passing among some of the younger element in 'fandom'. I was chosen, apparently,
on the grounds that I'm a BNF -- meaning Big Name Fan, to whom reverence from
lesser mortals is due -- and universally loved and respected to boot. (I have
proof of this, too, I may say, in the shape of the Doc Weir Award).

But this state of affairs was not always the case,

When I first made contact with fandom, I was a 25 year old teenager.

I was living in London at the time (I don't recommend it), and the particui
lar aspect of fandom that I made contact with was the old London Circle, meeting
in those days every Thursday evening at the White Horse, Fetter Lane. For sundry
reasons that I will not go into I was not particularly imprssed. Nor were they.

Then I left London for the wilds of Lincolnshire -- and found myself in-
volved in correspondence with some of the London fans and others. I'm more at
home writing than I am talking -- always have been -- and had very definite
ideas about what was wrong with fandom-as—I-(hardly)-knew-it, and expressed them
in no uncertain terms, Some ' of my correspondents responded with good-natured
tolerance, others less so, and I succeeded for a time in making at least one
bitter enemy. (Whatever .did happen to Stuart Mackenzie?)

So what happened?

The answer -- mainly -- is that some fourteen years have since elapsed. It
doesn't always take that long, but more than one fan has risen to BNFdom after
starting out as not much more than a pain in the neck.

Now. When somebody -- particularly somebody young -- discovers organised
fandom, he or she is liable to find fault with it in two distinct ways: a) in
that it doesn't pay enough attention to science fiction itself, and b) in that
there are organisational faults that require urgent attention.

At this point, with relation to a) above, it is necessary to attempt to de-
fine the relationship between science fiction and fandom. For one thing, sf is
part of the larger category of fantasyy and the devotee of sf probably finds
stimulation in visions of the couldn't-be as well as of the might-be., So there,
immediately, is an extension of the field. But there's more to it than that. Sf
deals with what may possibly happen. Although one tends to think of it as being
restricted to technolagicsl matters, this is very far from being the case. Ahy-
thing that exists in the prcsant -- or has existed in t'e past — is liable to
have its counterpart in the future. Thus an sf story may legitimately concern
itself with absolutely any aspect of existence -- religion, sex, sport, domestic
life, crime with its detection and punishment, entertainment, social structure,
clothing, politics, warfare -- the list is almost endless. All these are grist
to the mills of sf. A Knowledge of the present and/or past of what one is writ-
ing about helps a writer to produce a more convincing picture of its future
equivalent, and a similar knowledge on the part of the reader gives him a
deeper appreciation of what he's reading,

Ethel Lindsay, in HAVERINGS, argues that the older-established fans dis-



cuss "those other subjects plus sf", I'd tend to say that it's more a case
of them discussing sf including these allegedly 'other' subjects.

An sf enthusiast, then, has legitimate reason for cultivating an interest in
a great many things not obviously related to sf. Sooner or later, most of them do.

As for b) on the previous page, an sf fan is (almost by definition) something
of an idealist. If he was satisfied with "things as they are’, he would (one
would expect) be perfectly happy in whatever company he happened to find himself,
and would not need to go searching out other people with minority interests akin
to his own. The fact that he does search out others is proof that he is not sat-
isfied with things. When he meets up with fandom, he may well decide that it, too,
is less than perfect and should be altered to chime more with his ideas of what
he's looking for. Some of his ideas may be excellent, requiring only the availa-
bility of someone like himself willing to put them into effect. Others may have
been tried out on more than one occasion in the past and found in the cruel
light of day to be unworkable. But they're his ideas, and he fights for them
with all the tenacity of the traditional cub-defending lioness.

So the brash yogngster, with heaps of ideas and no time for anything that
isn't concerned with sf in the narrowest sense, comes upon a scene where people
who claim to be interested in his favourite literatuee seem to talk or write
about photography or history, play cards, tell jokes, drink tea/coffee/beer/vin-
tage Oxo, and so on, Worse than this, possibly, is that a lot of their talk or
writing seems to be couched in some weird jargon that makes no immediate sense
to him -~ full of terms like BNF, TAFF, and egoboo. So he wades right in. This
Needs Altering, he says. If they won't talk about sf, then, By Heaven, I will,
And why don't they appoint somebody to do such-and-such a thing, raise the sub-
scraption to their club, lower the subscription to their club, abolish their
club altogether or start one of they haven't already got one? And so on.

And when he gets the odd snarl or two, he wonders why.

Sf fans can be divided into three braod categories those who are new to
fandom, those who are fairly well established, and those of BNF status., There
is no hard-and-fast division between categories, of course, but they represent
a convenient means of classification, Generally speaking, the newcomer is more
likely to receive snarls from the intermediate group than from the BNFs. Toler-
ant good humour is probably almost an essential qualification for BNF status,
but those who are still (as it were) working their way up , and who are not all
that muc@ older than the absolute newcomers, tend to be a bit sharper in the
tongue. It's tempting to visualise a pettern whereby this year's brash youngeter
becomes the one who slaps down next year's equally brash youngster, but that's not
quite it. Not all newcomers are equally brash, and some who are may never change.
And a little slapping, perhaps from one or two hands only, may go a long way. The
youngster is hurt, and shows it, Bitter words ensue, And here we go again,

What, then, can be done to prevent tnis?

In an absolute sense, I think, the answer is nothing, So long as fandom
remains accessible to all comers (and it can hardly be conceived of as being
otherwise) some are virtually bound to drop in like a ton of razor blades. Exactly
how many depends on circumstances., In general, if a newcomer makes sustained
social contact with one or more older-established fans who take an interest in
him, and encourage him to take an interest in fandom in its wider aspects, then
he is a lot less lile likely to start making himself unpopular, He will be shown
the relevance of things in general to sf, learn about previous activities in the
organisation field, and understand that a certain amount of in-group jargon is
inevitable in any society, .

But the net of established fans isn't spread anything like wide enough to
catch everyone -- and presumably never will be., Besides, some people -- partic-
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ularly among the younger element -- are reluctant to accept advice until they
have had a chance to find out for themselves what happens when they ignore it.
These things go in waves, too -- a "generation" of youngsters going off at %
cock produces a reaction in their elders so that the next Pgeneration® is del-
iberately caught and indoctrinated with the accumulated Wisdom of the Ages.
Then the impetus flags, and up comes a J-cock generation again.

In general, this isn't really all that bad a business. The newcomer who
can survive a certain amount of hostility and unpopularlty ~- or simple ignoral
-~ in the early stages and still retain some of his enthusiasm is likely to
be worth keeping. (Well -~ look at me, for instance)..Equally, the young fan
who causes no trouble to anybody may prove to be of negative value to the con-
tinuum. Or equally, he too may blossom when he's ready. And so on.

Where things can become vicious is where two fans rub each other up
the wrong way, and " make sure (or at least one of them does) that everybody else
knows about it. But this is not, and never has been, a phenomenon confined to
the younger element, and is in fact a different question altogether,

-~ ARCHIE MERCER

Do YOU know what a CONzine is?

You've heard of FAN®
PRO

AM

CRUD

NEV/S

APA

POLL
OPMPA

CON, the first conzine, is none of these; nor is it a Convention report! A new

kind of sf amateur magozine, The first issue dated August 1964 will appear
soon, Why not subscribe to COM, one shilling lincl, post) per issue, sub-
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scriptions occepted for up fo three issues,

What is o conzine? Subscribe to CON, and find out !

FROM :-

Christopher M. Priest, "Cornerways", Willow Clese, Doddinghurst,
BRENTWOOD, Essex.
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BY DAVID I ORME

Al Ar af: 'Mid Heaven' of Mohamedan raeligion, whare those who have been
neither very good or very bad are sent after death. (Xoran).

Death came like the gentle passing of a summer breeze, and the soul det-
ached and fell, as an autumn leaf, whose usefulness is trandferred from the
treeto the enrichment of the soil, so once again to form life.

A pit there was, despair growing from its walls like grey ferns hanging,
binding the sepulcher of dark, undignified destruction. And at the bottom? Re-
birth! Life was there, fresh, uncontrollable, sparkling ice crystals of a frosty
night. The source of life it was, streams and fountains of pastel green and
blue, shining motes of love and hate. And death's form was dispelled like mid-
night terrors that, with the herald's warning, whisper and are gone.

Emotions collected, a gestalt of balanced fellows, coalescing, drawing
sustenance from the reservoir of life below, It fell fluttering into the spark-
ling stream and flowed quietly for a time, gathering strength for its or-
deal ahead. And it was away, a bright arrow bridging the yawning gulfs of time,
smashing through the black, flowing cliffs of space.

Awareness came with a dank, cich smell of damp earth., He lay sprawled
in the undergrowth, where plants turn from green to white and roots begin their
exploration of the soil. He lay in the province of the crawling insect, the
worm coming to the surface as if to view the 10rning and the slimy snail
sliding on its glistening track.

Eyes gently open as if from a long, long sleep. Picture out of focus.
Green columns swimming hazily. A veil of distorted glass falls away and a
forest of stalks appears. A forest of plants stretching upwards to seeming in-
finity, or at least to an unimaginable distance above. Above! What is above?
What roof do the green columns support? Slowly he lifts his head and looks.

Brilliant searing light! The sun! Clutching at this knowledge he sinks
back to the ground and sleevs,

Hours later the man in the shrubs moved again, He staggered uncertainly to
his feet, shaking his head and covering his eyes with his hands. The sullen red
sun was low in the sky., It burned breathlessly through a gap in the jagged
black mountains to the west. To the south and east a red plain swept to an in-
determinant horizon. A few hundred yards to the north a forest thrust forbidding
tendrils towards the flaming sky. :

There was a deathly silence that smothered the place. No bird sang, no an-
imal revealed its presence by any sound. His head suddenly cleared and he gazed
in wonderment upon the scene. He started to walk toward the north, through the
lank undergrowth that bordered the mysteriously beckoning forest.

The strange trees closed in on him, arboreal monstrosities, strangely
flamboyant in the semi-darkness. They appeared to glow as if 1lit by an internal
fire. A voice, cool and seductive, rippled round the forest. He stopped in a
small glade and listened. Again the voice called, tantalisingly near. 'Come,'
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it whispered, 'Come with me.' He saw a fleeting shadow to the left, He ran
after it, calling for it to stop, stumbling clumsily over obstacles. Often he
thought he had lost it, and his mind filled with blank despair, but then the
shadow, wraithlike, wonld appear ahead, and cool laughte would trickle thru
the faintly glowing trees. :

He burst out on to a strip of sandy beach that shelved gently into the
Lake of the Sun. She stood beside him, a green-eyed wood nymph, laughing gently
at his sweating body. In an instant, she was gone, and the beach was empty. He
thought that she had been but a figment of his imagination, but then he heard
her soft laughter again amongst the trees.

A small boat bobbed gently on the tide. He looked at it in preplexity.It
certainly hadn't been there when he had arrived on the beach. But there it
was, and not knowing quite why he did it, he stepped into the boat and pushed
off, There were no oars but a steady current drew him further and furthner
from the shore of faintly glowing trees.

The sun was dying. Already the gentle evening stars were combatting its
fiery presence, a furnace beaten by a thousand silver teardrops. A pathway
of fire reached out towards the boat as the tips of the shallow waves reflect-
ed the light of the sun that narrowly skimmed the horizon. An island swelled
upwards from the lake half a league ahead. The boat made its way purvosefully
towards the island that had not been there before.

Soon it grounded in the beach. He stepped out and walked up the narrow
beach, motivated by a strange inner restlessness that urged him on even tho
his body cried out for rest.

The path wound its way up a sharp incline that was topped by a clump
of tall trees. Sweating after his exertions, he halted at the top of the path
and surveyed the prospect ahead. The hill fell away into a valley, where
countless glass statues thrust upwards, Each one a materpiece of fused silica
that sighed and moaned in the cool evening breeze. Some, victims of the art-
ist's whim, lay smashed upon the rocxy ground.

The tallest of the glassy spires reached up towards the sun's last rays,
their pignracles weaving the beams in a fiery embrace. And, on an instant, the
sun was gone, and the long shadows died. He passed through the valley and ap-
proached the black mass of cliff that made up its opposite wall. A narrow de-
file cut the cliff in two, and he entered at one end.

It was increddbly black and painfully rocky in the defile. A raging thirst
tormented him, aggravated by the sound of clear water trickling and gurgling
over rccks nearby. But he pressed on, until at long last the. end of the rocky
passage appeared ahead as an oblong of grey against the blackness,

The defile opened into another valley, Moss provided a soft carpet for
aching feet and a small stream assuaged his thirst. A light fragrance filled
the air.

Softly, like the whispers of night they came to him,  filling the small
valley. Emanating peace, and love, and gentleness, they drew upon his soul,He
felt his ego being drawn from his mind, He cast aside the shackles of his
puny body and knew freedom. His body dissolved into the ground, but he did not
see it, He floated upwards, soared through the clouds, and felt the warmth of
comradeship as he rode the evening breeze.

--DAVID J. ORME
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The riots at sout coast resﬁf?"ﬁ““battllng "Mods and Rockers" have sparked
off a wave of indignation and horror. The somewhat self-righteous, smug attit-
ude of older people might be classed as sheer automatic reaction of the older
generation to the younger. "They have far too much money and they don't know
what to do with it™ "Turn the hoses on 'em™ "Bring back the cat!" "Conscript
'em all into the Army” "Send 'em down the coal mines" "The country is going to
the dogs™ "Things were never like this in my young day" "It's the fault of the
parents, of course" "They should never have stopped corporal punishment in the
schools” "The courts are too lenient, they should send 'em all to jail" "Those
kids are sex-mad" "They're ALL mad!" Etc, etc.

The fact remains, inescapably, that these rootless youngsters are in a min-
ority. Another fact is that decent behaviour is not and never was news. The vi=-
olent "Mods and Rockers'" make headlines all over the country, and featured prom-
inently in radio and tv news bulletins. But how many people-heard about the
group of leather-jacketed, crash-helmeted youngsters who rode their motor cy-
cles and scooters to the nearest tv studio, parked the machines in a quiet and
orderly manner, and politely aksed if they might be allowed to put their
point of view in front of the cameras? It is to the credit of the tv authority
concerned that they were allowed to do so, to stress the truth that is so of-
ten overlooked: that they resent being lumped together with the violent faction
of youth.

There are hundreds of youngsters studying hard in schools, colleges and uni=-
versities all over the country, too busy building themselves a worthwhile fut-
ure even to think of going out and terrorising old people, beating up contempor
gries, creating havoc on our roads, and exacerbating the already sorely-tried
patience of the police, For every girl who stands, wild-eyed, egging on her boy
friend to kick somebody's teeth in, there are dozens of dedicated, over-worked,
under-paid young nurses. For every unwashed youth who swings a vicious bicycle
chain, there are scores struggling manfully on the inadequate wages of an ap-
prentice.

But whence comes this terrible tide of youthful violence? Ask them why they
do it, and they will tell you that they are "bored”, that "nobody understands”
them and their needs, or simply that they don't know -- they "just felt like
it

They're bored because they can't conceive of something to do ‘that wouldn't
bore them. They feel misunderstood because they don't understand themselves,
their needs, their motives or lack of same.

I am not condoning their behaviour. What I am trying to do is offer a pos-
sible theory to account for it.

Every child born in 1944/5 and since (espec1a11y after August 1945) has
grown up in a world which, for the first time in its known and recorded history,
has no assured future. There have been plagues, famines, natural disasters
such as floods, volcanie eruptions and earthquakes. There have been wars.

"- Bv Beryl Henle '1 —
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Civilisations, such as that of the Romans, have risen and flourished and fallen
into decay and disappearance. Individuals have died, families have died, cities
(like Pompeii) have died. Nations -- indeed, whole races -- have perished: the
Aztecs, Incas, Mayas.

But how ever widespread the disaster, and whatever form it took, the race
went on, THE HUMAN RACE SURVIVED. Some early animal species became extinct,
either because their natural food supply dwindled below survival level or be-
cause they lacked the ability to adapt to circumstances and/or environment.

Homo Sapiens, adaptgble, ingenious and inventiive, flourished and multiplied.In
times of terror such as the medieval Black De&th when Europes population was
decimated; the future looked grim indeed; but fhere were survivors, and so
there was a future. And the wisest men of that time, if they thought about it
at all, thought: "I may die. My whole family may die., But death comes to every
individuwal some day -- and Mankind will survive."

But the terrible event of August 15th 1945 presaged an end to that most
basic of securities, You may protes% that the screaming, struggling youngsters
at Margate haven't enough brains between them to figure out such a hypothesis
for themselves. But this isn't a matter which is reasoned out; it is a matter
of instinect. Atavistic instinct, if you like., The "I'm all right, Jack" attit-
ude is superficial, Underneath that, if anyone had the wit or the vision or
even the desire to prote for it, is this terrible fear of absolute future
nothingness,

Young people today are marrying in their teens;-the illegitimacy figures
continue to soar to a level where the very word starts to become meaningless,
Far too many people are content to fling their hands in despairing horror and
chant a requiem over "morality'",

I am nearly 39 years old, but my mind is, I claim, elastic enough to ap-
proximate the conscious and subconscious thought processes of people half my
age. A normal life holds many things (and by the normal life, let is take the
Biblical arbhitrary -- "threescore years and ter?), There is birth, infancy and
childhood; education combined with the life of the family. There is adolescence
and the joys and agonies thereof. There is the slow climb to physical maturity,
the first job, the discovery that the world is a wide place, the belief that
somewhere in it is the exact place for each person. There are opportunities
grasped, opportunities missed; perhaps there is illness, pain, accident, There
is loss, and its attendant grief; success and its attendant triumph.

Wider contact with members of the opposite sex leads to courtship, en-
gagement (often more than one); finally comes marriage, and the setting-up of
another home, the founding of another family, the beginning of a new generati-
on, A man widens his personal scope in order to provide for those dependent on
on him. The first years may be a struggle, a challenge which exerts his ablllt-
ies to their limit. Later, when his children are approaching their own
maturity, his own tempo begins to slow; he can ,if he wishes, sit back and take
it easy. He will have time to search for new abilities within himself; take up
paiénting or parachute-jumping, try all the things for which he never had time
and opportunity befora.

Finally he reaches old age; he may accept or resent it. Either way, he
feels that he has 'lived a full 1life' and has 'done his best?, He has children
and grandchildren who will remember him when he is dead. Perhaps he has written
a book or painted a _picture or composed a piece of music or left his mark
on the future in some other indelible way. He has, on the whole, enjoyed his
life,

That was how it used to be.
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There was time. Time to take things in their natural, leisured sequence.
Time to plan for the future. There was a future to be planned for. Perhaps all
the plans didn't work out as he would have liked; perhaps some of them never
materialised at all. He could at least say that he'd tried.

Now? Now we have the spectacle of youthful desperation trying to cram a
whole lifetime's experience into a few years before some megalomaniac presses
the button. Tomorrow, they may not be around to experience all these things.
Tomerrow, there may not be a human race to be perpetuated. There may not be a
tomorrow for humanity at all.

"EFa®, drink and be merry..." hurry, hurry... find out what it's like to
Be drunk, to fall in love, to be married, to beget or conceive, to be a parent
eeo. there's no time to save up for a car, a tv, a record player, a wardrobe of
stylish clothes, so grab a dead-end job with big wages and no prospects for
the future ... who needs prospects when the future is so uncertain? Don't listen
to those who plead "wait, wait ... wait till your older, till you're sure, till
you're fully trained, till you've met more people, till you've a nice bit in
the bank, till you've travelled the world a bit, learned a bit more about life
eso" Who are they to tell you to wait? There isn't time! They were born into a
world that had a future., Perhaps it wasn't a rosy future, perhaps it promised
nothing more than Churchill's "Blood, toil, tears and sweat" ~-but at least it
was living, of s sort. It was infinitely better than total oblivion, wasn't it?

They have lived their lives in an orderly sequence, one step at a time,
with the leisure to plan ahead in the belief that their plans had at least a
chance of being implemented. And they are the ones who lifted no hand to prevent
this state of affairs arising -- so some of the youngsters insist. (Not all of
them, mind. I've checked up on this fact personally,) L

I wonder if the older generation will ever get used to being blamed by the
younger for the State of the Worlds. We who are the old er generation constantly
ask ourselves (those who think about it at all, that is) what could we have done
to prevent it?

And I'd be very interested to know what those who blame us would have done,
had they been born circa 1920 instead of post-Hiroshina,

-~BERYL HENLEY,




- GERALD KIRSCH a5

REPLIES TO

SERYL LEWLEY"S s

In her article, "The Post Hiroshima Syndrome," Beryl Henley overestimates
the rationality of the human mind. It would certainly be reasonable to go ber-
serk under the strain of an imminent nuclear holocaust -- but who's reasonable?

The youths who take chivs and coshes to Margate instead of buckets and
spades are no doubt mentally disturbed. Mental disturbance, however, is seldom
caused by such rational fears as those mentioned by Mrs Henley. In historiaal
perspective, the threat of an Armageddon is a very big thing; but in psycho-
logical perspective it is completely overshadowed by such things as the day
you found your mother in bed with the lodger. I cannot here quote the many
well-known figures which show that juvenile delinquency is correlated with
broken homes, drunken parents, et cetera. Perhaps I could just mention that
"delinquency tends to be concentrated in particular areas and .. in general
these are the slummy ones."” (1). Yet the threat of the bomb hangs over the
suburbs just as much as the slums.

Another point ignored by Nrs Henley is that juvenile delinquency is by no
means a post-Hiroshima phenomenon. 1902 was a time when the permanent stability
and peace of the British Empire seemed secur<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>