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told us this would be out at Whitsun.
Now look at the date, its July!0 No, you are right, we were going to put PH 
or PERI, what ever you like to call it(pronounciation of full name of PERI
HELION is literally taken as ’prillian)during this period but we forgot one 
things Our exams at school would clash with mag publishing so, with regret 
, we had. to postpone the publishing date until now when we have more time 
on our hands, So here we are, just recovering from a severe brainwashing at 
school but still with the., .er. -.brainchild. Hope you like this issue.

With the passing of these exams it means that all of us, providing that 
we arc successful with them, will be leaving school this sumner into this 
thing called the ’big wide world.' .1 only hope it'll be able to hold us! As 
well as this, we are nearly all going different ways. Brian Bickersand Bill 
Riley are going to college; Barry Hall is aiming to be a meteorologist, one 
of these very helpful characters who tell you the wrong weather, you know.- 
"Excuse me while I go and check with my barometer...."; Dave Dance is going 
into the Customs & Excise business, which will be useful. All you’ll haveto 
tell him is that you're a fan and he'll look the other way while you cover 
up those smuggled fanmags! Geoff Stone is going to either De Havilland's or 



College, he'& waiting for the highest bidder! And me? Well, I'm hoping and 
hoping that I’ll be on a scholarship engineering course at the De Havilland 
Engine Co., ending in being a rocket engineer. You wait. Between us all we 
will have a British Spuinik up yet!

So the Clacton group will be splitting up from, its little spore in the 
wilds of Clacton-on-Sea. However, there, is no need to get alarmed. Your sub 
is. safe. What ever you may be thinking from the above, 
coming out, even if it doesn1t keep an even 
schedule. We’ll all be meeting each other 
sometimes during the year, probably weeken
ds so PERI is safe as far as circumstances, 
we hope., permit. Fantastic though the car
eers seem, you'll probably bump into us all 
someday, somewhere. Maybe if it’s Clacton in 
'59 or even '65. Ihis will probably evolve 
into only Barry amd myself remaining active 
though.

Another thing, too. Not much Clacton-.cn 
-Sea stuff this issue-they are all sufferi
ng from reject complexes and swotting prob
lems.But watch out next issue. Iheir’ll be 
BACK, I hope.
........................................BLEEP...................t..........

It seems almost everything is cashing in on the science fiction scene 
nowadays. We’ve had almost everything but now we have the mightiest weapon 
of all time, in on it, Ihe ’pop record' trade has suddenly bounced in, bri
nging all the weird monstrosities of present day vocality with it. We've,I 
think, had two since the Sputnik, and what things! Ihe. first one I heard 
was an epic called "Bleep, Bleep." Went somening like this:-

'My Baby's up in a satellite,
She won' t be- back for many a night, 
.......................... (Rhubarb)
And all I hear from her is just bleep, bleep, bleep'

It(‘s enough to make you want to spit. Ihe other one is called "The Purple 
People Eater", which, believe it or not, incorporates a rock'n Roll BEM'!! I 
What other unintelligent turblings we can expect in the future I can't gu
ess tut it's sure to get'worse.

PERI will still be
....

It seems a great pity that no good vocal artist bothered to re
cord the Heinlein Songs, in his story,"Hie Green Hills of Earth." Theywould 
have ma.de excellent songs and given us something new ins tead of these love 
-sick noises we have shoved onto us. at the moment. Passed on to you, Elvis 

While I'm on the subject, could anyone help me with a list of 
gramophone records which have a sfional theme in them? I’ve been tryingfor 
ages without success. Classical, Jazz, etc.
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AH that trouble I've been moaning about above still dicin' t stop us at
tending this, year's Convention at Kettering, Although we couldn't all go, 
Barry and me went to represent Clacton fandom, but after hearing about our 
adventures there they are all hoping to attend next year. Should make quite 
a party and it was voted that the next Con vzill be at a seaside resort, so 
here's hoping!

Barry has a report of the whole thing elsewhere so there is no need for 
me to go into great dissertations here. I don't know if it was meant to be 
so but we were the first fans, to arrive at the hotel. We arrived at 1,15pm,. 
and we had to waste several hours before anything happened. We did get to 
the Collectors Shop first, though, but there was nought there.
........................Tvo young fans, their first Con, stand in the lounge of the ho
tel. They have been there for an hour, just waiting for the first fan to 
arrive. One stands smoking idly while the; other stares at a map of the dis
trict. The simker mentions to the map reader that it was about time Ron Be
nnett arrived. He agrees and they go back again to their original position.
The smoker lights 
reception office, 
map reader . They 
a figure, carrying

another cigarette. Suddenly
The smoker signals to 
s.tand there, waiting,

the

oks in at the desk, 
neck, the books are 
oker starts another

huge pile of books, 
The smoker cranes 
S—F. They wait, the
cigarette. 'The

leaves the. office and starts, to move 
the roan Where the two are standing.

bo- 
his 
sm-

figure 
across

The
smoker stubs, out the cigarette and together 
they move towards the figure, who is strug
gling under the weight of the books, "Uh-uh 
-uhh, are you Ron Bennett?" One of thewask^. 
He dumps the books' on a nearby table, which 
creaks under the weight. He ektpnds his ha-
nd, 
you 
fen

and says, "Now let»s see. Which one of 
is bryan and which is &arry?" Cl scion
have met their first fan

there is a. commotion at the

After that things, really started moving
was introduced to dozens of fans which before I had only known through

letters. I can round off with saying that I found everybody a very nice pe 
-rson and I look forward to the pleasant experience again. (By the way,I’m 
the smoker, Barry is both a non-smoker and a tee-totaller( true)) ..

I
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............................................-.......... .........■,. .BLOG...........................................................................

It has. been said that the sales of science fiction literature would be 
greatly enhanced by the 'coming of the Sputniks.' However, it has been de
clared that in many places the. adverse of this has happened. Sales have in 
no way differed from the ordinary trend of the time of year. Tbd Tlibb at 
Kettering said that fans are made, not born. This is certainly true, itwas 
in my own case, but I wonder whether the same applies to ordinary sf read
ers. From my viewpoint I can't see how the sputniks and what-have-you can 



e
increase the sales of sf for they are not entirely new.Por many years " now 
such a thing has teen prophesied hy many people both in the know and those 
who are just interested in the subject, like me. I knew it was coming st the 
sametime I was learning about space travel, and that was some years ago. As 
far as I can see, the people who want to read sf are already reading it and 
these supposedly new fans are just old ones coming back after some set-back 
which stopped them reading it for a time. This is excluding the younger ge
neration who may just be influenced by reading about the satellites and ha
ve also been born with a SENSE OF WONDER'.. That sense of wonder cannot be 
shoved into someone *s head just be reading the paper the day after the lau
nching. I’m sure that this satellite business didn't make anyone go out and 
buy his first ever sf book. He's got to have that sense of wonder first. I 
believe this is true and I ‘m still trying to figure out what made me start, 
about eight years ago, reading sf. I know that oneday I walked into the lo
cal library end "the name of the book seemed to draw me to it'so I tock .it 
home and read it, and I've been reading the same stuff ever since. The on- 
YOU ^TlOST YOUR SENSE OF VOIDER? ..........BETTER GO HELP'DaW? KNIGHT.............  
ly sense of wonder I got was not the urge to go out and buy the latest sf 
book but that the Ruskis had done it first, but that's getting a bit old tat 
now!
...................    .BEEP.......... BEEP..........&............BEEP..... . .............................

Oh yes. I forgot to mention the,other member of the Clacton Group. The 
one and only Colin Crisp(Krish) . He s going to be a pharmacist so watch out 
for some really lethal presciptionsT 
............................................................. .. .............BURP............................................................................

So fandom is dying from lack o’f new blood, is it? Maybe it was at • the 
time when this was murnured but since then it seems to be coming up a bit . 
I’ve made contact with several young fans and neofans who have moved in on 
the fannish horizon. Several have been in quite a. while, too. All about the 
ages of sixteen to eighteen, so watch out you old and jaded fen, we'll us
urp yov. all yet. Seriously though, if only this keeps up us young and starry 
eyed fans, will soon be taking over. Bryan Willis for OMPA President!
............. ..  • ........... ......................................... BLIMEY........................................................................... .,

No doubt, all fans with regret the death of Cyril Kombluth and Henry 
Kuttner who died recently. Both will be sorrowfully missed. Ib me, Cyril K~ 
ornbluth meant more, probably because I’ve read more of his works than I 
have of Kuttner's. He was a brilliant short story writer, with such gems as 
"The Altar at Midnight", and many more which there is not room enough to 
mention here. His. novels were also excellent with such stories as "’Thkeoff" 
and "Chris-anas Eve”. He was a great sf writer and his death will leave a 
great breech in the professional magazine field.

5
Continued on page J4.



Eric Bentcliffe and I were talking about science-fiction recently and 
he asked what was going to happen to it once space travel, which is its 
maunstay, becomes a fact. It might still have its followers, he suggested, 
tut as an outlet for oddballs like us ( here I gave him a Look ) it will 
cease to function. All those with stars in their eyes will have to turn to 
something else, because eventually following the Star 'Brails will have no 
more glamour than a railway timetable. Look, for instance, at air travel. 
Admittedly some people find plenty of enjoyment in browsing through the Wo
rld . Airways Guide, and in drearning of how to get from Tashkent to Balang 
Papang by air, but nobody goes for air travel adventure magazines, as they 
once did. It will be the same with space travel, before long.

Up to that point we agreed, but where we differed was in his assumption 
that, for the man in the street, science-fiction means space-fiction and 
little else. Surely, I said, there are other plots besides that of space- 
- travel? What about time-travel, or robots for instance? I dug out my files 
of ASP and Galaxy and made a quick check on the stories that appeared dur
ing 19571 and- I found that space-travel featured in respectively 7.^ araL 5^ 
percent of them. Ihere! — I said---- there are the other plots!

Secretly, though, I was worried. I went eway and chewed my fingernails 
and then got out the really old magazines of the 192O's and JO’s. I had me
mories of some of the plots used then, and it seemed to me that there had 
been a much greater variety in those days. I fell to thinking how long it 
has been, for instance, since the last ray-gun battle took place, with Spa
ce fairly bustin' out all over. Not since Doc Smith laid his steaming type- 
writer aside, I fancy.

Is this because current scientific opinion is that lethal rays are im
possible? I seem to remember that ab^it 1955 the British Government conduc



ted a very thorough research programme into the prospect, and drew a "blank. 
The man in charge was Sir Robert Watson-Watt, and .one thing that he did 
discover was radar...which science-fiction never did.

So for this or other reason^ no-ray-batties today'. Even tractor rays 
have gone out of fashion. And along with them have gone a whole store-full 
of gadgets. Hand-ray-guns, of course, and capsule foods; one-man flying 
suits like a pair of overalls with a dinky propeller on top...is that . how 
the beanie was first thought of?....Grecian-type future costumes....imagine 
servicing a rocket in a toga!..and stubby space ships with rows of windows. 
Little boxes that aliens speak into, and it comes out as English. They used 
to be standard equipment. Now all we have is the reverse, celled a tape-re
corder.

What happened to those stories about the Moon being inhabited? Have the 
astronomers squashed them? Or about giant insects? Biologists maintain now 
that there is a natural size-barrier for insects, due to the limitations of 
their oxygenation system. Ib be fair to the 19*0's, some fans know it then. 
...I found a letter in an old Amazing which quoted Haldane’s 'Possible Wor
lds' on this point but they agreed to overlook it in the interests of a 
good story. Maybe we're more particular now?

They also knew that one couldn't really ever visit microscopic worlds 
inside atoms. As one fan said, if someone visited a ’world on a hydrogen 
atom, what's the water made of there? Yet faith has to start somewhere, 
and we still have incredible shrinking men. <

Nowadays we never hear of the Solar System moving into a cloud of gas 
the way it used to, from the time of Conan Doyle's 'Poison Belt' onwards. 
So we never go through those Ice Ages, or find ourselves the last folk al
ive. In fact, there are very few left of the once-popular Catastrophe stor
ies ( floods, earthquakes, plagues, or metal corrosion ). Perhaps we are 
too worried about man-made catastrophes, ’which could be much worse.

The fact remains, we have limited our plots drastically. Sea-serpents ? 
Suspended animation? Intelligent life on the sea-bed, or inside the Earth ? 
Naturally we've lost our sense of wonder. It died from lack of fuel.

Crystalline life. Intelligent reptiles, in
sects, or anything except mammals or robots. Life on asteroids or on any 
other Solar planet, except for Mars and Venus, ( and Mars is on the way to 
join the Moon.) The big-headed, small bodied man of the future. Prehistoric 
stories. Atlantis and Lemuria (on the way out) Lost civilisations.. .no more 
hiding-places? Assorted monstrosities ( plant, reptile, etc. ) that break 
loose and rampage over the landscape........ oh, and don't forget the good eld 
Giant Amoeba! Perhaps they were all sold to Hollywood.

Many of these plots have been abandoned because they were used to death 
. Others contradict known fact. But if we're going to insist that S-F shall 
be the art of the possible and that it must travel only a couple of steps 
ahead of the technical journals, we are halfway to the situation that Sric 
suggested, and many of us should start packing our bags.

**********************_7- **********************



The following one-sided, conversation was overheard recently at a conven
tion. Read it, tut have a certain amount of pity for the poor fan.....be had 
so many splendid examples of fan-turned-pro before him, that one can only 
feel for him.. ..and sense the heart-biting disallusionment he must have felt 
, as he:-

"Excuse me.
I’m terribly sorry to bother you....but I’d like to tell you that I’ve 

read all your pro-stories, and I think you are probably just about the best 
science fiction writer on both sides of the Atlantic, I - I realize it is 
very presumptive of me to ask a BNF as yourself for advice, but, well, my 
problem does have a certain urgency about it, and I would like to get to 
the root of the trouble immediately. Why so urgent, you ask? Ah. It is a 
matter of prestige. I’ve been writing for fanzines for years now, you see, 
and I've been reading up a few case histories. I’ve discovered that a lot 
of fans have reverted to vile-proism after an apprenticeship writing for 
fanzines... .White... .Silverberg... .Bulmer... .Shaw... .and a writer whose na
me I forget, but he's American, and Wetzel doesn't like him. Yes, that's 
him. And I really feel that I should be taking the same step. Perhaps in 
your formative years, you felt the same. You did? Oh, good.

My problem is that I've written an absolutely brilliant science fict
ion story... .short, but brilliant. I have submitted it to three prozines so 
far, but the results have been most disappointing. Let me show you the fir
st letter I sent, together with this superb mss, to the editor of CERTIFIED. 
Here it is. I must point out that I was informed that the editor didn't li
ke fanzine writers, so I had to curtail my fannish instincts, and be rather 
formal. Let me read it to you; -

Dear Sir,
Having ostracized myself from fandom, and just 

extinguished a fanzine pyre, I feel I can submit my 
marvellous story to you without causing you any embar-
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rassment insofar as your ideals are concerned. Perchan
ce it was rather presumptive of me to leave fandom on 
the strength of your accepting my effort, but I regard 
the risk worthy of it.

Yours, etc, etc.

Well. I ask you. I would have thought that should have done the trick. 
I’d like to explain that it isn't just a matter of getting a story publish
ed for monetary gain. I would willingly pay handsomely to see something in 
print. It's merely a matter of prestige, as I said. Did I get a reply, you 
ask? Oh definitely I did. In fact, it came hack by express delivery, with a 
very nice letter from the editor stating that after reading my story, he is 
starting a fanzine of his own called REDEMPTION.

Here, borrow my handkerchief...that's better.

So I persevered. I sent my story to BEWILDERING. I was told secretly, 
although I had gathered as much, that this prozine catered for the juvenile 
science fiction reader, so 1 framed my covering letter accordingly. I'll 
just read you the carbon copy if I can find it. Ah, here it is:-

Dere Sur,
On behalf of the rest of the Upper Ihird, I am 

writing to tell you how much we all like yor m 
stories about rockets and things, and Orifice Jargon 

is our hero. We're all waiting to see what happens when 
he fights the giant squid in the Venusian swamp. I have 
rote a story myself, and in my opinyon I think it up to 
the standard of the contents of BEWILDERING. Wot do you 
think?

Yors, etc.

1 mean to say, personally, I thought that to be a very shrewd letter, 
appealing, as I intended it should, to the editors sense of the dramatic. 
Oh yes, he replied alright. A very nice letter is was, too, and he thou
ghtfully enclosed a years subscription to CHICKS OWN. I wonder how he knew 
I had a small son?

Oh, you’d rather sit down? Very well. Here are a couple of vacant 
chairs. Ler me tell you the rest before you go.

My one remaining hope was that talented publication BEMULA. As this was 
my last desperate fling, I didn't want to make a mistake. I made discreet 
enquiries, and discovered that the editor of BEMULA considers himself some
thing of a literary genius, so, working on that assumption, I wrote him a 
letter designed to appeal to his ego.

Unfortunately, I haven't a copy of the letter with me, but I trust my 
memory will not desert me. I began....let me see....I began as follows

Dear Sire,
I have had the utter audacity to write a small 



science fiction story and submit it to your superb BEM- 
ULA. I realize only to well that the standard of the work 
is much inferior to the contents of BEMULA, which gives 
me the impression of having been edited by a man of cons
iderable literary skill. I can only hope that you accept 
my mss, and continue to employ Somerset Maughan to edit 
it, and thus lift it from its present mediocrity.

Now be honest with me. Don't you agree that this letter should have 
done the trick? Imagine my surprise, therefore, when I received a prospect
us from his psyciatrist suggesting a course of treatment for ny apparent 
inferiority complex. I just cannot understand it.

wait. Don't go. I will buy you a drink. What'll it be? A double whiskey 
, neat? O.K. 1 thought you turned rather white for a moment.

Better? Good. Now that is the situation. Now by s ome strange coincid
ence, I have a copy of ny story here. Please read it. It’s only ^,000 wo
rds long. Tell me honestly, frankly, what you think of it.

(One minute later.)

You’ve finished it? That didn't take you long. Now tell me the worst. 
Your word is good enough for me. I'll do exactly as you say.

Oh. that's rather a strange instruction, but I'll do it. Yeeees. I've
bored a hole in the top left hand corner of all the sheets of paper. Yes.
here is a length of string...through 
the hole you say? Well, I've done 
that. lie a knot in the cord? O.K. 
you're the boss.

Now then, that's, done.
What next ?
A hammer and nail ?......... yeees.
And hang it... .WHERE ? 
Oh. Oh. If you say so.

. Goodbye."

• ••• • • • • • • • • • • • • •

Hmmminm.

I suppose that's what's known 
in the profession as a 'limited 
circulation.' 

................. ••••»■•...........*.......... .. ...............
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B REPORT After five boring hours, Bryan and I 
arrived at Kettering, where we immediat

ely searched out the George Hotel. We gave the register a quick 
once-over and found that we were the first fen to arrive, thus 
winning a private race with Ron Bennett. Ron was our first con
tact with extra-Clactonian fen, and he wasn’t forthcoming until 
4-15 in the afternoon. I found Ron a sincere fan with a streak

as easy as that because I lost 
tickets, but that’s another story

ettering. To me,that name 
now has a definite meaning 

and significance, but three 
months ago I’d hardly heard: 
of the place and didn’t even 

know where it was. In fact....I 
still don’t. All I know is that 

you pay 57/6 at a Booking Office 
change at Marks Tey and Cambridge 

and you’re there. Actually,it*s not

of humour in him that makes him doubly nice to know. He invited 
us up to his room where we perused photographs of past Ketter
ings and got to know each other a little better. Ron told us 
what to expect over the coming weekend, But it wasn’t < anything 
like what actually did happen.

Not long after this, Ron introduced us to'Dave Newman, 
that most likeable of characters who must get his energy either 
by direct link with a power Station or a bheer barrel, for I 
didn’t once see him relaxing. Thursday evening, Gillian Adams 
and Ken McIntyre arrived, both of whom we came to know better 
over the weekend.

Things were a bit slow Friday morning, but we passed the 
time before lunch playing a weird game of Brag involving ump- 
teenpacks which Dave Newman had found in some dark recess.

After lunch, Bryan and I retired to the Devils Kitchen* a 
form of lounge facing the Hotel entrance (from the inside) - to 
wait for the main bulk of fandom to roll in. One minute there 
was hardly anybody about, the next we were surrounded by a ver
itable flood of fen. There was 
Archie Mercer, John Roles, Sid ® 
Birchby, Eddie Jones, Terry



Jeeves and dozens of others, including Eric Jones and Bob Rich
ardson, who came enmeshed by masses of electronic apparatm such 
as tape-recorders, mikes, loudspeakers and Humph. Introductions 
became such lengthy processes, that they were finally given up 
and people came to know each other over the communal drink.

Friday evening was most enjoyable. Groups of fen collect
ed the Devils Kitchen and, going from one group to another,Bry
an and I soon came to know many of them. Famish names became 
fannish faces, and famish faces became definite personalities; 
we didn’t find one person out of all the 48 attendees whom we 
didn’t.come to like. Terrjr Jeeves was one pleasant shock: I fo- 
ound him an extremely nice chap with a tinge of an accentin his 
voice which gave him added character. Looking at him, you just 
can’t convir/ yourself that this bloke actually draws the sogg- 
ies you see climbing all over TRIODE. Sid Birchby was another 
fan I enjoyed talking to, although you had to watch what you 
said in his presence because his pencil and notebookwere always 
to hand. I recognised John Roles from the cover of the Fan Dir
ectory; I’m going to send John a sub for SPACE DIVERSIONS,which 
is the highest praise I can give. Archie Mercer Was Always On 
The Pun, and you can see that the ideal place for Archie is un
der the shadow of a Malleable Iron Works. I met so many new fen 
that to describe my feelings on meeting any separate one is a 
very difficult thing to attempt; suffice it to say that I found 
everyone excellent people to know.

I decided to stay up that night to mee the indefatigable 
Brian Burgess who wasn't arriving till late. This is an under
statement as he didn't get in until 3-50 on the Saturday morn
ing. However, meeting him, I think it was worth it. Brian is 
slightly eccentric, and shares his one bad habit with my broth
er, which is his ability to drop off to sleep at the slightest 
provocation.

There wasn’t a great deal going Saturday morning, but in 
the afternoon Bryan and I joined the fen who had conglomerated 
in the residents lounge, and when someone suggested a game of 
Brag, we sat in. This was when I first met Chuck Harris and Ted 
Tubb who also joined in the game with the foolish hope thatthey 
might win some money. My idea that Ted Tubb was Ghod, shattered 
and fell to pieces when I beat him in a couple of hands, but I 
still think of him as an intelligent BNF with a foiceful char
acter - two qualities that showed themselves to the full in the 
discussion on the Sunday afternoon.

After dinner out at the Gaumont theatre, all fen collected 
in the Billiards room where a party had been scheduled. It was 
soon after this that fandom and the Con really began to go with 
a swing.



Amidst flashing camera bulbs, Eric. Jo
nes tape-recorder playing back a mix
ture of Jazz and Goon music, dancing 
and jiving, people shooting each other 
with starting pistols and Brian Bur
gess asleep in the corner, I remember 
drinking one of Dave Newman’s special 
brews of potent quality. Ihe next thing 
I remember is being interviewed by 
Eric Jones for a tape the Cheltenham 
group were preparing. With my aesoph- 
agus still twitching from Dave’s fien
dish brew, and someone shouting "Rubb
ish!" at the top of his voice into my 
ear, I bravely tried to make sense for 
Eric. Thank Ghod I didn’t Hear the 
play-back.

After a guitar session with Sandy Sandfield, we returned 
to the Billiard room only to find it decimated of fen. On enqui
ring we were told that the fabulous room parties had already 
started, whereupon Bryan and I hastily rushed off to find where 
the first one had gathered.

We piled into someones room, had hardly got ourselves set
tled before someone - who shall be nameless - shouted”Room 2Q!". 
With a ragged cheer the fen moved out and we found ourselves 
swept along by the mob to Sandy’s room again. It was here that 
Terry Jeeves had us all enthralled for half-an-hour whilst he 
told the shaggiest dog story I’ve ever heard and balanced a 
glass of bheer on his nose at the same time. Brian Burgess came 
in full of life, promptly plonked himself down on the nearest 
bed and dropped off to sleep. Sandy tried tried hard to get ev- 
rybody to sing his latest composition, "Charlie Mopps", but no* 
body seemed interested and the room gradually emptied of fen.

Passing that way several hours later, I saw my very first 
example of Norman and Ina Shorrocks handiwork. Sandy’s bed had 
been turned upside-down and inside-out and the bedclothes were 
scattered all over the floor. Together with Sandy we tracked 
down the two guilty Liverpudlians, who hotly denied being the 
cause of such goings-on. If I’d had any sense I would have Lock
ed our bedroom door then, but I was too busy bringing ruin to 
other sleepy fen.

It was about this time that we mislaid Sid Birchby. We 
later heard that he had gone to earth in a kitchen to write his 
conreport and spy on the nefarious activities of Dave Newman. 
Throughout the evening Sid had been following us around with 
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note-book in hand, taking down masses of notes, and everybody 
frantically tried to remember if they’d said anythingihat could 
be used for blackmail. All through the evening I can best re
member Norman Shorrock saying over and over again in a form of 
ritual of his own: "SSSHH! Be quiet, we might hear something!" 
We never were and we never did.

A group of fen including Norman and Ina Shorrock,Humph, 
Archie Mercer, Pete West and several others,all went back to 
Sandy’s room to help straighten things out. When we arrived Ina 
Shorrock, that Queen of trouble-makers, had disappeared. Fran
tically I ran back to my room - just in time to see Ina and 
Humph trying to make themselves inconspicuous beneath our beds. 
At that moment I was pushed from behind by some ruffian called 
Pete West, and soon our room was full of screaming fen giving 
it the same once-over treatment Sandy’s had taken. I valiantly 
wont down with my bed, fighting to the last. I was rolled up in 
some blankets and then some clot sat on me. I scrambled ent just 
in time for Pete West to take some photo’s of the shambles. - it 
was only when everything had been put to rights, that Pete dis
covered he hadn’t had any film in the blame thing, so Ihat small 
piece of fannish history was lost to us, as well as one of Ron 
Bennett being dragged feet first up the stairs. Ina Shorrock 
felt some little remorse and helped us remake our beds,on which 
// Bryan and I swiftly collapsed.

An OMPA meeting was held on the Sunday morning, which 
Bryan and I missed as Bob Richardson had invited us up to his 
room together with Ina Shorrock, Eric Bentcliffe, Sandy Hall 
and Eddie Jones. We looked through some photographs showing 
Dale R. Smith in his natural surroundings and discussed Bob’s 
ARMS AND ARMOUR venture. It was in Bob’s room that I came to 
know Eric Bentcliffe, and I personally consider him a damn nice 
chap. Same as everybody else was.

In the afternoon everybody gathered in the lounge pending 
the arrival of Dave Newman who had the difficult task of start
ing a discussion on the forming of an SF Society. At first, the 
atmosphere was very sleepy, but within five minutes I saw a 
most dramatic change come over all fen I
prosent. In under 24 hours I saw fan- 
dom change from the lighthearted mood 
of the room parties to the deadly ser- ) A;y
ious manner of the discussion. .X

Dave Newman did an absolutely
grand job of getting it running anooth- if Sy

ly, for he had been relying on a tape / ’ ;
from Vin/ Clarke and Welt ’Willis to set 
it going. The results of the discussion
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far surpassed anything hoped for, and at the end of the after
noon a vote was taken of all those in favour of setting up an 
SF society. This was practically unanimous, there being only 2
dissentions - that of Brian Burgess and NGW, both of whom were 
asleep. In the evening a few of the basic problems were thrashed 
out, the chief one being a name. Finally, it was given the brave• 
title of THE BRITISH SCIENCE-FICTION ASSOCI^C^.,^^^^

Everything that had been said 
during the complete proceedings had 
been taken down on tape, ably man
aged by Eric Jones, which was to be 
sent to Vin/. This' tape finally ran :< 
to 2hours 40 minutes and I have a 
feeling that it’s going to makefen- 
ish history.

the Monday was just enjoyable 
in places more so. This ms because

For me, the morning of 
as the rest of.the weekend -

I had now got to know nearly 
the fen and could talk to 
without searching for words 
feeling embarrassed over the 

all 
them
and 
long

pauses in conversation. Bryan and 
I didn’t rise till eleven, and on 
coming downstairs we found that a 
great many fen had already left, 
but. those who were still around 
had gathered in the Commercial 
room where Jazz was being played 
on Archie Mercer’s temperamental 
record-player.

My last jumbled fannish memories of Kettering include Sid 
Birchby expertly placing a glass of bheer on the lidcf Archie’s 
machine in an effort to get some response out of it; Norman 
Shorrock taking cine shots of Pete West blowing bubbles past 
some cardboard spaceships; Eddie Jones passing a box around for 
people to put in any rubbish they could find so that it could be 
sent to Ken Slater as a memo of Kettering; and, finally, Norman
Shorrock buying us a last drink just before we left.

After a few touching farewells to Gillian Adams, Ron Ben
nett, Terry Jeeves, Norman and Ina Shorrock, John Rolesand many 
more I can’t remember, we left the George Hotel - perhaps for 
the last time.

As the train pulled out of Kettering, we left a wonderful 
experience behind us, but took some wonderful memories home 
vzith us. *** ***



For twenly-two years now I’ve taken the sickening attitude of people who 
don't like Jazz and now I’m going to say something about it. I'm a peaceful 
fan, by Ghod, but I've had enough. They don't like it, okay. That's their 
loss. But what sticks in my craw is the spewbegetting attitude of superoirity
they put on when they say so. I love Jazz, they don't. So they look down • th
eir nose at me - and I'm not the*only one - as if I'm in the habit of eating 
garbage or cannibalism or something. It's a very strange thing, but I have yet 
to come across this sort of thing reversed. Not at any time have I heard a 
Jazzman speak conterntuously or in any derogatory fashion of music outside his 
own sphere or of the people who practise it.

Oh, I know all about the word "square," I knew it before most of the sil
ly little hip kids bawling their rock-n-roll were born. All it signified was 
some one who didn't understand hot music. At that time it was not a term of 
contempt, and I'm not sure that it is one now. Anyway, from now on tolerance 
on my side is over. Anyone who voices derogatory opinions of Jazz to me will 
get answered fast and disagreeably. The same applies to people who adversely 
criticise folk music of other types, at least from any but the viewpoint of 
the music itself.

I'm not taking any criticism of Jive talk, either. It's only the trade o£ 
the working musician and if airmen can talk of slipstreams and flaps I can ta
lk of middle eights and bent notes and I don't expect any peculiar smiles eit
her.

One of the things that get my goat most of all is the perrenial question 
of "Jazzing up the Classics." I’m sick and silly tired of hearing this inaccu
rate and hoary idiocy. The phrase is in itself a bad one. If one implies by 
"up" a vertical movement, will someone please tell me how one can affect the 
"classics" (whatever . they may be) by "Jazz" (whatever that is) applied in a 
vertical manner? Several extremely indecorous possibilities come to mind, Hit 
their semantics are misty in the extreme. z



Here, therefore, is, a working definition of the- term "classics," This; is 
a label applied to a complex of music in a certain stage of development. This 
stage occurs when academic forms are crystallised and form of expression fix
ed. The result is the emergence of a school of music far above the folk level 
, the forms and compositions of which can be used as a standard of criteriain 
the tradition. Such a complex is characterised by the use of the art formto 
create things of ideal beauty, rather than to express human emotion. Such a 
period is generally succeeded by a "Romantic" period in which the expression 
of emotion is the whole concern of those, working in the medium. Such periods 
generally recur successively, the neo-classical period having began with the 
linear works of Stravinsky.

The term "classical" refers only to that school of music in the European 
tradition which found it’s climax with John Sebastien Bach and it's termina
tion with Handel.

Now for a working definition of Jazz.

This label denotes a complex of music which includes folk-music in it's 
own trad-itian and dance music also in its own tradition. This covers the Loo
sely-formed blues,shouts of the agriculturists from the Mississippi basin,the 
strictly formal blues of the urban blues singers and tri-or quadripartite eas, 
-enable playing in the tradition of JTew Orleans and Chicago. Stemming directly 
from it is the manner of playing known as "mainstream Jazz" which must be in 
-eluded in the complex and rythmic attitude to the horizontal aspect of nusic 
laid down in the traditional forms.

From this it becomes quite evident that the msic produced by the big 
commercial dance bands ( examples: Joe Loss, Billy May, Artie Shaw) is. not Jazz 
although Jazz musicians play it for food and the music itself feeds voracious 
-ly on the body of Jazz itself.

Furthermore, such monstrosities as Stan Kenton's music are totally divor
ced from Jazz, and as for bebop! one could scarcely travel further.

AH of which brings me to the gist of things. In 22 years of attentive 
listening to both Jazz and dance music, I definitely and positively statethat 
I have hc-rd not one example of a classical composition being used as a Jazz 
vehicle, that is, a vehicle for extemporisation in the tradition of in the 
mainstream. I have heard many dance band arrangements of romantic and mood co
mpositions not to speak of programme music: but I have yet to hear a composi
tion used for Jazz extemporisation. The Jazzmen are too busy working in their 
own medium to bother.

As. an example of romantic music being used for dance band purposes there, 
is "So Deep is the Night" which is an Etude by Chopin.Danoe bandarrangements, 
of "Claire de Lune" are no novelty. Thus is the accusation, refuted. This Jazz 
-ing up the classics just hasn't happened. What has happened is that people! 
with no knowledge whatsoever of Jazz have heard an arrangement of seme piece 
of light or romantic music and immediately screamed hysterically: "Why don't 
they use their own tunes?" or rushed into print about it. Hie whole idea he®



. arisen as much from lack of knowledge of European tradition al 
music aa lack thereof of Jazz.

In the presence of a friend of my wife I played Artie Shaw 
•s record of "Indian Love Call," from the musical comedy "Ros
emary." I like this record: as dance music it is ideal and it 
contains a little Jazz extemporisation, too. This silly fool 
nwimeJ lately said, "Must they murder those lovely classical me
lodies? "

So help me, this was an "educated" woman!

i It might be just as well for the anti-jazzers to stop and. 
think before they open their mouths. Then perhaps, they might 
develop the guts and tolerance to go to John Brunner and ask 

— humbly to hear some of the lovely folk-jazz he has on tape.Th
en come to me and I'll show them band jazz and how it is created. After that 
they can use the labels "Jazz" and "Classics" correctly and stop bellyach ing 
about hard working musicians who have to do what the boss and the idiot publ
ic tell -them. By these, I mean the Jazzmen who are playing dance ochestrasftr 
money that feeds their children. 'They would sooner play Jazz, and leave the 

^dance-prostitution of romantic airs ±o those who don't know better.

The Jazzmen is in a position no other creative artist has ever been in* 
Artistically ware, conscious of the worth of his music, he is surrounded 
completely by a popular music industry which is devoted with a s'.ngl eminded 
purpose to grabbing mon^y and don't care a damn what trash it f ists upon tie 
public in its voracious demands. Not only this, but it feeds ceaselessly upon 
Jazz for the vitality it lacks itself. Do you wonder Dan Morgan, approaching 
the upper ranks of the profession, got out and started writing instead? 
I don't. And on top of that, we love or have played or wish we could play Jazz: 
must stand for the cheap sneeers or open contempt of those who can't or won't 
listen to music with their ears, but prefer to allow their blind preju dices 
to fill their eardrums.

I think the greatest shock I 
very attitude within it, where I

have sus tained in fandom was to find this 
rather rashly ,^®odght to find tolerance,Not

just tolerance of Jazz, of course, but a universe embracing tolerance which 
would enclude Jazz in its broad scope. It's too bad, that some 
of the fen whom I respect and like most, have come out on that 
side of the fence

There are a lot of things I don't like about this world 
Ihat's inevitable, because you can find lot's of things too. 
But I'm not knuckling under anymore to this belligerent anti— 
Jazzism because I'M SICK OF IT.

Rally round, Jazz fen. I guess you're sick of it too

******** *******************ijjjg END**************** ************
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Wyndham is probably Britain's answer to Ray Bradbury. Wyndham started out 
writing in the prewar pulps- but admits himself that he was not what might be 
considered a 'success.' Ignoring the question this statement poses, as to what 
constitutes success, it must be admitted that a postwar change of name and sty
le has. brought success, with a capital 's,' and '1' and ' d,' if you like, to 
Mr. Wyndham-. This is not to say, by any means, that this writer's success is 
undeserved. Far from it. No other writer has done, as much as Wyndham to bring 
science fiction in an acceptable form before Britain's general reading piblic.

"The Day of the Triffids," "The Kraken Wakes," and "The Chrysalids," are so 
well known that all need be said about them here is that each' obook is far 
better than IH2 MIDWICH CUCKOOS. Here is a typically outlandish Wyndham created 
situation, but one which, unlike for instance Tv. Triffids, neither the author 
nor his puppet characters comes to grips.

The story opens an well as. any might, with a mysterious situation seen 
through the eyes of the man in the street. This is fine writing; it is gripping 
, it creates interest and the viewpoint on the situation provides a certain am
ount of hero-identification. Richard Gayford, the first person in which the 
story is written, is on Ibis way home to the small and quiet village of Midwich 
when he finds- the roads leading to Midwich closed by the police. He and his 
wife make an unconventional diversion and attempt to reach the village by cros
sing some, fields.. Both suddenly black out.

By describing different isolated occurences, Wyndham unfolds that the en
tire village has suffered such a blackout, which lasts for a day and is thus 
thereafter referred to as The Dayout. The Midwich population recovers from this 
untoward happening and life goes on as before, unhurried and typically British.

Then is is discovered that all Midwich women who are capable of bearing 
children are pregnant. The reactions to this startling discovery are extremely 
well, if you pardon the expression, conceived by the author. That's where the 
cuckoos of the title come into the story, of course.

And that's as far as you need read. The babies are born and they grow up. 
It is apparent to the reader well before the villagers, who are artificially 
characterised and are at their best, "flat," wake up to the fact that these 
children are some thing just a little out of the ordinary. Probably left overs 
from The Chrysalids? ((Continued on page 26.))
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Every new and again someone sends a fanzine to our house with the hopes 
that I will read it, think highly of it, and so send a sub in. Of course 
this happens to all fandom and is one of the reasons why fandom is still 
’living', Another reason, is of course letters.

You may notice that I use the word ’still', this is because I think fan
dom is steadily on the decline. 'Why do I say this,' you ask, 'have you any 
proof? 1 Yes I have proof and I think you will agree with me when I say it is 
, just read on and see for yourself whether not I am right.

. At one time or another you will have picked a fanzine up and come across 
an article with the title which reads something like this, 'Whats wrong with
Fandom! ' 'Has Fandom had. its Day' ’The Rise and Fall of Fandom,' and so on. 
You rea.d them and thinks ‘'Why should, an article like this have to be written 
, surely fandom isn’t dying on its feet." Tnat is where you are mistaken, 
because fandom is doing .just that, and. this, I think, is the answer, and I 
don ’ t think I'm mis taken ei then <

It is. now four years since I joined fandom., at that time we Hadn't a 
monster in the heme and I could sit down and write letters without interrup
tion. And at that time I enjoyed sending letters to fandom for within a week 
I had a reply to my letters Nowadays if I send a letter to anyone it's usua
lly five to six v/eeks before I get a reply, and in the intervening silence 
I'mata loss as to whether I owe them a letter, or whether they owe me a 
letter, hen I do get a reply I've forgotten what it was I wrote atei-t in 
my last letter, and that takes all the 'spice' out of sending letters to 
anyone. Probably the main reason why fand.om still thrives is because fen 
send letters to each other occasionally. A friend I have in fandom, (I will 
not mention his name) sent me a letter in which he wrote, 'All corresponden
ce around here seems to have come to a standstill and personally it just su
its. me fine, it gives me time to do other little things!'

Now why should any fan want to say anything like that? Myself I. think 
it's because of a monster which hides itself in a box about two feet by two 
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and a half by three and a half. It has anything from a fourteen to a twenty 
one inch screen, and also has two nobs, one for volume the other for contra
st, and if you've guessed right you’ll know I’m talking about television.

How many times have you come home from work thinking that your going to get 
your typewriter, sit back, and type a nice long letter or maybe quite a few 
letters to your friends in ftindom? And how many times have you come home fr
om work and said to yourself, 'think I'll get that article I have in mind 
written out tonight? ' And how many times have you come home thinking 'Must 
write that story out tonight, can't put it off any longer.' And how many ti
mes have you ./allied into-your house and heard someone say, 'So and so is on 
the telly tonight, and after that there’s so and so, and then there's soand 
so, who we must have on. It will be terrific.' Your dreams of writing let
ters or articles or even short stories are then shattered, aaid so you think, 
‘Well maybe it won't be as bad tomorrow night, I’ll do it then.' And so you 
put it off for another night and then another and another, but it's just as 
bad every night, there will be something good on the telly and it's sure to 
be switched on.

#hy not admit it, the telly in your home is nothing but a bloody mis— 
ance. How many times have you had to write fan letters in between programm
es? Lots of times I bet. Y/hcre as you used to get five or six letters writ
ten in one night you now only have 
time for one, the rest of your time 
is devoted to watching the monster, 
am I right?

Ihe only reason I have written 
this article is because last week 
I got the sack from work, and as 
it's pouring with rain outside, 
it's no use looking for another un
till it clears up. I’ve had this 
article in mind a long time and so 
I thought I would write it out wh
ile I had the chance, especially 
since I hadn't the telly to dist
ract me.

X

IWo comedians were on the mon
ster, one said to the other that he 
had just been to Scotland to see 
the Monster. When asked if it was 
the Loch Ness Monster, his reply 
was 'No this is a new one in Scot
land, it's I. T.V.'

I 'm beginning to think he is 
right.

♦♦♦ *



DEVIL PLAN

a film review by Laurence 'Sandy* Sandfield.

'Ibis was a really good sf film, spoilt by completely unnecessary mysti
cism on the part of one of the chief characters. This chappie is head of a 
hospital and a surgeon of some repute, yet he uses sentences like ",..int— 
entering with divine purpose..." "...she was MEANT to die..." his voice got 
on my nerves at first, too. After a while, though, it became something the 
film would have been less without.

The original story, "Ihe Adaptive Ultimate," appeared in Astounding in 
19J8 or thereabouts, with several perfectly lousy illos by Dold to decorate 
it. Both the story and the film are based on the same misconception - that 
biological adaptability is the results of glandular function. In the film, 
Young Genius working alone in his lab succeeds in isolating a serum which 
when injected into a mammal gives the creature the ability to adapt to any
thing. After a good deal of mystical and irritating misgiving on the part of 
the Eminent Doctor, it is agreed that the serum shall be injected as an ex
periment into a body of a patient for whom there is No Hope.

Obligingly, a black headed prostitute, in the last stages of tubercul
osis, is brought to the hospital and duly injected, Recovering from the dis
ease, she, knowing her powers, proceeds to rob and murder to attain her ends 
and defies both Young Genius and Eminent Doctor to do anything about it. For 
fear of exposing the dangerous serum to the Great Idiot World, they have to 
go along with her.

The way in which they overcome her is both plausible in the story line 
and impressive in filming. I won't reveal it. Ihere are several quite moving 
moments during the film, particularly, when She awakes from the anaesthetic 
imnediately after the operation that robs her of her supernatural power and 
we see her for a moment as she would have been, given rhe chance of a normal 
life, a normal love. What I don't get is why, having been once cured of ']B, 
she should succumb to it when her adaptive powers were removed. It doesn't 
seem logical to me. 9



However, see it* It's worth the trouble.

KRONOS.

a film review by Laurence 'Sandy* Sandfield.

This is a good sf film, too, in spite of it's bad title. Although the 
destructive monster from outer space is a corny theme, here we have it done 
quite well. The four human characters are members of Centralab, which is 
apparently in New York, in spite of the fact that it has a Large telescope. 
Perhaps I misunderstood, the dialogue in respect of tins* Well, there is an 
asteroid in the lens and the TWo Men and the Girl Photographer are observing 
it. Now right here is what I can't take in SF films. Right in front of the 
whole audience, there in the mirror, is a Flying Saucer space ship of im
mense size, and All the Scientists keep calling it an Asteroid,

Said asteroid obviously is heading for Tellus direct, so three homing 
pigeons with nasty big hydrogen eggs are dispatched to stop it. Blam. Aster
oid grows bigger without moving. Ib cut things short, the ship drops into 
the sea off Mexico and later leaves, leaving behind it a Thing on the sea 
shore. This is an energy gathering robot which proceeds to Lay power stat
ions and things to waste in right royal manner, and Can't Be Stopped.

The four from Centralab work out a means of stopping it which seems 
quite logical and is definitely sfional. There’s an interesting sub-plot,, 
too. This consists of an alien which is a creature composed of balanced el
ectronic forces, like a Viton, occupying successively the bodies of a truck 
driver and of the Head of the Astronomical Department of Centralab. This 
creature is in communication with Kronos and through it's being able to 
find through the departmental head the location of various power plants and 
nuclear sources, routes the giant Kronos.

This thing attempts to leave him when Kronos dies but only dies itself 
because he has shut himself in a radiation proof vault and it can't get out. 
His struggle with the power within him, his lonely victory and the photon 
creature's struggle to escape from the vault are very impressive indeed. 
This character is a subsidiary one, but in this scene he puts in some energ
etic acting.

There is very little horror in this film. There is suspense and a gre
at deal of drama.Also some very good effects. These are such as sf fen will 
appreciate better than any member of the general non-sf reading public. See 
this picture, it’s worth the trouble.

At both films I suffered from the presence of the Great Idiot Public, 
who just naturally laughed in the wrong places. Ihe bloke beside me was the 
worst. He kept looking around at me as if he expected me to join in his ig
norant fun. The "Devil Woman" evoked this reaction more than did "Kronos" . I 
saw the film in Ealing, and couldn't help contrasting the behaviour with We
st End audiences, who seem to- know what is taking place, even when they 
don't understand what is behind it.

***************** ♦***♦»**♦♦****♦♦



MM ft TEE MME
EM U HEPt) STEMA

This film has just made the. rounds in Western Canada and with the thought 
that it may not reach Britain until PH5 comes out I offer some notes on the 
thing, which may be of service to British fans.

The opening scenes are of a lecture room in an American college where 
young Dr, Frankenstein is speaking on his revolutionary theories concerning 
physiology. Another man gives him a powerful argument about this, so you set
tle down waiting for a duel of wits between these two obvious protagonists, 
climaxing, perhaps, in a death struggle in an underground laboratory. Unfort
unately, the second man promptly drops out of the film and is never heard fr
om again.

What happens is that Frankie browbeats another scientist into assisting 
him in piecing together "a perfect man" in an effort to complete his ancest
or's work. We learn that Frankie is English and that he is in the States on a 
six month visa so he has to rush his job through before his time is up.' App
arently the idea of doing the job back home never occurs to him —still, they 
say a man can build something for himself out here. Frankie lives, in an ord
inary looking frame house but in the short time that he has’been in the coun
try he had managed to have it equipped with a private morgue with drawers 
full of carefully gathered spare parts in the basement. You can get anything 
in these supermarkets..

Frankie’s reluctant helper says, "But what will you do with the bits ycu 
have to throw away? ' Xou can’t burn them or bury them." Frankie agrees. Appa- 
rently there is a zoning law in force ."I’ve thought of that too," Frankie ex
claims triumphantly. And so he has — instead of smoky old furnaces which 
might attract attention, or digging a grave which might be. found, he has con
ceived a really subtle way of getting rid of excess material. Under the base
ment he has installed another basement which is full of water and inhabited 
by a huge crocodile. The film does not explain how he had another basement 
dug or how he snuggled a thrity foot croc into it. That's the best of these 
adult films — they leave something for the imagination to work out.

Anyway, now that the preliminaries are disposed of the film begins to 
move faster. Just as Frankie is explaining that all he needs is a perfect 
torso to start him off two cars crash outside the house, and a teenage boy is 
thrown. clear and lands, providentially, in Frankie’s front garden —on his 
head. Frankie and his helper nip up and,, unnoticed by the crowd, swaddle the 
body in a blanket and cart it down to the cellar, Funny how things work out, 
isn' t it?

Frankie consults his list of spare parts and decides that he can replace 
all the damaged bits except for the hands and the right leg. Again Fate is on 
his side. The next day there is a mass burial of a team of athletes who were 
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killed, in a plane crash somewhere nearby. Frankie and, let's call him Johnny, 
Johnny pay a visit to the cemetery and. acquire in a matter of minutes a wres
tler's hands and a football player's right leg. Nothing but the best will be 
good enough for this monster. Again, it is not explained how the defunct ath
letes were not buried in their home towns or how F and J managed to uproot 
them and operate without getting their hair tossed.. This adult stuff really 
makes you think, boy.

Next they get the old monster hooked up and working. In between times 
Frankie, although he is trying to preserve the utmost secrecy, gets engaged 
and brings the girl to his house to live and be his secretary. Also he feeds 
the croc the leftovers from Sunday's jointing —» this is a pretty gruesome 
scene. The. Monster now looks pretty good except for hid', head which is'swathed 
in bandages due to the fact that it got spoiled somewhat in the crash. There 
is a wee bit where the girl sneaks into the lab to see what old Frankie 
does> with all his spare time. She tries the drawers in the morgue one by one 
but, although empty, they are all locked — exceptt the one’ the Monst is in. 
Ibis Frankie hasn't got much of a clue about keeping things dark. When the 
girl opens that drawer the Monst pops up and frightens her, to say nothing; of 
the. old man who was sitting behind me and almost had some kind of a fit.

Finally the Monst relearns how to talk and demands to be set free so that 
he can be with people again. This makes Frankie angry so he snips off the 
bandages to show the. Monst why he can't go to dances and things like that. 
The face that.the Monst turns to the camera is, I must admit, a pretty stran
ge one. It looks as though somebody has taken several pounds of chocolate ic
ing and slapped, it onto him with a trowel, finishing off the somewhat unsav
oury concoction by adding a small fried egg over one eye, I would have been 

interested to 1 earn just how getting 
thrown, out of a car could do this to 
a face, or, maybe the poor chap had 
been like that all along.

Perhaps that was the answer for 
the sight of his. new dial does not 
alarm the Monst one bit — he still 
wants " to be with peopleThitigs 
really begin to speed up now — whe
ther they meant it to be that way or 
or whether the operator- at the cine
ma was drunk on the night I was ther 
I don't know. Frankie leaves a door 
open (the poor chap seems to be get
ting worse all the time), the Momt 
nips out, strangles a girl in his aa 
-xiety to be. with people, comes, back 
, Frankie's girl reveals ■ she knows 

/.,} Al J. Frankie gets the Monst to dump
/y/'/ „ her down to the crocodile, takes the 



Monst out shopping for a face in his car,' they kidnap the unlucky wearer that 
takes the Monst’s fancy, take off his face and put it onto the Monst. The wh
ole thing was done so easily that I began to feel my own face nervously in 
case it was ready to drop off — the things just don't seem to be fastened too 
well anymore.

Next Frankie realises that his time is up in the States so he decides to 
dismantle the Monst and ship him over to England discreetly and discretely. 
The. Monst senses what Frankie is up to and, yes, that's right, throws him 
down to old faithful, who by this time is beginning to look quite pudgy.

In the meantime Johnny has brought the police, but the Monst does not 
want to go quietly — he is quite handsome now, if you don't count the seams, 
and wants " to be with people". Running away from the police he blunders into 
some high voltage equipment end gets electrocuted — I had been watching all 
that war surplus stuff since the start of the film. I knew as soon as they 
kept mentioning the voltage that it was the equivalent of the rumbling volca
no in a giant insect epic.

The elec troraagne tic field caused by.ail the sparks.and stuff does, some
thing to the cameras and the film becomes technicoloured. Johnny says in an 
awestricken voice," I'll never forget his face after the crash," '"ad we get 
a flashback, coloured this time, of the old Monst before his face lifting 
job. It looks more like chocolate icing than ever. Feeling quite hungry, I 
left the cinema.

If you like good sf don‘t go to see I WAS A TEANAGE FRANKENSTEIN, but if 
you want an evening of quiet hilarity — don't miss it.

o OOOOO ooooo 00000 ooooo 00000, „ooooo 00000 oo 
Book review, of THE MIDWICH CUCKOOS cont from page 1? .))

The Children grow up to be superior beings who by their very presence con 
-atitute a threat to mankind. As Wyndham puts it, "Can any S tate, however tol
erant, afford to harbour an increasingly powerful minority which it has no 
power to control?" This in turn is of course a threat to the Children, sothat 
we have the makings of a neatly contrived struggle. Mankind v the Midwich 
Children. The outcome is obvious, which is a pity. After the apprearance of 
the Children on the scene, after their actual birth, the reader is no longer 
wondering what is. going to appear, the question which controls the early part 
of the book. The author then has to surplant this problem with another. And 
that’s it, the eternal strife of which literature is made.

It all seems so pointless, however. A good, an unexpected, a startling 
ending could have made this book. Even the logical ending, that of the Child
ren's ultimate triumph would have been acceptable, but the ending the reader 
is allowed is nothing more than an insuly to those who expect of Wyndham the 
blending of literary presentation of unconventional ideas, of science fiction 
if you like. It's a hackneyed climax and a most disappointing one, especially 
after such an excellent beginning.

Not recommended, I’m afraid.
***** ***** ***** ***** ***** 26 ***** ***** ***** *****



I am two. I am two, and I wait, resting for my hour to come. 
I was many, so finely divided as to be on the edge of Limbo. 
But I was collected, slowly, and now I am two.
I am two, carefully shaped, to form a perfect whole when my 
hour of might is come.
I wait, resting.

And now it comes, my final hour!
I am one, and a warm glow spreads through me.
It becomes a searing flame, and I am fulfilled with desire 
for ultimate release.
Now I am a roaring furnace!
My time has come!

I LIVE, a mighty holocaust of energy, and I expand, to en
compass all infinity with my vital life.
I AM FULFILLED!

But in this life, is death, and I am many again, even as 
before, waiting, waiting, waiting..........................................................

ianJ (Fidan-



Well, its time again for another letter column, and my, what a load we got! 
I certainly had to have a big, net outside 179 to hold them all, and thanks to 
all. those who wrote in. It sure makes fanmag publishing interestingwhen so many 
pleasant letters drop in from so many friends. May they keep on doing so.

First out of the net comes from WALT WILLIS, 170, Upper N'Ards Rd., Belfast 
, N. Ireland.

The last PH was a nice big issue, but I won' t pretend it took me all that 
time to read it. In fact I read it the minute I got it, and meant to write to 
you immediately after that, tut mundane matters, intervened and this’ll be the 
first letter I’ve written to anyone for long while. It would have saved me t- 
ime to write back then, because now I've had to read PH all through again to 
comment. Not that it was any hardship because there was a lot in it worth read
ing again. I thought Ron Bennett’s article was about the best, though Bickers cn 
Clacton Fandom was fine too. But a smaller thing that amused me more than almo
st anything else was the first sentence of Barry's editorial. Is this what they 
call an English lull?

Ihat's a striking cover. What make of American car is it? Or is it a coatcf 
arms? If so the motto is obvious---- "Dieu et mon Detroit".

I like the letter section title..it seems vaguely to carry on a fannish tr
adition.. Merwin(in Startling Stories) had a fmz review column called The Frying 
Pan, hance the: Slant column The Prying Fan. Stuart Metchette, referring to this 
, said he. was a kid"you got into fleapit movies with a jar of cooking fat 
and said this was an example of making your money in by de grease; I countered 
with no, it's a case of out of the frying pan into the foyer. Haven’t heardihora 
Metchette since so it looks as if he's han- ed in his chips.

Catting back to Bickers' article, all that about flogging your fmz ini sch
ool gives me a sort of shocked uneasy feeling, When I think of all the trouble 
I've been to to keep my fan activities unknown to my mundane acquaintances I re
gard you people with a sort of awed horror. I could no more shout a personaicon 
-versation across a bus. It'll be interesting to see how PH develops in this 
situation. — 28 —

title..it


About BB's film reviews, I think it possible he may be being a little un
fair to the makers of Quatermass 2. That synthetic food plant was made to lo 
-ok like Quatermass's moon project so that he would get the idea that it was 
set up for allowing beings to live in an inimical environment, like his own 
was. Otherwise it's have been quite a conclusion for him to jump to, thattt^e 
Earth was being invaded by monsters from outer space. I mean you and I know 
that this sort of thing is liable to happen any minute but the public would 
think it a bit funny if 'ol Donlevy was to take a perfunctory butchers at an 
oil refinery and start sreaming blue murder. It's a curious thing when you 
come, to look at it...you have a film called say TERROR OF THE GIANT EARWIGS, 
and everybody in the cinema knows, that's what responsible for all those my
sterious deaths, but they still have to spend at least three reels convinc
ing everyone in the cast.

About this mundane acquaintances trouble, Walt. It was ray ambi
tion to publish the mag solely for fandom but one of us had the 
bright idea about trying to sell them at school. We tried it aad 
it was met with enthusiasm so we kept on with it. As long as "fe- 
ey show fin interest in it they can keep having it, it also- does 
help to cut down money losses, plus duping bills and such like 
for the tycoons at school, quite a profit on it, too.

Also, thanks a lot Walt for reviewing PH in your column in Neb- 
la. I've made some more very nice friends in consequence.

Next out of the net comes a letter from ALAN DODD, who hails from 77 
S.tanstead Rd., Hoddesdon, Herts.

Dave Dance - wotta name. Is he a genuine Clacton fan too?((YepI)) He has 
talent but his cartoon on ’Back to the sun at Clacton-oh-Sea - Regular Roc
ket services' strikes rather an ironic note when you consider that the East 
Coast is the selected site for the new American rocket bases. It seems rat
her sad somehow.. Like following the rest of the sheep into a slaughterhouse 
and not being able to do anything else about it. Maybe that's why I felt 
AND THE OCEAN WAS BLUE rattier a disturbing little story. Does Reilly really 
think that neutral countries would suffer most from thermp nuclear war? I 
don't really think so,((Nor does he, as far as I know. He d better not..))ln 
the event of Russia and America( and unfortunately us bacadse of the heavy 
US ins tails, tions here) tearing each other's throats out I still reckon the- 
re'-ll be pretty big neutral jackals like S.America around to pick up the r— 
adioactive remains. And if not SA. maybe some of the islands offit. A study 
of the wind patterns should determine, for survivors just which islands wou
ld be. the luckiest to survive the winds that carry radio-active dust. What
ever they are - licrra del Fuego, Curacao, -. I still think they wi 11 come 
out of it best.((Atomic war veterans please note’)) Nor am I ha.ppy with the 
point in the story that the last British A-sub would determinedly wipe out 
the last remnants of civilisation just because it happened to be Russian end 
the enemy. Man s instinct for survival would be greater than the desire to> 
kill. There is only one exception to this perhaps. The captain of the sub in 
the story is ^ritish and his action would have been understandable as the



Orientals appear to frequ
ently work on the princip
le to kill themselves pro
viding they can take their 
enemies with them. But war 
in the western world has a 
greater respec t for . Mves 
than the captain in Reilly 
's story. We do not fight 
by a Bushido code even in 
the death throes of this- 
world.

Of course, you're quite 
right Alan. But how can we 
be really sure unless we

can appreciate ourselves in the place of this captain and under the 
the circumstances in which Bill portrayed in that story.

The next little bit is extracted from a lovely letter from ELLA PARKER , 
l^l Canterbury Road, West Kilburn, London,N.W.6.

I had only made contact with fandom a very short time before Easter, so 
of course everyone I met at Kettering were strangers to me. On my return to 
town I asked if anyone had any samples of fanzines to lend me. I’d never seen 
any before, and one kind friend offered to remedy this deficiency and among, 
the ones he gave me ’was PH 2. As I've told you, I know nothing about zines , 
but the one thing that stands out'more than anything else is the fact thait 
your little effort IS SULL INTACT WHILE MCS T OF THE OTHERS I HAD GIVEN . HE 
ARE IN PIECES,((Capitals are mine.)) DoEs this prove anything or not?

, There you are. I knew' that" dneday* the * famz’rauA F come when the covers n>
longer fall off! Ac
tually the reason why 
this is so is because 
of those cardboard 
covers. But theycost 
5V- for 500 sheets 
so I’m afraid that’ll 
be the last you'll 
see of them, UNLESS 
you contribute. Hmmm. 
That should ejge you 
on t-' contribute 
some thing.



Next comes a letter from VIN^ CLARKE, 7 Inchmery Road, London, S.E.6. He 
sent a letter packed with meaty "things, but on with the letter-....

Liked Barry's views on classical music 'cos they agree much with m- 
ine; there is, to ny way of thinking, too, much jazz appreciation in contemp- 
ory fanzines. It’s OK to like something other than s-f or fandom, bat ‘ .the 
present spate of jazz appreciation is something else. I've an idea that some 
fans are- so pleased at finding something, that allows them to be associated 
with something equated in the mind of the- public with Young Forward Intelle
ctualism that they're going overboard on it. Of course, appreciation of cla
ssical music is a quite and more complex thing.

Bryan, don't .take any notice of anybody grumbling at you rejecting stuff 
As Barry says,(I think only half in humour), it's the editor's job. (( Just 
you tell the Clacton fans that. Aiey've gone on strike this issue!))

Your FANDOM AT LARGE very thought provoking. "Fandom is a Way of Life " 
can be balanced by "Fandom is just a Goddam Hobby" ...another fan cliche .When 
I first started taking an interest in fandom I thought it’s be pretty easy to 
find a common denominator over and above the general one of reading s-f. Now 
it doesn't seem so easy; there are some in fandom, but not many, who seem to 
contradict every assumption. About the best conclusion I’ve made, which ex
plains that general fellow-feeling, the friendliness you mention, is that f— 
ans have, gained from s-f the scientist's basic premise of the need for con
scious intellectual examination. Ihe scientist applies this to his experime
nts and theories.; the fan, who reads science fiction, tries to apply the 
same kind of thinking to everything he contacts, however inappropriate. New, 
however wrong the fan s position may be, you do know that in fandom virtual
ly everybody is. conscious of (a) having intelligence, (b) trying to use it 
to advantage. This is so different from the outlook of the ordinary man-in - 
the street that it seperates is as if we were a different kind of human. So 
we're naturally interested in each other.

Re;; the classical music. Barry said everything last time so I'm go 
-ing to say my own views now. I like both classical music and jaza 
but I like the latter better, l „• . . Now this doesn't say
that I call classical music rubbish, far from it. I like the more 
popular pieces but I'm afraid I don't understand the more cerebral 
stuff.
Also the views about fans, Vin^. I couldn't agree with you more a— 
bout fans, being intelligent but I must admit, and I'm not saying 
this in any derogatory manner, that there are- some fans who do di

sobey this, assumption, as you say. As well as this, there are several things 
in fandom-which obey this as well, but I’d rather not say much about it.

Next comes KEN McINTYRE, who survives at 1 Hylton Street, Plumstead, Lon 
-don, S.E.18,

Fanfiction? Why not? One sometimes comes across a little gem, and it does 
not necessarily follow that because it blinks up naively at the light of day 
from the pages of a fanzine, that it has been rejected by prozines.



Terry Jeeves’ story was, I thought, very amusing. Vrry has a particular 
-ly pleasing sense: of humour, and his general characterisation was very pla> ' 1 
usable, but then....who should know better about this particular type than 
Terry?

• • • • • • ••••-• fe • • • • • • • •• • •• • ••••••
Well, Ken, it seems about 50$ of fandom agree with you on the subject 
of fanfiction. I do myself and I won't hesitate to print a story whi
ch I think is reasonable and worth publication. In limited quantities 
it's OK but you can have too much of it . One an issue is my standard 
, though there is none this issue.

Extract from a letter by Pete Reaney, 55 Bromley St., Sheffield 5» Yorks.

Jeeves ' s tory was simply .smashing, must say he was good. You know what 
he s like when he's bad tempered.

Sorry Peter, I don't...........

Shoving my hander deeper into the net this time, I pull out....one from 
Mal Ashworth, 40 Makin St., Tong Street, Bradford 4, Yorks.

Yujnmy, but that tasted good! Excuse me while I smack my chops(they get a 
little out-of-hand at times, you know.)

I don't qui te know where to begin to say all the nice things about PH 
that I shan't be able to put into words anyway. I suppose I could be terribly 
conventional and begin at the beginning. It has personality. That is import
ant. It has a very pleasant and easy personality. That is wonderful. I have 
just been flicking tiirough it again to try and 
put my finger exactly on what I wanted and I think I have found it - nothing 
in the whole magazine clicked -with me quite as much as the parts you wrote 
yourselves.

That was a lovely line on page 2 - "You'll immediately notice that Bryan 
isn't the only with a typer of his own - this one I'm using is my brother's"

I am almost tempted to be envious of you having such an appreciative head
master and local press and all. Almost. Ihe tiling that makes me dubious is the
contact that Tom White and I had with civic bodies and so on in the 
of publishing BEM. For no reason that I 
can discern very clearly now we put a 
facetious, sub-heading to No.l. "Bradford's 
Exquisite Magazine". As you probably know 
one is legally required to lodge one copy 
of any publication with the British Museum 
((I haven't)) and this we dutifully did 
after they had written demanding on only 
about six times. After that, apparently. 
Word Got Around and for literally months 
we were pestered every other day with let
ters from local libraries, etc., asking for 
a copy of Bradford s Exquisite Magazine" as 

days



they were very interested in anything concerned with local topography/hist— 
ory/etc. Afteir that we got a little leary. And I imagine they got a little 
leery too when they set eyes upon a copy of BEM.

So be warned.
But it's rather nicd all the same.

♦ •• •• • • • •••«•••••••• ••**«••••••
And your tempted to be envious of us, Mal.,....

• •• •• •••••* • * • •••••••
The next letter is something of an occasion really; as it is the first 

to feactar* a fan other than British in this magazine. He is Richard Elling
ton, P.O.. Box 104, Cooper Station, New York J, N.Y.

AND THE OCEAN WAS BLUE wasn't bad--I actually read it and approved--® 
rare tiling indeed for me and amateur stf stories,

Dodd minor key but readable and interesting.
Jeeves’ story on the other hand fell flat as hell on me. Ihudlike! One 

fan's opinion.
I suppose half a dozen people( (Not one.))) at least have yelled that the 

saying is, "Fandom is a way of Life." but nevermind. Your comments have "been 
said before but its interesting to hear it said again and freshly.

Har-de-har-har re Michelism. Afraid that Immortal Storm is pretty one
sided account—Moskowitz and company thought a little too seriously for to
day's fandom too. Aa to the Futurians being asked about their opinions—mo
st of them clam up tight when you mention it. Kombluth got out of it fast 
in the first place—he couldn't stand the domineering aspects of it, and 
many others eventually revolted—Shaw, Judy Merrill, Damon Knight and quite 
a few others. Also it's all very well to talk about these people as "too 
serious but that's the>way they wanted it—almost without exception they 
went on to become leading lights in the professional sf field—Kombluth, 
Pohl,. Asimov, Dick Wilson, Leslie Perri, Judy Merrill, Shaw, Knight, Blish, < 
etc. into the night—not to mention Michel himself who wrote quite a bit, 
Wollheim, who is the big deal of Avon Books now, "Dirk Wylie”, and even 
Dave Kyle who was a professional illustrator for a time.

Ron Sennett's bit a little too short but good nevertheless. I like it.

Thanks a lot, Dick, for your long letter. I've picked the above 
out of it which I thought would clear up a few things from my FANDOM AT 
LARGE last issue. But there is one point I don't understand. Michelism could 
be called 'unamerican' in which case couldn't McCarthy have done something? 
After all, McCarthy did try to persecute several people who had only menti
oned communism, etc., in a book of article.........

And that's the lot for this issue. Thanks to all those folk who 
sent in letters and may they keep on doing so. And thanks also to all the 
people who reviewed PH in their own fanmags .I'd like to do the same in this 
issue but space and time haven't been sufficient, (money too.)

You won’ t forget to write will you...........................

- 55 -



PERIPATETICS. Continued from page 5*

I have heard it said around many fannish circles, including Kettering that 
Alan Dodd does not exist! Well, by chance, the- other day I had a phone callin 
which I heard a certain voice say 'Alan Dodd speaking. I just thought I'd give 
you a ring as I'm down here for the aftrenoon........... ' Not to be deterred from 
just speaking to him on the phone I found out his whereabouts in Clacton and 
four of us went down to see him. I think we are the second fans to meet you , 
aren’t we Alan? Ron ^ennett was the first. This should clear up the argument 
whether there, is such a person as Dodd, hear ye, hear ye.................... .. ......................

The meeting between us and Alan Dodd seems to be agreeing with a mathemat
ical series which one of us worked out. Only two weeks before we met Pete 
Reaney who was down here on a weeks holiday. Had quite A time, too. Only tro
uble is that Pete's got a raw Yorks, accent and I've got my own blend of Clee- 
ctonian which makes our two languages utterly alien to each other. We had to 
keep translating the whole time. Its damn difficult to speak Yorkshirish, too 
If this, series is true we should have another fan down here soon. It’d better 
work out............. . .Are you lis tening, Paul Campbell......... .. ......................

Which just about winds up this, issue. Thanks to all those who contributed. 
What about the rest of you? As you can see, this issue contains a wide range 
of material and, of course, it gives you ideas. xes?? Well then, send them in 
to me. Surely all of you can attempt something! You hear that... Come on thert? 
I’m hoping to get the next ispue out before October which is when I start at 
De Havilland's but I need plenty of meterial.. . Get to it, you fen!

See you soon.

HAVE YOU JOINED THE BRITISH SCIENCE FICTION ASSOCIATION? IF YOU 
NOT? It is open to all who have an interest in science fiction, 
by fans and it is run by fans.

For details of the BSFA write 
to:

Eric Bentcliffe, Esq.,
Secretary, B.S.F.A.,

47 > AUdis Street, 
Greatmoor,

S tockport, 
Cheshire.

HAVEN’T, vJIY 
It *as formed

The Association publishes a quarterly 
journal, edited by TED TUBB.

The Postal Library is for you to use.

The Information Bureau is for your use.

The Association's publications will be 
for you.

So repeat it: IMUSTJOIN THE BSFAIMUST 
JOIN THE BSFAIMUSTJOINIHEBSFAIMUS'UOIN 
THEBSFAIMUS TTOIN THEBSFAIMUS TTOINTHEBSF 
AUvfUS TJOIN THEBSFAIMUS TUOINTHEBS FA.....
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A new d&pax tuant which is; to prove to you that there are fan clubs still in ex
istence. This issue we bring you one of the newest clubs, to be formed. Any oth
er groups, are invited to contact me for future notices in HI. - Bryan.

■ CHELTENHAM SCIENCE FICTION CIRCLE 
report by Bob Richardson^

The Cheltenham Science Fiction Circle was formed in September 1^% by 
our President Eric Jones, ably assisted by Peter Mabey M.A. and Eric a wife 
Margaret. These members of the West Country S.F. Society, taking advantage 
of the Cheltenham Hobbies Exhibition in the Town Hall put up an S.F. stand 
there and enrolled a dozen new members. W.C.S.F.S. then emerged with the 
new fen to form the C.S.F.C.

Our first meeting on October 7 was held at the Jones' residence and 
from then on we met fortnightly in the private bar of the "Prince of Wales'] 
Later was acquired a private room at the pittville Hotel and by popular de
mand the meetings were held weekly.

About 50% of our members attended CYTRICON IU, Easter last year, and 
there to the surprised delight of the fen and Liverpool group in particular 
we staged a St. Fan tony ceremony, of Knighthood. This is our own way of re
cognising and rewarding IRUFANMANSHIP.

Again the same percentage of Cheltenham fen attended the 15th World 
Com, where we staged a full dress St. Fantony ceremony, initiating six Bri
tish and six North American fen, as Knights (and one lady) of the Or1 r.- 
This was a star feature of the Sunday activities. Also at London both models 
of the Heironymous Psionic machine;', were exhibited by Eric who has. built, we 
believe, the only machines utside of the U .S.

In October last year we rented a five roomed basement flat and began 
rebuilding and redecorating it. Ihe work was completed last February, and we 
now have clubrooms second to none.

To celebrate its completion and as a sort of unofficial opening, we in
vited Terry jeeves, Archie mercer, and 8 of the Liverpool group down to at
tend a CHELTSUBMICROCON. This was a great success and our HYDYNE punch is now 
fomous throughout provincial fandom.Fuller details are given in our exclusive 
fanzine SPASMODIC, socalled because it is produced when we find thei time.

Apart from our redecorating efforts we have, been kept busy with the mak— 
ing of our colour and sound film THE TEST. This is the first SF ■ If... ^ed
uced in Random and all scenery, costumes, models, etc., have been made and 
built by members of the C.S.F.C. Its been long and hard work all the way but 
we believe we have produced a first rate amateur film.

We are an ACTIVE group and we welcome new members, who will find we cater 
for all taates and that our activities are numerous and interesting. Further 
news of C.S.F.C. will be found in future issues of this fanzine. In the mean 
-time information may be obtained from our Secretary: Audrey Eversfield,

55 Langdale Field,
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You are receiving this issue for one of the following reasons, appropri
ated by a tick.

a. You contributed this issue and we thankyou.
b. You subbed and we are the same. You have more issues.
c. We are exchanging fan publications.

' d. Tirade?
e. Complimentary?
d. You asked for it.

'X £. This box is checked. You receive this issue.


