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GUEST EDITORIAL veeees Dorean Parkor.

Dictionary definition of LINK : "To Jjoin; to become joined; a2 ring in a
chain; a part of a connected soricse"

" ring in a chain; a part of a connected series." Thesc definitions
appealed to me strongly when I looked up LINK in my dictionary. fThis is what
fandom means to me ~ a series of rings, widening to envelop and enfold others,
but allowing and being allowed to develop your own views s and considcring thoso of
others.

It is nearly two years sinco I joincd the BSFA and thereby bccame involved
in fandom. Iy first lettor was a "Velcoms to tho ..ssociation" from .rchic licreer
(who else ?), who rocommended books and fanzincs to me 3 through reading those, I
began desultory correspondence with onc or two othor fans. They in turn recornmonded
other fans with whom to discuss the ideas and suggestions which had arisen in our
correspondenccs (u good cxample of this was when Kon Cheslin sent me Beryl's
gddrosse I wroto to hor, and thon mot hor, along with the rest of tho Brumies.

I wonder if Ken ever regrets that introduction, in view of what happened on ny
first visit ?). EFach time, the circlo widened, another link was formed, and the
chain becams bigger.

It is truly amazing to me how meny different viewpoints there can be among
fans who havo the same basic inter4sts. Among my correspondents aro fans with whom
I awop jokes (for the most part unprinteble %), discuss right and left wing politics,
consider whothor God oxists as a suporior boing (that's a three-way argument with
archie and Beryl; my back is against the wall and I an fighting for my life %),
discuss modern poctry (as compared with traditiomrl poetry), classicel music,
opora, history, etc. Occasionally, oven science fiction croeps in eees

I like the link that is formed through belonging to tho BSFi, and I think
it is good for mos It has taught mo to think more doeply, and to consider othor
pointa of views It has taught me to be more tolerant because (naturally) among
peoplc of different ages, temporament, interests and upbringing tacre is bound to be
occaslonal conflicte .nd I have now learned that other peopls are cntitled to their
own views, gven if thoy differ widely from mine (which they ofton do), and no
matter what happens in the future, I belicve that Fandom cams to me (or I wont to
_:i_.j_:), at the richt time. It is an cxpericnce I would not have missed for anything.

++ Dorecn Parker.
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PEBBLE INN THE FOOL.

Rey wllen, the veniriloguist,~as on TV last nisht, with his inebriated
dummy, Lord Jime .t one point, thoe "Rolline Stonca" group was the subject under
discussion, and Lord Jim announced, ... and I wouldn't allow such goings-on if thoy
wore ny daughtors.®  “thoy're boys," said Ray in his own voice. "Do thoy kmow 2"
asked Lord Jim.

Therc are xiwzy all the cracks about, “you can tell which is which - the
ones with short hair aro the girls.” .nd, "the topless dross had to come - it'll
soon be the only way you can tell girls from boys."

I recently passed on to lary some remarks made by a nutusl acquaintance
about long-haired boys. Mery went up the curtains - she was so med that her writing
went all sprawly % "I could swear this paper to bits - what in Ghod's remc has a
haircut got to do with the way blokes act ? liost of the long-haired chaps I know
are more decent (to wms, at any rate) than & fow-score short-hairsed bods I knowe
Honestly, it makes me sick to uy stomach when this sort of arsumont is useds ™ .nd
more of thc sance

It's easy to say, fashions chanpe - what is more to the point is the other
cliche = history repeats itself. .. hundred or so years ago, a short~haired man
would have becn an object of derision and ridiculesy lien who could afford it spent
hours with their tailors, and emerged in dazzling, lece-cdped finery. and I doub%t
if therc was more effeminacy around in those days than there is nowe

I must be honost and admit that I wouldn't like to sec wy own boys with
their hair hansing on their shoulders and into their eycs. But when they are old
enough to please themselves about such things - that's exactly what they will be
alloved to do - please themselvese ..ny attempt to force thom to do otherwise would
be a cubtailment of personzl liberty.

Vhat does annoy me about the long-haired brigade is thet so wany of them
have latched on to the fashion because they are lazy, and it's less of an effort
to let it grow long than to pay regular visits to the barbere .nd this type is
usually basically scruffy and none too meticulous about personal cleanlinesse I
don't mind how long a guy's hair is as long as it's clcan and tidy. I don't mind
what kind of clothes he wears, as long as they, too, show some evidence of care
and attentions Soap and water aro cheap enough, and dry-cleanine doesn't cost the
earth, either.

I SUppose I shall be told that people should also be allowed %o be scruffy
and dirty if they want to. Fair enough - but it applies both ways, in that I don't
have to like it %

However, if one can be dispassiomnte about these trends, they have a strange
kind of fascination. For instance: are they regressive ¢ Do they portend a return
to the fashions and menners of first-Elizabethan times ? and if so - may wa expect
tho same type of achievoments as happened then ? (I doubt it, somchow .. thore are
so fow frontimes left V). .lso, one must remember that in the animol world =
especially among the birds (feathered variety %), it is s more often thah not, the
male who is gorgeously plumageds In comparison, the female is quite drabe

and I can't help wondoring just how much of this trend is purely instinctive.
after all, the boys, it is said, now outrumber the girls eeese. ++ BH
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Uue Man Wise

By, IGNATIuS P PoMPeenckLE

Ntoneww PaTNTo

I came shivering into the waiting room out of the cold night wind
that was blowing down the station platforme There were two men sitting on
adjacent sides of the rooms One of them looked up at me malevolently as I
entered, as if he resented the noise of my entrance intruding on the peace of the
little room. I moved quickly to a chair mear the other men, and sat downe This
man had a pewter pot on the floor between his wide-spaced fecte IIis elbows
were resting on his knees and he looked gith quiot intensity at this 1little pote

I looked round at the dinginess of this dim little rocme The chairs
were old and scratched, and were upholstered with dirty rod leather. The walls
werg crcam, and had cracks running all over them, like some vertical crazy pavings
The ceiling was once white, now brownish groy. In each corner of the ceiling were
repulsive-looking brown stainse iy eyes were irresistibly drawn, however, to the
man vho sat, elbows on knoes, staring fixedly at the pewter pote

"Er - excuse me -" I began, "but if you feel ill, thaore's a toilet just
round the cor-"

"Shhhhhhhh 4" he hissed violently, whipping his head round to face me,
fingers pressed %o his exposed teethe Hs then turned his head back and . :
continued his intense cxamination of the pote

I looked away in eubarrassment, and continued my oxamiretion of the
bodeloii® The windows worae groy, encrusted with grime and laced with cobwaebse In
the corner of the room a black-tummicd stove squattod smugly, and above it the
crazy chimney zig-zagged its way upward, swrounded by an aura of black soote

Suddenly the man next to me heaved a long sigh, and leansd back in his
chaire The other man relaxed, too, and smiled a littles The first man looked
back at mc, and I felt compclled to speaks -

"Judging by the satisfaotion which is ovidenced by your actions," I
began, "you seem to have achievod somethings What it is, though, I have no
ideas  Would you be so kind as to enlighten me 2" ' :



An expression of sheer smugness appearcd on the man's face.
"I have Jjust thought some paint," he answered.
There was g bricf silence.

"Oh - oh, yes = er - very intercsting," I said.

"You don't seem to bo very impresseds"

"¢h - cr = yos, yes I am," I replied, "er - very impresscds”

"It's very good paint," insisted the othor.

: "Yos," said the first, "they just don't make it like that, do they,

Frod ?"
He looked at the empty pote

"Just look at that coloure Have you ever scon a green like that
before 2"
> "No," replied Freds "Such delicacy % Such subtloty %"
"Look at that texture; oh, this is recally fine paint b Do you sce the
way the littls wrinkles appear on the surface ? It always scams to do that when
it's exposed to air."

"Yos," agreed Fred, "It could do with being a little lass quick-drying. "

"SHiLl, you must adnit, it's not bad for a begimer."

I cleared my throat. "Tell me," I said, "how do you menage to do
that 27"

Mhat, think paint ?"

"Yes. "

"Wall, it roquires great intelligence, much skill, and a groat amount
of practice, doesn't it, Fred ¢

"Yos," Fred concurrsed, nodding his hecad slowly and wisoly. "Yos, it
certainly does."

"TPoll me," I said,"can you think anything else othor than paint 2"

The two men burst inds lonud lavghbers

"Can I think anything else = %" roared the man noxt to mes "Ch, that's
a good one 4 I can think anything % Anything you likc %"

"Hoy, Joe," callcd the other man, "can't you get rid of that stuff ?
The smell's getiing up my nosee You know I can't stand the smell of painte"

"OuK. ," agreed Jose Ha gave me a cocky glance and began to
concentrate againe After a fow moments he rclaxed.

"Thank goodness for that," sighed Fred.

"You seo ?" said Joc to mes "I can unthink it, tooe"

By row I was begirming to get a little amnoyed at his faintly suporior
aire "All right," I said, "lot's see you think soms beere"

They burst out laughing againe

"Ch, yes," said Joes, "very goods Very good," and ho wiped thc cornors
of his ayos. S

Now I began to get really angrye

"No, comc on," I shouteds "If you're so damn clever, let's sce you
think some beers Come on'%  You're supposed to be so damn good with your blasted
superior attitude, let's seo if you can thiuk some goddam beer %"

He blanched a little, and peercd closely at mee

"Are you serious ? You want me to think some bger 2"

"Yos, go on; think some beer," ’
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He glanced wildly at tho other man, who was staring at me with his mouth
OPGNe

"Are you some kind of a mut or something ?" he askecde Then he rushed mx
over to the other man, and they started whispering and po:.nt:.ng et mo, now and again
glancing in my dircction.

Suddonly Fred stood up; then Joe 81dled across the room, msver taking
his eyes off mes Ho picked up the pot, still looking warily at mo, thon backed
across thoe room to the doore He held the door opsn for Fred to scuttle through,
then with ono last backward glance, he hurried out, slamming tho door behind hims

The last I heard of them was their hurried steps, clattering down the

platform into the distanco.

++ Igmatius Ps Pumpernicklece
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ESCAFE FRO:ii WINTER

Gray sent me the record.

Sweeping strings, and a change of key
that sends phantom fingers skittering
down my backe.

"Thanks," I wrote. How inadoquate eee

I stumbled from nmy bed one morning,

on3 raw January morning,

and eyed with mute distaste the cold ashes
in the grato.

Looked tarough the window

into the darkness of pre-dawm,

at the sprinkling of new snow on the lawn.
I sighed for Spring.

Everything

was so cold - plates, cutlery,

the shoets on the beds,

even tho record itself, as I placed it
on the turntablc.

But when the needle dropped

into the spinning groove,

the room was flooded with July.

Music ~ slow, warm, lazy ...

dappled sunlight falling through thick leaves e.s
I could almost feel it on my faca.

Thanks again, Gray, for
Porcy Faith's recording of
"4 Summer Place" eeee ++ BH
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" THE NIGHT-BUMPERS

eees by Beryl Henley

In IIMX-1, Doreen Parker wrote an article called "A Psionic Defence. "
I intended this follow-up article to appear in L-2, but space did not permit.

Several of the loc's we received in response to IL-1 mentioned the possibility
of a connection between ESP and the occult. Here I must say that I have never
attended a seance, nor have I aver, to my knowledge, seen a ghoste T may have heard
ono once, although even that experience could have had some quite simple, material
explamations However, like Doreen I keep an open mind on this subjoct.

One aspect of the occult which has intrigucd me for years is the activity
of poltergeists - mischievous "spirits" which throw things about, disturb furniture,
and even cause accidents %o people - though nover, as far as I know, with fatal
results,

. I have a vague recollection of ons such case, pre-war, which was carcfully
and thoroughly investigated by a mtional nowspapers A room in which  inexplicable
evants were taking place after the residents had gons to bed, was photographed,
examinod for possible seare® passages, panels, etc., and then sealed up tight.

During the night, bumps and arashos wero heard, and whon tho room was unsealed
next morning, furniture had becn movod, pictures and ornaments broken, and there
was so00% on tha hearthrug,

This happened many years ago, and I can't recall details, but I don't think
any rational explamation was ever given for these strange happenings.

a4 play called "The Poltergeist," (later produced as a film which featured
= I think - Gordon Harker), doalt with the same thomc. In this instance, it was
discovered that a momber of the "plagucd" family - a girl in her early tcens -~ was
responsible for the damage and accidents which had been happening with frightening
frequency,  But shc had not doge these things deliberatoly; in fact, she hadn{t
really done them 2t all. She had wished for the events to happen, and they had
happencd. If I remembor correctly, she didn't want her elder sister to mrry a
coertain young man. The latter was duec to takc part in a horse~jumping contest,
and the night before this event, the young girl lay in her bed and muttered -
vindictively, "I hopichao falls and breaks his lege" Iecdless to say, he did.

I bave since lasarnsd that, in mny houses which are subjected to the
activitios of poltergedsts, there is often a tecnager - usually female, though not
alwayse On this basis I offer, for what it is worth, a theory which might account
for these strange goings-on. a4t puberty, the body undergoes great glandular
changes, as tho child enters into young adulthood. Theve arc physical, montal
and emotiomal upheavals; the temperameont may become quite morcurisl for a +ime ’
alternating between a sudden fit of gloomy depression, and an equally suddon
accass of wild, infoctious gnisty.

I am fairly well-informed about the human endocrine system, and it is a
fact that some of the glands ars still very much of a mysitery, evon to the medical
profession. Tha pituitary gland has been called "the leader of tho endoarine
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orchestra,"” and it consists of threc parts. Tho anterior part controls the growth
of bones; the posterior part produces a secretion which is still boing investigatod;
while thc functions of the intermediate part are "not cloar.®

The ‘chymus gland increases in size until birth, when it slowly shrivels
up - and "its uses arc quitec unknown." The functions of the coccygeal gland ara
also "still unknowne" The same comnont applies to the pineal gland which is
sometlmes called "the third eyace"

(Tho above informption was culled from a medical dictionary published in
1949, and is probably somcwhat out-of-dato by now. If anyonc has any recent
information about new discoveries in the endocrine field, I'll be glad to hear
about thoms However, I have reason to believe that tho functions of the pineal-
gland - if any - aro still unknown).

It is the pincal gland which intriguss mo, since it is situated in the
brain. Somg endocrinc authorities believe that it is atrophicd; a few disagree.
But in view of tho tremendous glandular changes which ocour at puberty, could it
not be that tho pimeal - or perhaps another gland whose function is still not
understood - may suddenly flare into transient, encrgetic activity, thus stimulating
a tomporary and uncontrolled psi power ? The adolescent would be quitc unaware
that he or she was the cause of all the disturbance - in fact, he/she would probably
be as mystified, and even frightened, as tho rest of the famlly.

 Buf th1s business of overturnod fum;lture and smashsd ornamcnts, and objects
becing thrown &t people - doesn't that sound like uncontrolled tclekinesiz ? And
the "mischievcus" olement which seems Yo be a basic featurs of poltergoist
activi’cy -~ an adolescont is still at least half-child, after all,

' As the teonager progresses towards full mturity, the endocrine sistom
gradunlly settles down, and (if my theory has any foundation in fact at d.ll), the
temporary "power“ is loste. .

So - 1f you know of an unfortunate family which is boing plagued and
potted at by poltorgoists - find out if there is an adolescent in that family. If
there is, haul him/her off to the Socioty for Psychical Rescarch to be examined and
investigated % You never know - it might be productive of some very interesting
results % '

("Eight Glands Control Your Destiny eee.")

Trrad (see page 22).

. "Public schools, like public convenicnces, are vary priveto." -- Humphroy
Lyttelton, on TV, Doc. 15th 196)4.. .

+ 4+ 4+ o+

Economy : how to spend your money Withou"t")gétting any fun out of ite-

R T



(or, the Real Story behind the writing of the Slough 4delphi
liemorial Taltz).
ees by lushvita II, the Gte O'Rescd.

Just aftor Hagg's 20th Haggday in 19564, iushling went down to Banbury
to open up the Iribal mansion, air the beds, get in the supplies, visit the
local copshop and so forth. A few days later, Haggis arrived with all the
pomp and ceremony of a 20~year-old Co-Leader - in a wheelbarrow pushed by
Ricardo and Form. ifushling received them at the gate, and Haggis entered the
house through the front door - a great honour §

The reason for the visit was that .fushy had agreed to let Crum do a one-
niter tour and was taking Hagg to the first nidht at Slough, for a Haggday treat.

That night was spent in putting up provisions for the next day, and
measuting iiichael for a new pair of white yukkins. This took some time as
:dchael is ticklish. However, on Saturday morning they were up early, and sat
listening to the ham (Wh:l.ch was tuned to Radio Free [ribe), and ea’tln&, winkles and
budgie-—on~toaste AT 10 2}2 » Jongear ammounced that Crumford was going to sings
Immediately iushling's .um was almost crushed to a pulp in the rush to get to
the ham, and they stood with their ears pressed to it, reefers forgotten, as the
Cuartis sang "I (who know Haggling)." Haggis choked on her potted kipper 35
times, and was so affacted that she agreed to walk downtown to do the shopping
with ilushling,

They set off with bag, oamera, and CMD lollipop, and arrived at the
Churche Here rushling squatted in the gutter with the "lollipop" and Haggis
took a photo of .ushy's loft ear. They proceeded to the butcher's and asked for
a Flying Haggis, and on being informed that they had none left, they wrecked
the joint (!) and moved on, receiving homage and protection money as they wente

Back at the Fairway, iushling produced a rabbit (not Fred) whidh she
had whipped froia a sale-of-work at Chipping MNorton Town Hall a few weeks earliers
It was greecen with outstretched arms, rather in the shaps of a 'I'. laturally
the only person who could possibly have it was Crumford, and iushling vromptly
christened it Soft Sid /Shifty Sam (Haggling insisting that she had it all
wrong - she had, too }), and they parcelled it up with a letter 4o Crum. They
also enclosed the shopping list so that he could pick up the grocerles on the
way home, and then they had dimmers

As the camels were all, at the time, in Bootle having a well-sarned
rest (slogging up and down the kb1 tires them so), they hhdd twisted the arm of
rush's sister's fiance to take them the 60 or so miles to Sluff. ile had
arranged to come Jjust after dimmer, and they weni to the gate in their best
finery and waiteds He arrived two hours late, by which time iushling had
chewed the gate-post to a stump, and Haggis had invented 548 new cursess Little
Gerard had been run over a mmber of times trying to stop the buses vhich pass
Noo 71 = he had failed because the drivers were daft and didn't know that when
Gerard waves his wooden pin, EVERYTHING stops % Coff %
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However, the minivan eventually rolled up, and Richard and Brenda (the
engaged pair) got out, unloaded three tons of apples and an ironing boerd, and dis-
appeared into the house. Ilshling and Haggis decorated the van by drawing various
Iribal signs in the dust, tying dustbins to the back, removing doors, etcs, until
Richard and Brenda re-appeared. ihey all piled in, leaving Gerard and the rest to
hold the fort and wash up the dimer-platess

The journey was quite long, but Haggis enlivened it by taking photos of
everyons in sight, tying Richard's hair in knots (}@p_ﬁl girl §) and shouting,
"Halp, I'm being kidnapped L " out of the window. Ijushiing contented herself with
eating apples, meking eyes at blokes outside, and occasionally singing with
Haggis, "Hi-ho b Hi-hp % It's off to Sluff we go %" until they came into Slough,
and got loste Ilowever, they reversed in a courtyard of the Slough Conservative
Association and went back to the tovm centre.

They asked a peasant the way, thanked her, and raced up the main road, to
arrive at the Slough adelphi, a large cinema standing on its own in a square of
land right on the wmain roads The co-leaders got out, and arranged for the other
two to meet them later. They then pushed their way through a crowd of folk to the
front of the cinema. Here :iushling observed that the doors were all locked,
excapt one. After scouting around the place fornexits/entrances, they took up a
position by this unlocked door, Haggis dirdeting the flow of traffic in and out.

Suddenly, an uncouth pcasant remarked, "Hey % thore's Tony Jackson b
lushling spun round on her boot-heel., "I distinctly %old him to stay and peel
applos with Derkspex 4 What's he at ?9" she remerked to daggis, shaking her
bazoowa at hilme He 1lit a fag with trembling hands and Haggis ralenfeds "Let
him off," she pleadeds "All right, then," replied lushling, "but not again "

They rosumed their vigil, and e arowd of men in blus descendsd on the
forecourte IHaggis nudged jushling, who stifled a cry of "It's the scuffars 4"
when she saw that they were Alr Force Cadets.

Through the glass they could ses the Curths and Jon coming towards theme
rushling kicked the door in and cheesed, Haggis peering over her shoulder.
Crunford cheesed back, rubbing his hands together, did a few steps of the Tribal
dance and came out, pushing Jon in front of hiu. "Here y'are, Crum, it's for
you &" yelled iushling, poking the box into his eyse.

"For me ?" he answered, booting Jon one for laffing.

"¥es ~ it's your turn to do the shopping I " shouted Haggise

Jon had been picked up by a couple of fans and was busily signing
autographs, cheques and so forthe Haggis spoke to Crum, who .said he had to go
get his teseea. He bade them goodbys, kissing iush's paws Haggis demanded, '"That
about ME ?" So he kissed her; this excited him so imich that he then autographed
lmsh's paw, tucked the parcel under his arm, and *trotted off to the nearest eatery.

Heggis remarked, "Ve'll have to get some new sabres for the lads to shave
with -~ I felt two bristles." They walked into the theatre and climbed the stairs
to the balcony, to see the performance. :

Also on the one-niter were Dusty Springfield, who sang ilagg's favouritex,
"On Broadway," thus saving herself from later interrogntion, and Bobby Vee. He
looked rather frightened vhen someone informed him that iushling was in the audience
and was a Buddy Holly fan - after he'd sung a few of Buddy's songse
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ltushling and Haggis were so amoyed at waiting to sse the Curtis that
they swore like Queen Hagg's at the delayse The girl in front eventually could
stand no more mf cries of "Bowril LY or "Brather " and covered up her ears.
Mush %ook no notice, as Crum was belting his way through fastish songs at the
times Hagg fused the lights at the mains, and she and Mush jumped over the
balcony, and sat on the left~hand cymbal, cheesing at Crumford when he sang "I"
agains They returned to their seats after promising to call in backstage if
they had time.

Halfway through the last number, which was "that'd I say 2%, lushling
grabbed Hagg's arm and yelled, "That girl's after Crum 3" Sure enough, one of
the girls from down fromt hed clambered on to the stage, anl was heading for the
Curtis, arms outstretcheds However, a few rounds from their sub-machine-gun
and a crack of the whip made her veer towards Jon, who was about two inches
shorter and a stone lighter than his attacker. She picked him up and ran towards
the back of the stage with hime He playsd on, a ghastly grin on his faces
Crumford thought it was fumny - he would § However, !fushling relayed orders vim
her walkie~talkie, and three burly blokes rushed on stage and dragged the Judy off.

The show ended with a near-riot in the lower part of the theatre, while '
lush and Haggling cheered Crum from the balcony, meking their throats soree

They rushed downstairs and out of the theatre after the show, and round
the cormer to where a few cars were purkeds. Here their flashbulb startled a few
girls clustered around the Tribal minivan, and the co~Leaders announced tha® they
were reporters, and would the girls kindly put that axe down ? They prowled '
round the back, and liushling showed great skill in picking a locke Unfortunately,
it turned out that the door thus opened was an 6xit s.s .

’ 4 little discouraged, the co-Leaders wandered round the side vwhere a mob
was gathered, gazing at a window and soreaming their heads off. Fully expacting
to see Crumford pushing Jon out of the window, or something equally Tribal, they
looked up and saw Bobby Vee's heads Then Crum'se Then Jon's. And so ohe

Mihere's Dusty Springfield then ?" :lush wondered.
"Dumo, " replied Hagg, chewing on her boots in her excitemente

Just then a portly gent came along and, not recognising the co~Leaders,
told them to belt up and move one Cries fram the crowd of "Get lost 4" and
"S8illy old git " greeted this commands He drew himself up and, looking straight
at the co~Leaders, delivered a crushing retort:

Do you realise that you're screaming at the Gentlemen's Tavatories 22"
Jagg and liush cracked UD eeeevesss
+ + + + + + 4+ + i

The Co=Leaders of Tribe X, and the iidlands Area Chieftain, hope that you

will all grace the elegant city of Brum with your honourable presences at
Easter. Wo take this opportunity to wish you all A Very Happy Brumcons
(And to £ill up this spa.ce because we've run out of quotes and things eees)

+ 4+ o+ o+ 4+
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veee KING OF THE DELTA BLUZS VIOLIN PLUCKERS.

ease by Gray Hall & Dave Wood.

Of all the groat Blues artists the steamy heat of the Mississippi
Delta country has produced, perhaps the most disregarded and legendary is RED
KITCHEN, This is the man of whom Big Bill Broongzy said, "Who ?"

. Born Redgate Kitchen in Glenora, Mississippi, on or about April 1st
1916, he was the youngest of 19 children born to 1. and Mrs. Jethro Kitchen,
cotlton pickers on the estate of lire Hiram B. das Keppel von Gotte

Realising at the early age of ten, almost before he could walk, that
he was not going to inherit anything from his parents, he began experimenting with
a violin which had been discarded by a local Fhilharmonic orchestra because it
had a string missing. Proof of the young Red's love for misic was the fact that
he killed his pet cat, and used part of its intestines to make another string for
his beloved violine Red soon dizcovercd that he could pruduce a sound that was
completoly unique by holding the bottom of the instrument in a bowl of cold water,
and pluvking the strings with a chicken bone, On some mamorable cccasiona, he
would hold the bottom of his instrument in a sugar basin, thus giving his music
added beat, and possibly inventing Rhythm and Blues in the procosss

Howevaer, tragody was soon to strike the Kitchen familya In a drunken
rage, Red's father, Jethro Kitchen, foully beat his wife to deatir with a blunt
instrument oo though luckily, the violin was urharmed.,

Jothro was takeon off to prison, and Red placcd in the carz of a local
Children's Homss Kitchen ascapod thae elechric chair because of a last-mimmte
reprieve, but spent mere than 40 years in Jail.

Red hated his lifc at the Homo, and so, lats one night, his violin
slung nonchalantly over his shoulder, a bowl under his arm, and a chicken bone
protruding from his pocket, he ran away to seek fame and fortume in the big city.

In his first yoar as a professional performer, he was thrown out of
no less than 47 clubs in the New Orleans postal districte With that
peculdar intuition found within this great artist above all others, he realised his
mistakee

In his second ! ...: professional year =~ 1929 - he bogan to sing along
to his incomparable violin plucking; in that year, he was thrown out of no less
than 237 clubs, setting up a record which has romained unbroken to this daye

Still searching for fame, Red (knowm to his friends as Kitch), begon
building up & Blues group unrivalled in the annals of this most authentic misic.



. First to join was Fallin' Timber, whose virtuoso twelve-string tambourine
playing brought about a new conception of the word 'tunelesse' Then came Henry
Green, perhaps better-known as Green Hemry, who, after a short time with the group,
was tregically killed by being run over by a rumaway milk float whilst in a drunken
stupors Bo Diddley's father then joined, under the mame of Little ink, though
he was usually referred to as Diddley Winke His harmonica renditions are believed
to have caused a greator exodus from music halls than has been seen at any time
8ince Goshen.

Anyone who has heard those early 'race'! rocordings will romcrmber the
heavy-handod guitar work of Strongarm Samson, tho off<beat bass thumping of Big
Albert Hall, and above all, the overloud drumming of Gene Crappare

The Red Kitchen Ensemblo, as it becamo known, rrde many fine recordings,
including the now classic "Hard Life Blues," which sold several copiss, and "Don't
Play, Son" which spent many months in the Japansse hit parada.

Thosc of us lucky enough to possess copics of these discs will remcmber
with respect the vast amount of work done by Red Kitchen in steming the increase
of Blues music ... for had all those old Blues greats never beon sung and played
by the Red Kitchen Ensemble, such groups as the Rolling Stones might never have
had any matorial to stsal.

However, like all bad things, Red Kitchen had to come to an end.
After all the years of wild string plucking, and thosc great dises he recorded for
TYED, he disappearede

dMany Blues enthusiasts may have wondered how "Kitch" diode  Like John
Lee "Sonny Boy" ‘Williamson, foully murdored with an ice-axe ? Like Robert Johnson,
poisoned in a fifth of rye whisky by a jealous girl-friend ? Like Bix Beidsrbecke,
who died young, but I'm damned if I remember how ? Or perhaps, ironically, like
his mother 7

Noa

We can now reveal that Red Kitchen, undisputed King of the Delta Blucs
Violin Pluckers, is still alive * We have talked with him b actually and
literally talked with him §

During a recont tour of the Deep. South, in a search for clues as to how
this Blues giant met his end, we visited his home town of Glenora, Mis., and spoke
with his last remaining 16 brothers and sisterses Weo talked with 92-year-old
Jethro Kitchen, now out of jail, and still halec and possibly hearty. We chatted
with Glenora's Mayor, Fred Smith, and the tragic trail finally led to the Glonora
Home for Those in Need of Poace, Quict and Restraint. Here, in nothing more than
a small-town loony bin, we flnally mot Red Kitchen, still fiddling awey and mumbling
Blues refrains. a8 he crooned to his badly warped and rotted v1ol:|.n, Gray dared
to speak: "Red," he said, "irg¢ Kitchen, suh ?"

"Ah loves my beby, twang," was the reply.

Realising that no sense was all we would get from this amock of a great
man, we turned to the warder, and asked for the facts about Red's breakdown.
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"Waal," he begen, "he picked up this vahlin, bummed around for a few
years, ruining it in the process, an' thon found it wuz Stradinvurious, valued at
£100,000." 7ith those few woll-choscn words, Fallin' Yimber, who has taken the
job of warder to be near his old boss, eloguently summod up the life of the greataest
Violin Plucker the world has known. c o '

But that isn't the end of tho story. In meny ways, it is the begiming.
Dave Wood Entorprises arc plamning to bring the complete Red Kitchen Ensembie to
Englend for a series of oconcerts, and to re~release many of the groat records they
ma.des Once again, audiences will thrill to the wild singing and plucking of Red
Kitchen, truly the King.

++ GoHe & Deils

‘hen I was domobbed from the W.R.MN.S. at the end of 1945, I took a Jjob
in the Sales office of a loml firm of cycle manufacturers. the following was
created (?) by one of tho men with whom I workede It is offered here in the hope
that it might appeal to any ox-matlows among the readership eeee -

‘Tren Boryl was a sailor of very high degroce,

In an anciont greasy whaler she sailed the stormy soa.

Her forccastle was shapaely, and you'll be picased to lsarn

That her lincs worc very snappy as they swept towards hor stern.
Shs could splico a pretty meinbrace in the Captain's brand of grog,
(Thet's the stuff they used in "Pluto" to clear away tac fog)e
And one day whon the bosfun, getiing fresh, called her "my dear,"
She just unshipped the mainsail boom and hit him on the ear
Shu'd tease the tiny *i00y-roy ard meks him want his mother,

Pour treoacle in the bimmncle and mke the Q.M spiothor,

Draw Yifre Chad" on werdsroom wolls, bansath him: "Wot, no water ?
and heaps and heans of other things you kaow she didn't oughters
And when tho war was over and thoy had a shore-leave spail,

They paid her off with throe half-crowns, a ten-bob note as wellj
She came ridat home to Reddiich, with many eaths and cusacs,

and went to seg her fiance wot worked nights on the busss.

She puvlilied hinm out of bYed and vhile he sira’ghtened up his nightie,
Said, "Nah, you lug, you'll marry me, now I7ve come home to Blighty "
and so at rumbor twenty-three there's very much Wron-pecking,

For Beryl drinks her grog in bed while ,lbert scrubs the decking

n

++ Z. Cozzoens.
+ + o+ o+

"T laughed till the tears. ran down me 12g esee" "Byron; " "Not So Much
‘ . A Progr‘amme, eco

"It's no good trying to argue with me - I'm always righte" = ly
boss = whose nomo is ..o Donnis Wright.
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The Fog was dense and vwhite; it swirled in little eddies arcund the
woman's feet, and bedewed her dark hair and her clothes with tiny droplets.
Somewhere above the impalpable blanket, she thought, was the sun, and the clean,
blue sky e.. how long was it since she had seen the sky ? She couldn't remember
+e+ there were so many things she couldn't remember ... why vwas she standing here,
at the side of this deserted road ? faiting, she told herself ... I'm waiting
for - for - a bus. That's it, a bus. I wish it would come s.. I suppose it's
late because of the fog.

LI

Suddenly she was startled by a soft touch against har ankle. Looking down,
she saw a black and white cat. She bent and picked it up, cherishing its warmth
and softness as she wandered away along the narrow grass verge bordering the country
road. The cat purred gratefully.

Something at the back of her mind was causing her vague uneass, but she
couldn't pin it down. Still caressing +he cat, she walked on, whispering to herself,

"Where did all those peoplo came from ? That were they doing ?" In her
mind's eye she saw again the large, underground cavern, and the hundreds of people
milling about, some seeming panic-stricken, others sunk in staring apathy. She
remembered how she had wandered helplessly from group to group. "ty wouldn't they
tell me anything 2"

der feet had now carried her to the top of a small hillock; she paused
there and made a further effort to peer through the swirling fog. It was hopeless;
she could ses nothing ahead of her at all. And it was utterly silent; looking down,
she noticed, too, with faint surprise, that the grass vas brown and shrivelled.
Odd LN )

Suddenly the cat jumped from her arms with a raucous screech s and fled
down the hill in front of her. '/ithin scconds, the fog had swallowed it up. "How
strangs %" she thought, but almost at once tho incident faded from her mind. It
was as if the fog had seeped into her very brain, dulling her thoughts and
recollections, ' '

She moved on again slowly, her mind reverting to the cavern arnd the people
in it. Events rose to the surface of hor consciousness. She remembered s
Casualty Station, staffed by harassed doctors and nurses. She recalled looking
up into the unsmiling facc of a young doctor as hc examined her hastily, his hands
robbed of tenderness by fatigue. He had turned to a mwse, remarkihg brusquely,
"Shock and amnesin.  Givc her a sedative, let her have a few hours' sleep, and
then find her some wark to do here. Nothing complicated - sha's strong, but her
mind has lost its powers of retention, at least for the time being "
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The sequence of events umreeled for her as she stumbled on unsecingly.
Then she tripped over something, and almost fell. Stooping, she saw to her
am.zement that it was the cate. She put out a hesitant hand; the animal was still
warm, but she had seen too much of death whilec helping the murses not to know that
here was yet another corpsa.

Shuddering in revulsion, she straightened up and hurried away. Death e..
could she never escape from it ? People dying ... she had workcd to save them,
prayed for them, but they died. ‘The little boy with the battered teddy-bear.

The elderly woman who had given somc of her own indomitable courage to all who
ceme into contact with her. The young, pretty coloured girl ... what was her
name ? (ucenic, that was ite Queenic, who had been brought to them because of
8 threatened miscarriags - how they had worked to save- that baby, the baby Queenie
wanted so mudi, the baby who represented hope to so many despeiring hearts. And
they had saved it ¢+ to no avall for one morning Gueenie lay dead likc all tho
others. -

 "Impossible 4" the doctor had insisted angrily to the distressed nurscs.
"As impossible as tho others. “thy, WHY ? None of them had becen oxposcd rocently.
I just don't undorstend it W "

Tho woman Walkod on, urylng to remember more, striving to recall just
what it was the the doctor did not understand, what it wes that he had so
vehamently decrced impossible. the fog had thinned a little, and ahead of her she
could dimly sec the outlines of houses. At first she quickened her footsteps,
hoping that somcone would give her shelter and perhaps a hot drink, for she was
novw conscious of being chillede Approaching the first of thoe houses, shs stopped,
some instinct warning her that all was not well herc. Norves tingling and scnses
alert, she moved again towards the hcuse cautiously.

In the distance she could hear a dog barking. Through the fog the sound
was disembodised and cerie. She reached a low gate and swung it open; it creaked
back into position as she walked up the short path to the door of the cottago. She
knocked firmly and waited, but no~ons came. lloving to the small, diamond-paned
window, she tried to peer inside, but it was too dark and she could sece nothing.

- Tho next house provided the samc nogative result.e Agnin the fog 17fted
slightly, showing the narrow, winding sireet ofra villago. The silence oppressed
her like o physical weight; cven tho dcg had stopped barkings. Panic suddsnly
rose in her and threatened to choke her. herc was everybody ? Thy were the
houses scemingly abandoncd, empty ? “"hy was she standing here alone ?

Alonc &t The word seemed to trigger off another wave of mocmory. She
had been 2lone in the house when the siren shrisked its ghastly warning of world's
end. IHer hoart began to thud with remembered terror. The warning system %

THEY had dropped it %  There would be deadly radiation

As that ward hit her mind, cverythlncr camp flooding back to hcr. Shoe
had boen exposed to the radiation, but, while others sickeded and disd around her,
she had rcma:med alives Not only allve, but hoalthy.

Sho cried out in terror and deso!atlon, remamberlnc the 1little boy, <the
old Wo*aan, Queenie and her unborn child - even the cat which now lay silent on the
hillside. She lknew now why sho was standing in this fogbound village; she had
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fled from self-knowledge; from her judges and her would-be executioners.

She was a freak. A nuclear Typhoid iary. TIimune to radiation herself,
she "infected" others. I'o-one knew how, or why. And when They had found out,
They had wanted to kill her. They wanted to kill her, not, They had carefully
explained, in anger, or for revenge - but to try to find out just why she was
immune, and also to save the lives of others with whom she might inadvertently
come into contact.

: Fear and anger rose up in her again.as a result of her remembering.
She hadn't wanted to die, she had screamed at Theme . It wasn't her fault; she
hadn't dropped the Bombs, she wanted to live. "Please, please, I'll do anythlng -
I'll go away, far away and live alone on the surface where I can't make anybody
else die, och, please eses' ‘ '

But They had been adamant; They had to know vhat made her different from
everybody else. And under Their scientific curiosity, she had sensed, with
heightened intuition, Their envy, resentment and fear.

Sobbing, she broke into a stumbling run, crying her husband's name. By
now the fog had lifted almost completely, revealing to her shocked, uncomprehending
eyes a group of silent men, white-coated and masked, moving towards here. She :
stopped, and they stopped. She stared at them in ter'ror, searching thelr eyes for
a trace of plty or understanding, and finding neither.

Then she saw that they were armeds Her mind sareamed, "Run, rum 4" but
she stodd transfixed by fear, as one of the men walked tovards hers She put out
her hands to him beseechingly, as he lifted his gun. Still walking, and almost
without taking aim, he Tireds She crumpled like z%# a tired child and lay still.
The man stopped, looked at the body for a few seconds, then turned and walked aways

Anotvher man came forward and poured petroliover the pathetic heap. He
struck a mtch and tossed it down. For a few minutes he watched the crude
cremation, remembering how the Emergency Council had vetoed the proposal of
dissection. Doctors werc already too scarce, they said; they could not risk losing
any more in what might well prove to be fruitless research.

: The men threw the empty petrol can into an ovargrown garden as he hurried
to rejoin the group at the far end of the strect. His friend fell into step beside
him as they all moved away. .

"Lousy job," he commented tentatively. The other nodded, grimacing
under his maske e replied, "Better than the shooting part, though.™

"I never did hear the details of that," his friend remarked.. "Did you
draw lots, or what 2"

"Moe It had to be him" - nodding towards the man who had fired, amnd who
was now walking a little apart from the rest, his shoulders slumped in tired defeat.

"She was a danger to us all, and he had to do ite She was his wifa."

A



' - ' " eeseo becing comments on the 2nd PaDS Iniling.

Tho PADS INFORiA“ION CIRCULAR. I am porsonally in favour of 3 mailings por ycar -

. ocspecinlly if they could be "staggerod" wiith the
OMPA mailings. Howevery, I am willing to go along with the majotity on this mattor. //
I've no objection to Pcto's putting MEXUS in both PaDS and OMPL - although it moans
that Charlie and I, and any othor PaDners who may decide to join OMPA lateor - will
have to think up two lots of me's 4 // I notc that tho "Printer" of PaDS-1 has bocomo
the "Publisher" of PaDS-2 -~ is this promotion ?? // A very smll niggle, Charles -
not big enough to be classed as a complaint: I undorstand your motives for not -
including L-2 in my mailing, but the parcel of 50 zincs for goneral distribution
didn't arrive till two days after the mailing. This meant that (a) all the other
PaDners s'aw the completed L-2 before I did, and (b) I cvon had one loc before I'd
seon L-2 § :

NOTES ON THE 1st PaDlS MATILING. Ta for comments on IL-1e .inother serious poem

duc in I=3 But I'm not the only person who rumaidwx
considors "Koan Answered" tho best thing I've evor writton. Perhaps I should have
savad it for a later issuc % // Charlic has probably already protcsted (mildly -
vechemenca is not Charlie's way) - that his PADSzine is WHIM - not NaDIR.

BUMBLIE~2. John Barfoot. Hiya, Pubtos., "End" was very weil-written, and,
unfortunately, more than probably likely = I have often
said that if Cardst roturncd to Earth today, ho would probably bo martyred all over
againe But the story is in youwr usual, downbeat, morbid stylc and thereforc didn't
roaliy appeal to moe You don't like the human race much, do you ? // liiss Bryco:
the key to tho character of Gully Foyle liss in a few sentences which arc spokon by
him noer the ond of the book: "I belicw: in thome" (the common people). "I was one
of thom before I turned tiger. They can 21l turn uncommon if thoy're kicked awake
like I wase" And his definition of faivh dosorves, in my opinion, somc kind of
immortalitye "I bolicve. I have faiths Faith in what ? Falth in faithe It disn't
necassary to have somcthing *tc beliows in. Ii's couly necessary to »elisve that
somnowhere there's something worthy of bslicle" // "Nutcases" I'd like %o dsal with
this at somo length, bocause it refers back to a discussion I had with a firiend some
yoars ago, about Stapledon's "0dd Joans" If you've read this, you'll probably
remembor that John sometimes rcforred to tho human race as "cattloe" ("Oh, hcw thoy
stink % "). I quoried this attitude,. thinking - perhaps maively - that a highly-
dovelopod supor-intolloct would surcly exhivit an equally high degree of emotional
understanding, tolerance and compassion. Iy friond disagrecd, contonding that super-
intelligonce and omotional maturity wore not necessarily concomitants Now, I have a
tremendous rospoct for my friend's opinions, but I find this theory depressing. It
scoms to me that, having created us -~ or at least boen responsiblc for our existence
~ the "Intcllocts" of "Nutcase" ought to accept thaet responsibility in loco psoudo-
parcntise nfter all, most parcnts are the intellectual superiors of their children -
for a few ysars, anyway % .nd when the children fight among thomselvaes, quarrel,
cheat, tell lies - thoir parents don't wipe ‘em out, do thoy ? (Howover much they
may be tompted to do so at times V). Tmmatience, yos, oven angoer at times = but that
the childron will eventually dovelop and nmature is = fact never questioneds 'Yould
anvbody be intersstod in an argument om this subject ? // 0ddly enough, I 1ilud "The
Batile." I agrrc thet if men arce still busily slaughtoring each other that Dar in
the future, when they ought to have grown -out of such savagory, they'll dssorve to
bo wiped off the slates But I don't believe in an anthropomorphic Gode 77 I also
liked your PADSzine rovicwse You're a little cautious, but that's a good fault, T
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think.s You praiscd what you liked, and tactfully skated around anything you didn't
like = of which, apparently, there wasn't rmch. I Approve of a person who tried to
avoid hurting other pcople's foclings % // &nd so to me darlin' Doreon - onc of my
Vory Favouritc Poople. Tho guy who loaned mc "I im Logend" warned me: "Don't read it
last thing at night 4" So I dide (Well, nmatch %). I didn't have nightmares = but
neither did I fall aslecp at once. It wasn't the vampires which bothered mo so much =
it was the ghestly lonclincss = and alone=ness - of the last normal man in the world.
// "With a Strangc Dovico" = yoh, bit odd, wasn't it ? // Counting two points for cach
answor. 0 tho quiz-questions ~ 1 for title and 1 for author = I scored 10/20 on the
first quiz, and 2/16 on the sccond % UWhich proves that my memory for titlos and
authors is as hopoloss as it cver wase I shall have to domote my porsonal file clerk
or something. // .. very nicely proscnted zine, John - easy to roads.

FUSION. Jim Grante Welcome to Jim, and anothor well-presented zince I found Chris's
: article quitc absorbing - so good, in fact, that I can't

possibly carp about its having bocn writton by a non-professional authore Iiorc like
this please, Chris. // The Berry-Silverberg hasslo scous to be a private fight. With
my above-mentioned bad memory for titles and authors, I'm afraid I can't, off-hand,
think of any of Bob Silverborgs stories that I've rcad - though I know I have read
some. // "Gabricl" - h'mm,here we have Christ being roborn, apparently, and in

BUMBLIE he wes being crucifiod all over againe (And I wouldn't bec a bit surprisocd to
hear that both you and John are athcists %), Still - there's 2 lot more hope implied
in "Gabriel" than there was in "End." // Doroen again - y'know, I'vo an idea that Gray
Hell will back you up on this matter. Iy own agrecmont is qualifieds ..t school I
built up a reputation for asking damfool questions. (_]_Z didn't consider theom damfool,
of course ). ind I want to ask onc ows How do you know an embryo is an ogo
from the moment of concoption ? Did you simply accept it bocause the Sistor told you
it was so ? You scc, I think that people who accept morc-or-less cverything that
they'ro told, and evorything they read, arg influonced by outside stimuli all their |
livese But thore is cnother type of person, and I think that possibly your correspon-
dent falls into this group. Thosc erc thc ones who scck or domand confirmation of |
facts that are not immediately obvious. The onos who constantly ask "hy ?" and "How
do you know this or that is so ?" Thc onss who amlyse data thoy reccive, and compere
it with knowledge thoy already possess. Ever heard the rather cyhical advice: "Belicvo
nothing that you hoar and only half of what you sec." ? // I used to write for the
local woockly newspaper, and once I had a six-week ruming "fight" with a correspondont.
(411 in fun, mind % ). I cndod one of wy broadsides thias: "I remein, Sir, yours =
undominated and independent -~ 'Femina.'" Back ho came to tho attack: "liost
astonishingly, 'Femimn' signs horsclf: 'Yours, undominated and indepondonte ' Mark

you, ifre Editor, not indopendent hore or there, or of this and that, but independent
all the way 4 Never have I known a norc bletant, swoeping and imaccurate general-
isation b I challonge her %o explain just how shc is so indepondent.” (He later said

- in privatc correspondence = alimost exactly what you've said in your article. Ho
claimed that 21l my opinions, ideas, theorics, etc., had resulted from things somcbody
else had szid or written). Howevor, my roply to this challenge was: "Indopendent ?

I used the word, you remember, in conjunction with "undomineted," and reforred, of
course, to indepondencs of spirit. unyone possessing this quality is independent in
every direction V" And I still adhere to that. I don't moan that I take nothing on
faith. " For instance, I have nevor visted China. I know no-onc who lives therc, amd

I nover have. Yot I belicve that China and her poople existe Books, newspapers, ixzz
teachcrs, radio and telovision froquently have told me that China oxists. In moro
controversial matters, like roligion or politics, onoc can only consider all tho
difforing vicwpoints and then make up one's own mind. This is, I think, what your
corrgspondent meant. If, for instance, he votes Labour, it's becausc he wants to =
not, as is the case with so many people, because his fathor always votos Iaboure

Yo -~ "
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Similarly, if he goos to church every Sunday, it's bocausc he wants to and not
because he foels ho ought to, or beccausc his parcnts always took him thero on tho
Sundays of his childhoods He has cxcrcised his right to examine all facets of these
mattors, and to moke up his own uind on the basis of the cvidence so examined. //
Excuse the long pontification, Jime I don't know what you've got planned for FUSION
-2, but I'd like to ses more of your o'm work in it. w1l we have here are a brief
cdltorlal and a short: story, neithor of which tells us .anything about youe e
PaDners arc a nosey lot (in the friendliest poss:.ble Wey, of course)s Or should I
confino that admission tc us LINK-ors ? nyw'ey c'm'on, laaad - doan bc Shy see
why, we don't cven know how mo.ny heads you've got eee // ind it's a good job Brian
McCabe signs his illoes, or I'd have been driven mad with frustration by the blank

space alongside: "ill artwork in this issue by: eees "

GuRBISTuN—‘I. Charles Platt. The trouble I've had over that name Y 4t Rog Poyton's
party, Chris Priest said that the word was in
Webster's dictionary. ‘Tell, I consulted the Webster's in owr local library, and
called Chris a fibber in my next letter to him, becausc it wasn'te He reforred me to
the quote on the first page of the zime. (Incidentally, that's a pointe Charlss
chastises those of us who don't mumber .our pages, and thon neglects to number his
ovne Cheek ees)e I retortod that this still didn't definc the damn words Chris
then decided to get cryptic, and wroto back: ".sk irchie wot's in his wardrobo V"
This seemed a very rude thing to do = aftor all, vho knows what Mre Mercer might
or might not have in his wardrobe ? - but I risked it. .irchie hic said that hc hasn't
got a wardrobe. Sobbing with despair, I explained the reason for my query, and at
last I got some sense out of suamcbody: "Garb = clothing. =~istan = 'the place of'
in western asia (nfghanistan = the place of the afghans, etcs). Thorefore
Garbistan = the placc of the clothing, ie.ce., a wardrobe." Then hs went and spoilt
it all by adding: "and at last we have the answer to the riddle: what is a wardrobe
in poace time ?". i peacedroboe ? Paliddroboe ? Hippodrobe ? Post-Hiroshioa
Syddrobe ? Somcbody's got a cold around here 4 // inyway - back to the Plattzinse
The cover=-giggle - my husba.nd said, "Mhat a tatty-looking Union Jacke" I replied,
"Hhat else do you expect of goods mdo in Hong Kong ?" // The editorial - oo-gr.
Did you sond copies to a2ll ths poopde mcuticned in it ? If so, I'll bet you aro
popular % Howsver, I must acinit I was disappointed when the project fell through.

~and I hope the Brunmies havo more luck with their search for a club-room. // R&B

an@@ SP -~ typical Dead~Pan Dave stuff, and dellgh'bf‘ully silly. Clanger, though,

Dave - I can't soc 'em letting Red out on his own'e Not even for a Con'% // Didn't
manage to identify & singlc one of thosc quotes ¢ Not even my own s then did I

say TH.T ? 4nd, since I didn't scorc between 21 & 30, please tell mc quick: WHD

THE HELL &M I ?? // Ivor, you're daft, and I lovod the whole silly, gorgeous thing %
// John ilson's style is strangely familiar e.. I pspy pscoudonyms W I tend to agree
anywaye Like, lots of peoplo rave about Rey Charles, but to mo he sounds like a
dispirited tomecat who's bacn rojected by the female ncx‘b door, robbed of his d:mner
by the dog, and had his tail crushed in tho door every day of the weck oxcept _
Thursday. If that's groatness, I'm Kathy Kirby. // "Tale from the lMbebius Strip" -
sorry, didn't get ite Thoroughly obscuro. What's it supposed to mean, Brian ? //
8 for Dick Sharrel's Einsteinian piecc - strowth, I couldn't even proncunce that
tltlo, let alone understand it %  Boggle, boggle «se //"A Place to Die". - very
noat % I don't belicve in hell, mind, but if I did, I'd concedo that it could
woll be like this % // Same verdict on "The Soulful Mam" Soo ny fg.nal comuent

on "Mutcase" (BUMBLIE). // Thero's a megnificent example of unconscious “Dicks

roview of VECTOR. (Or was it unconscious, Dick ?). liade me roar, anywaj. Soe if
anybody olse latches on to it. // This is a big improvement on INSOMNIA, Charles.
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NEXUS~2, Pete Westone "I'm just a soul whosc intontions are good see” T
, promised you an loc, Pete, and I'm sorry that the payirg
promiso became just one morc paving stone on the road to hell v inywmy, I think I
“can find a point or two that I didn't cover in my OiPizine. Icossee, NOV eee OO,
 yes, on Ps2 you say: "The story is still nonsonsc ..se On the wholc, tho modern
idea seems to bc that the less understandable a story is, the botter it must be.
Bustn't it 4" I am in completec agrecmente I can't understend why anyone should
be afreid to admit that hc doosn't undorstand a storys It may demonstrate that he's
a bit of an unperceptive fool - but at least he's an honest fools .ilso that he's
willing to learn if somcbody who genuincly does undorstand it will teke the trouble
to enlighten hime Reminds mc of when I woent to soc "The Bod-Sitting Room" (Spike
Milligan) in London, couple years backe Dead goonish, it was; no usc trying to
understand it, you just went along for the (hilarious) ride. I montionad this in
a letter to Charles, and he replicd that he'd soen it, too, and had boon highly
amused, during tho interval, to hoar the intelligentsia discussing the "deep
significance" of the piscc, its "symbolimm," and its “"commontary on current social
problems," etce Ls Chatles said = there wasn't any symbolism or significancee
It was just a crazy romp, a vehicle for Spike iilligan to be gloriously daft ine //
On the other hand - if I do undorstend something that secms to puzzle others, my
understanding is so subjective that I find it difficult to oxplain. You can't win,
can you ? I romember once roviewing a colloction of stories for ZENITH-5. (The
Purious Future, by slgis Budrys). One of thom was "The Skirmisher," which had me
baffled, so you did the roviow of that ome yoursolf, and tried to explain it o me
privaely. But thore was anothor story in the sams collection - "The lan who Tasted
ishes" = and T had to explain that ono to you $ Buty I wondor - to what oxtont did
wo onlighten each other ? // Liked N-2, anyway, Petc ~ nice 'n' lively

PuDIOCK-2. Dick Howotte (I enjoyed mesting you and Chris in Brum last Docember,
Dick), // istor Tubb % Really % I hope this "Gold
Standard" article was writton either tongue-in-cheek, or in a transiont period
of depression, 4s I have often told my sons when thoy were on an "I-vant" kick:
there is more than onc wey of being riche. all this talk (I ncarly said cant) about
wealth and success, and not a word about happincsse Vhy are therc so many famous
and wealthy people in exclusive placos liks the London Clinic, having nervous
breakdowns and things ? // Surc, I'd likc more money. Cortainly, poverty is a
torrible things (I'm old cnough to remember the "hungry thirtiose. "). There are so
many wonderful things moncy can buy. Thore are also many wonderful things it can't
buy. Now you'll probably throw that old saw at me; "lioney may not buy happiness, -
but at loast it cmables you to ba miserable in comforts" So who wants to be
miserable, even in comfort ? ho wants to be intrinsically lonely, always
wondering if your friends really like you for yourself, and not for what " can
got out of you ¥ Vho wants to be driven by the meed to make moncy and more
money ? Who wants to be a prisoncr of obsossions about wealth ? THERE'S MORE
TH.N OMNE .Y OF BEING RICH ! // Dick: today (it being a Saturday) - I've drafted
notes for mec's on the mostrredent O.R. meiling, and this lot on PADS, and the IV
has been on without a broak since 12.45:peme It's now noarly midnight, and "Sports
Special" is on; football commentators sarcaming their fool hecads off, "It's in tho
NET %" I could go raving mad ..., and it's too cold to go and sit in tho kitchen%

VEGs~1. Steve Moorse Hi, Stove. What a gorgeous address ¢ TNoarly as daft as
mine. If archie writes and asks, did the Hill mcet its

Tnd at the hands of the Shooter from Woolwich arsemal - PLEASE TELL HIM I SaID
¥% IT FIRST } // Sorry, didn't like the story - I don't care much for horrors.

anyway, why wore the humen savages stealing worlds, and how ? // Please toll us
a little more about yourself in your ncxt ish.
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WHIM=2, Charlie. I expect you'll hear from somebody (archie » probably, or Ken)

' o that Yngvi was a mame mentioned in "The Incomplete Enchanter,"
by (I think) L. Sprasue de Camp. Not heving read this story yet, I'1l confine my-
self to referring you to uy comments on pe25 of I~2. // Oh, Charlie = more death and
murder '?? liind you, it's a good story of its kind. ‘At least you didn't leave it as
a mystery % // I think you pulled a fast one on your back page § The four of us
studied it until we all went cross-eyed, but none of us could find two faces that
were exactly alike. I couldn't find the star, either - although I +think that one
was a gemuine puzzle. Very fru-star-tin',

o+ o+ o+ 4

PSSTSCRIPT TO "THE NIGHT-BULEERS,

A& few wecks agh I reviewed (for ZENIVH) the mo. 3 issue of John Carnsll's
"New "Tritings in S=Fe" One of the stories is "Boulter's Canaries," by Keith Roberts.
There's a very good example of "link" in this story. Quote:

_ "Boulter snorted. 'To ny way of thinking, a poltergeist isn't a ghost at
all.e  Not in the classic sense of the terme It's a sort of energy-projections In ever
every well-documented haunting you'll £ind that there's a child or an adolescent
concerned somewhere. 'The thing follows them around from place to place. Eventually
the manifestations just fade aweye There's never any purposive quality about theiw
I don't think a poltergeist has an existence apart from the mind tha+t creates ite
They say it fecds, taps off energye I don't go along with thate I think it's
telekinesis, tarted up with a new namo, *™"

and I give everybody uy word that I wrote "The Might~Buimpers," and

stencilled it, some time before T read Keith Roberts' stery. «nd, no - I am not
Keith Roberts b —

+ o+ o+ o+ o+
If anyone has an ummnted cony of LINK-1, will he/she please send it to

me, as (believe i% or not) I have requcsts for it that I'm unable to mecte Come to
think of ity the same applie: %o LINK-2,

—

Me: I'm a dovil for W:—J.nting'i*.p find out what makes peopls ticke :
AM: If you want to know what makes me tick, it's having tugar on me tausagese

+ o+

"Our story is called: 'Happinesé is Nons of Your Busincsge ' — Danny Kaye, BBC TV

16/2/65.

s

R

‘hen I was at wy sister's last sumier s We wers watching TV one night, and
Alfred Hinds, the well-knovm Jail-escaper, was being interviewed. The interviewer
turned to livss Hinds, and asked her what che thought, the first time she saw hor
husband after his relcass, "My first thought was that he secmed to be taller,"
sho replieds "Naturally," my sister rewarkeds "He'd becn doing a long stretche®
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This story first appeared in the Redditch Indicator, December 1961.

I don't understand it. I don't suppose I ever will., WHO was it who walked around
wearing my body while I...?
Oh well. Better start at the beginning. You won't believe a word of it, anyway.
It was late September. It had been a hot day, but at dusk a breeze had sSprung up
and brought clouds which made a glory of the sunset. My husband and I were
watching tv, and I was knitting. Not very energetically, mind you; I hate doing
knit one, purl one rib, don't you? Suddenly the picture on the screen exploded
momentarily into a thousand tiny particles of light.
"See that?" said Bob. Must be a thunderstorm about." Sure enough, his words
were followed by a rumble, and the picture splintered again.
"Better Bwitch 1t off and disconnect the aerial,” said Bob. (He's a bit funny
about electri-ity, see.) He stood up from his chair; I shot out of mine with a
squeal, dropping my knitting.

"What's up?" enquired Bob, as I deprived him of the pleasure of my company.

"I've left some washing on the line,” I called, skidding through the kitchen and
out of the back door.

As far as I remember there were still a few stars visible, though most of the

sky was obscured by cloud. A flash of lightning showed stark white shapes hang=

ing motionless on the line. I reached up for the first peg as thunder beat at my
eardrums, and then,..

And then I wasn't there any more. What do you mean, what do I mean? I mean I was

somewhere else. And it was a desert. The sand was greenish, and there were a few

stunted bushes scattered about.
Well, that's ofid, I thofight. A second later, I decided it was very odd indeed--
the sun was distinctly blue. 4 blue SUhee..?

My scalp crawled, and in spite of the heat I shivered. Then I told myself I was

dreaming.Or I'd been struck by lightning and was delirious or dead or something.

I didn't fancy the idea of being dead, so I took a deep breath to prove that I

J



wasn't, Only I didn't let it out. Not then. Pe 2
"Hello," said a voice, companionably, I released my vent-up breath in a gasp and
stared around wildly. I couldn't see anybody.

"Er -- hello,™ I responded, feeling that it wouldn't hurt to reply.

"Welcome to Shoroon," said the voice., It was a nice, masculine voice with
a hint of friendly laughter in it. But my scalp crawled again, and I dug my
fingernails into my palms. That's when I discovered I was carrying my knitting
bag, of all things, in one hand.

"Thanks,™ I grated, wanting to scream and keep on screaming.

Who's a hysterical female? You'd have felt the same, I can tell you, if
you'd been standing there in a green desert, under a blue sun, talking to a voice
with no body attached, and knowing that you weren't dreamlng. It's all right for
you to take the mickey. You weren't there.

"Please," I blurted deserately, ''where are you?"

"Right in front of you."™ Now, the chuckle was unmistak able. The only thing
right on the ground in front of me was one of those stunted shrubs, with shrive
elled blue leaves, so I stepped forward to have a closer look, I bent over it,
and one of the leaves shot towards me, making me jump.

"My name's Koirshan," said the voice. Believe it or not, I took hold of
the leaf and shook it. "

"Please to meet you," I said. "I'm Beryl Henley from Earth,” and I started
to laugh,

Well, honestly, what could I do, apart from screaming my head off? Falnt9
I can tell you, I was wishing T could; but I'm not the fainting type.

"I'm glad to find that you have a sense of humour," said Koirshan, I
squatted down on the hot sand beside him. (You could call him 'it' if you like,
but w1th)a masculine voice like that it seemed impolite even to think of him as
an 'it!

"Koirshan,™ I said, still giggling like a fool, "would you mind telling me
what's going on? Five minutes ago, I was in my own back garden, getting the
washing in -- I'11 bet it's soaked by ncw. And now I'm on Shar ... Sher.,.

"Shorpon, ™ the plant supplied.

"Yes, I'm on what- you-ﬁald And ny knitting was in the house, and now it's
here, w1th me, "

"On Shoroon,™ added Koirshan, just so there'd be no doubt.

"Oh, shut up!" I shouted, in a burst of irritation. "I don't give a hoot
about the name of your silly planet. Tell me what happened and why I'm here, and
when I'1ll be going home." A nasty thought struck me, sneaky—llke "I presume I
am going home sometime?V
) "Don't be like that,” pleaded Koirshan, in an injured tone. "Think of the
stories you'll be able to tell when you get back.®
: I summoned an eno-rmous reserve of patience which I never knew I'd had
- before.

"Look," I said, and then stopped, feeling a bit daft, because Koirshan
hadn't any eyes as far as I could ascertain, and so there wasn't much point in
telling him to look. Oh, let it go, I thought, and pressed on regardless.

"My husband is g01ng to want to know where I've been., If you think I'm going
to tell him I've been sitting in a green desert, talking to a ... to a ..."

I stopped again. I didn't want to offend hlm. He might go off and leave me
to die of thirst under that horrid blue sun. He might refuse to seund me home,

He might ... he might ... oh, heavens, there was no end to the things he
might ! _

"It's all right,” he informed me in a detached sort of voice. "I wouldn't
dream of doing any of those things, You can call me a bush or a shrub, or
whatever you like, I don't mind,"

T
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Suddenly I was so interested that I forgot to be scareds Or mad. I
felt like a bug-huntor who has just collered a couple of perfect specimens of the
bug which everybody said becams extinct circa 16L47. Telepathy is my pet hobby-
horsea

"I thought that would get you interosted," said Koirshan in a satisfied
tonsce

"I get it," I said, delighted with my own perspicacity, "you aren't
talking at alle"

"How could I ?" he agreed, reasonably. "I haven't got the equipmente "

"And that's how I can understand you," I went on, excitedly. "Your
mind transmits symbols and concepts, and my mind translates them into Tnglish %"

"Very good " cried the voice~that~wasn't-a—voice, and two of the blue
leaves slapped themselves together. He was clapping % I had to restrain myself
from getting up and taking 2 bow You aren't at the New Palace now, I told myself
sternly. ‘

"What's the New Palace 7" askod Koirshan.

"It's a little theatre in the town where I come from, " I begam, "and ="

"That's o thoatre ?" interrupted my friend the shrube 211 these
quostions suddenly took on an ominously familisr tone.

"How old are you ?" I demandode. Thore was a silence, and the lsaves
droopeds  One of them turned itsclf inwards, and curled itself around a tiny
tendril on theo steme The gesture was ummistalable, and my suspicion becamo a
certainty.

"Stop sucking your thumb %" I ordered, and the leaf vhipped away from the
tondril. For an incrediblc moment, that strange alien shrub had actually looked
like my younger sone I had the fecling that at any woment he would perform the
wbci¥grsk equivalent of bursting into tears of childish rage because he'd becn
tfound oute!

"Do you havae parents 2" I asked. No answers Heo was sulking, The
Henley brein, firing on all cylinders, produced an Idea, & boauty, Was this
telepathy lark a two-way transmission ?

I 'roachede! And T made ite It was a fumy sensation, being inside
an alion minde I took a cautious look round; didn't want to do any demega.
after all, he was only a kide He tried to shove me out - I felt mental mdgess
I thought it better not to resist too hard, so after finding out what I wanted to
know, I mado a graceful exit.

Yes, he hod parents — throe of thome  There was a group of the croatures
not far away. And Koirshan wes playing truant from 'school,! and would probebly
get his bottom leaves smmcked whon he got backs

I had a go at mental communication. 1o, it isn't ezasy = you try it
sometimes Oh, I forgot; you can'te

"lfake me to your homo, Koisshan," I thoughte (Well, it makes & change
from take-me~to~your-leader, doesn't it ?). "I won't let your - er - teacher
smeck you." He sort of lifted himself up, and his frail roots moved like the
scurrying legs of a centipeds. I followed him, perspiration trickling down my back,
and my slippers quickly filling with green sande We climbed 2 high sand dune, I
slithering about and cussing wildly under my breath. I stopped cussing when it
occurred to me that one shouldn't use bad langue.ge in front of childrens Je paussd
on the top of the dune, and there, about half an Earth-mile ahead, lay Koirshan's
'villago. :

To be continued in our 1EXt eess




Chris Priest, Brentwoods S'fummy, you knowe Hore's Weston askiag for meaty
loc's in NEXUS, and hore's you sornering the market

in NITTY oncse  "You don't have to bo stoopid to work herec, but it holps 4" is
an old sayinge Switching words slightly, we get: "You don't have to be md to
write LoC's to LINK, bui if you're nob, you can't 4" Degpite meself, I'm

writing a LoCe Must be a moral somewhercs

To boe quiteo honost with you, I hatec to admit this, I nover thought I'd
tell you this, I wasn't going to say ese but I thought LIVK was great $ Theo best
bit was "101 Unicornse" Despite a certain amount of audience-participation,
which had me biased, even if I did end up in a smuff of poke, I couldn't stop
laughings. Not that it was fummy, if you sec what I mean, but it was fumnye.
It's so esoteric as to be almost ridiculous, but I still get ite Can't understand
ite And I wish LINK came out more often, I just can't have enough of ite

(+( You get it, but you can't understand it ? H'm, yes, I seo what you mean about
you can't write lotters to LINK if you're not med eeee BH)+)

Charles Platt, London N.'7.3. It is early morning of Christmas Eve, 196k The
traffic of Pitzjohns Averme is subdusd to the mirmur
of an occasional &HgY (what's happening to me ?) car; tho duplicator is steaming
quietly; the rubber collating finger lies discardsd on the floor, having lost most
of its littlo bobbles in the ondless rasping contact with duplicating papor; the
staple gun lies ovortwrned amidst a pilc of ruptured staplos. Thera is notning
but the steady thump-thump, as incensed residents belcw our flat bang on tho
celling, and the strangled buzz of a burni-cut tape recordsr, to Gistract ms from
my letter of comment on LINK-2, the mgazine that, umwittingly, I have with my
ovn two hands and two feet produced cn what was once a duplicaiore
Pearing at the hieroglyphic under-inking of the parchment-colourced
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pages, I sec a legend -- a legend that a thousand Rosetia Stones would loave
undeciphereds. One can find e fow basic meanings that common words take on in
these aged pages; for oxample, iiaryk explains that LINK means, in fact, coinci=-
dence; we see, with a brilliant flash of intuition, that ILINKLOX refers, not to a
door fastening, but to letters of comnocnt; that the title HAGGIS refers not to a
revolting dish of the barbaric Scots, but to a person ... but, alas s the majority
of the - magazine ? -- is left clothed in a = er = clokec of obscurity that
romains as impenctrable to me as it will to any future historian unfortunate
enough to excavate in the Crabbs Cross or Barbury area.

From the cave painting on the fromt cover, to tho explosion of tha sun
on the back, we have an undatoable, archacological mystery. I'm afraid I viow
LINK os very wasted talente In-group, farmish fanzines ere great fun, but let's
not go to extromos, and let's keep the ingroup bigger than, say, ton poople ?
Admittodly, most fanac is a completo wasto of time, but some camplete wastes of ‘
time are mor complets than others. ' ‘

With regard to the artwork: MiK is, as usual, eninontly competent, and
Ron licGuinnoss looks rather forced and clumsy in comparison. Pages 12 and 37
weren't at all bad, though; good visualisation, suffering from lack of technique,
and fussiness over details without taking into account their effoct upon tho
picture as a wholee

(+( Well - aftor duplicating and collating 50 copics of a LO-page IIMK, I guess
you were entitled to a good wallow in oxhausted depression » Ron himself is not
entirely happy about his stencilled work in I-2, and the two you merntion wore
electro-stencilled from his own designs, rather than to my instructions. Cf. with
what Archie says, below). BH)+)

Archie lorcer, Bristol 8, Consider yourself or =sclvus suitably and befititingly

: ‘ ' addressed, for this is a ldercatorial loc on LINK the
Second. The front cover is decidedly toothsomes The bacover is decidedly
dentals (+( You mean a docayed Ivory Castle ?2)+) The interior illoes are not
quite up to the standard that Ron sets for the bacover, though = probably because
he's having to illustrate set subjects, rather then being able to give free rein
to his imagination.

Re "Stone in the 'Pool" - I ontirely agroc. The school-lcaving age
should be roduced, not raiseds Any child who genuincly wants to stey on at
school should be given every encowragemont = but if a 14~ or 15=-ycar-old would
rather go and work for a living, it's better all round that he should be able toe

"Pilgrimage to the North"constitutes a valid pisce of two~lovellod
writing, and mekes for amusing reading. "A Tale of Two #orlds" flounders elong in
& welter of tedhnicalese gobbledygook that succeeds in almost causing to be over-
looked the point that it hes a point - (+( wait a minute, let mo read that bit agnin
eeses 'succeeds in almost ...." ch yoh, I sce what you s..)+) = oven though not
quite as fresh and now a point as Tony hopeds CF. "Tho lian ‘ho iiade Friends ith
Electricity" - or somsthing like that - in F&SF maybe a couple of years backe
The names "Gyran"and "Gyrade", howover, are in themselves superb, and deserve to be
enshrined in more fitting surroundings. Pity.

You've cortainly had soms first-class lettors of comment on Noele The
columm might have been editcd a bit more drastically, though.

Ethel ~ but what olsc can ons call a bloke except ¢ bloke ? "Chap"
sounds horribly offete, somchow, and to a lesser cctent so do such words as "lad,"
whilst "guy" sounds self-consciously Americarese. Soth - Stonehenge dates & from
a good meny ymmxs conturies before the Druids. Of course, they might have made
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usa of it when their turn came ~ but the best expert op:m ion on the matior tends to
dount this. And liquid haggis I'd liks to tasto b  fight even rival Oxoe Dave
Baldock = there is indced a Tower in Brum - curmingly disguised as a Rotunda.
Lang = 0.Ks, then, what was your recent telepathic-type experiencs ? (+( Yes, .
Lang - do tell %t Teo'ro all broad-minded herc ses)+). And on Ps 32, docs D“vo Be
really meen "Keep up the good wozm," or does he mean "work," "form," or vhal
(+("Worm" he typed, and "worm" I faithfully reproduced % )+) _
Introvert that I am, I don't think I'll spcak to “Strunoere " T4's hard
to sey whother this issue is better than the previous onc or nots It contains a
considerable proportion of ockment on said previcus onc, and on other PADSzines,
which I~1 did not, of course, carry. To that oxtent the two are not entirely
comparable. I certainly enjoyed this'n, though. and it lools pleasant, too.

(+( Opionion is divided én this question.  Some think I~2 is disappointing as
compored with I~1, while others think it's much better. .ind, yes, I know I've
written "opionion" back there; ever triod 'em ? If you've ‘nover caten opionions
with L:meopo cheese, you haven't lived % BH)+)

Graham Hall, Towkesbury, Glos. It's still not my cuppa char, but you seem to be
e fexkniagX ch(r)ainming LINK into & first-rate
zine, and I comaend you for't. Let's hooe that when you farge another LINK (or
will it be gonuine ?), the contonts will be more intcresting for me. As you know,
2ll fwz rust interest me over gnd abovae any other Joe Soap. ('ho the hell is Joa
Soap ??? Thers's Jdeves ra ving over h:un in NEXUS and one thing and another).

Ron HcGuirmoss ropmesents summat of & find and should go fare

Thanlts for saying DCUBY bcst in PADS~1. I cen't return the compl:mezrb,
so I'll say thcxr »se Gr ses LINK is perhaps potentially the groatest fanzine in
production in Frg¥ard 4%1;/;& Roddi%ch at prosont.

Tony Walsh is & bright spark, in‘t he 22 Thank Ghod 101 Unicorns" is
ovore Poor 1iiK can't seom fo de anvihing righte I thou ght the cover to LINZ~1
was good, but no-one else cnems to nave doncsa I think the cover to LINX~2 is
craps. ~ Toss '

(+( You mean you prefer to bc the humber wather then the hunted ? BH )+)

Herry McGamnity, Poynton, Cheshirs. The rip-row:r»g suceess of LINK=1 must havo
. boen the sowrce. of great satésfaction to the

Henloy Circus (1f' you girls will pardon the expressa.on) You lot really enjoy
yourselves, don'y you '> 'Such was the impact of LINE-1, however, the pure novelty
of the thing, the suddon departure from serious sf, that LINK~2 could hardly have
been expected to emulate ite  But take hoart, my daughters of mirth - I enjoyed
it :.mmonsely Just the sams. '

LINK, ons fecls, shou]d not be sullied by male :l.ntmvsn.ors. Tony
Welsh's s%ory was adnirably written; s is, In facL, quits gifted, but this story
would have looked more a% home in ICUBT, tha’ very entor "’7*"81"1g zirs of Gwraxy Hall'se
hallay 0Ff courne, is differont - he's part of the sirucfiice of itis 'are = er = '
fratarnitys (+(%2)+). But LINK should be orclusively femmoc, and it seems to me
you have an ias¥hausitibly supply of muaterial from youwr own band of warriorss

Cur American cousin Seth Johnson is qQuite corrcct. . You can bo dseply
philosophicals (Ihe Henley influence kmows no bounds, does it, Soth ?)e LINK-3,
therefore, should bear witness to this schizophrenic att:.tude. It should contain
a measurs of beth tomfoolaery and scrious-mindednesse Dorsen's article, "Psionic
Defence," for instance, aroused most comonte I have a foeling th:.s was & crafty
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mnoves. She rust be as awere as the rest of us that the subjoct doos not need a
dofence. ' '

Tho bacover was most interesting. ily own impressions werce that it
very cleverly illustrated the paradox of time, anl symbolisod completoly SF&F.
Ve see here an enigi» of 2 huge sun, expanding and therofore old, against what
could be & primordial sea of slime from which spring edifices of man's handiwork
of ontirely diffcront periods, merging one into the othere The foam at the base
of the rock upon which the mediaeve.l castle stands gives one tho improssion of a
countdown on a launching pade )

But perhaps it is meant to be no such thing. How does onse determ.'me.
what is in tho artist's mind 2 There are people who claim to interpret swrealism
and modern art correctly. I haven't this gift mysolf, but were sf addicts
required to wear some badge of identity, I figure this bacover would bec a good
design. So perhaps this boy Ron is the only indispensible male on your staff,
Hang on to him at all costs % Nurse him - he's goods

(+( That's a very intercsting amalysis. Comments, Ron ? ILet's meke it a kind of
Rorshach test - what do other people seec in it ? Or in any other of Ron's
abstract drawings ? BH)+)

Daphne Sewell, Peterborough. I think the cover is the fumniest I have cver soen =
’ are you the ong with the weapon ? I liked Chris
Allerton's poem in L=1; I also liked "Stranger," by liary Reede I found "101
Unicorns" very fumgy. Of course, I didn't understand onc word of it = was I
supposed to ?

(+( Mot particularly; as long as it gave you a laff or three, that's the main
thing, BH)+)

Moira Read, Chulmleigh, N¢ Devone Stonc in the 'Pool 2 - get him out quick, poor ix

lad, before some mormaid gets him % No, I don't
agroe with you, Beryls The leaving age should be raised if possible. I do agree.
about the expense - and it's worse for girls than for boyss There's nothing worse
than watching my friends that are carning money, casually buying clothes, records,
make-up, etce ctc. when I can't afford a new pair of shoes. You say that people
waste that last year at school. (+{ No - I said that some people do )+). If they
stay on an extra two years suroly this will encouragc them %o work morc - and
probably get further edueation in a subject they are interested in. And the longer
education will probably get them a chance of 2 better Job with more pay and
Prospects. '

Hore work for over-workod etc. tecachers, bigger clesscs s less individwl
attention - yos ~ how about building more schools for another thing ? I'd like to
know Ron Bonnett's views too (+( read on, Read )+). 4And what can you do when there
are still misguided dears vho say it's a wasto of time and money for women to go to
Teachers' Training College bocause most of thein get married. HaH %

In short - keep peple on at skool so they kin lern to spel. I'm sure you

could have said an awful lot more on the subject = are you going to ?

"101 Uniyouknowwhats" solution to me problen accepted - how could I know
that Frod would be turned into a unicorn ? T liked that bit about, "I wish Ted
Sturgeon could be herc." Ch dear - still not a montion of me darlin' George e
you've really upset him now ~ ho won't even speak to Paul.

OK - OK - who produced Them at the bottom of Pelh eves auld Lang eee
aaaggghhh ses (+(EI‘ oo )+)
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Please, pleease beg lushy to do some more poems - that one was lovelys I
hope Ron will improve with practice, as you saye I didn't like his intorior headings
much, but the bacover and the pe.37 illo were much s muach betier. Mik's cover was
gorgeous = so funny . lioro, she screans %

Here - I must go an' wash me locks (they guot so keyed-up if I'm not careful L)
dhere's that shampoo ? Ah - in the toa-caddy se.. Lookin' forward to LINK-3.

(+( Next time you hoar that malarkey about its being a waste of time to educate girls,
there's a famous saying you can throw at 'em: When you cducato a man, you educate an
individual, Vhon you cducate a woman, you cducate a family, In this household, it's
not Dad wio helps the kids with their plurry-perishin' homework } and that's another
thing ~ when is somebody going to have the courage to got up on his hird legs in
Perliament or wherever, and abolish homework ? Yos - I guoss there is more to be
said on tho whole subjsct, kioira. Think I'1l wait a bit, though, and scc what
rupblings cmerge from the readership. BH)+) (P.S. Like the heading for this
feature ?)

Petor Singleton, Preston, lLancse The Brand X Tribe gets around quite a lot, I
observes I didn't think this sort of thing would
be allowed in our sodate and civilisod land. Fancy having e. crazy rabble like that
roaming around loose, with not even a medium-sized sot of balls and chains to kaep
them in checke No visual advance warning for the poor holpless masses of muhdane
citizens eees ke up, Britain 4 Act now before it is too late

The gencral style of Tony Walsh's story is straight out of the early ASF era, anc the
plot loaves me with a similar impressions I'm not complaining, just painting out the
more than slightly old-fashionod atmosphere that pervades this itdim of fan-fictions
It was well-written, though the complete lack of dialogue could be o significant
indication of the author's capabilities of incorporating it into a story if he felt
called upon to do so.

The bacover, and tac illocs on ppi2 wnd 37 arc superb ~ picase tell Ron
McGuimmess sus Ho deserves all the encouragemont he can gete _

"101 Unicorns" - The main highlight of tho entire issuce I found this to be
hilariously entertaining, and cunningly devised. Not that this was any great surprise
to me ~ it maintains the high standard of Part One, much to my delight. And I share
the O'Reed's aversion to cracking toos; my reactions are similar to cracking fingers,
among other cxtremitiocs too nurerous to mention.

The refersnce to catatonic schizophronia in a spaco fillor on p. 24 is misplaceds
The death-like trance alluded to should read "cataleptic," so the author of this
slip should bo soundly spanked b (+( Just you try it, mate & Besidos, I'm not one
of Seth's 'curvaceous blondes' ees )+).

I'm pleased to sec PADS duing so nicely, and I hope all concerned mamage 1o koep
active in this thriving new apa.

Simone Walsh, Br:'iérmter, Some LINK is the only fanzine I can road from cover to
cover without gotting boreds Thore is one thing that
Jars, though, and that is the constant referonces to Ringo, Goorge, Dave, and other
pop-starse In the Fakespearc episodes the mention of their names adds nothing to
the wit of the verse. Surely the horoscould have beon fen, or five Freds, anything ?
We got pop=star publicity thrust at us like an incossant indoctrirations

I like MiK's cover ( or is it the idea it conveys ?), and most of Ron's illocs.
I'm not too kecon on the semi-abstract ones; they arc a bit like over-growa doodles,
which is bad, I think.

(+( = Well .+ so many of the pop-stars mentioncd are fully-paid=-up merbors of Trib
X, and if we didn't mention them, they'd complain to tho Union ee. BH)+) ‘
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Ron Bermett, Harrogate, Yorks. I was Jjust draining my fifth glass of kipper

Juice when the postman arriveds He clumped in as
he usually does and flopped down on the old overstuffed sofa, the one nearest the
front door. "Mite," he said, "Yer gars bill ain't 'arf ‘cavy this time. Wotcha
bin doin', makin' some toast ?" This refers of course to my intermationally known
habit of burning toast whenever I make it, so that I have to toast some more bread
and thereby consume a furthor quantity of the old (0, or whatever it is they're
using for houschold gas theso days. Iiothane in all likclihood.

Anyway, having vriped his feet on the new Axminster, he departed, tripping
gently over Cecil and Andrew who were playing rugby on the front lawn. "That'll
lawn him," I thought brightly. You can see that I'm at my best the first thing in
the morning. It's a family joke that I get up (when I've the option) when the
sun's rays shinc in at the window. No ? '7ell, the room faces woste Anyway, I
opened the gas bill and found to my horror that it wasn't a gas bill at all.

It was LINK-2,

I wouldn't actually rcally have preferrcd the gas bill, honcstlys

It is impossiblo to gencralise about cducational problems, which is what
you'rc doing about advocating that the school-lecaving age is not raisced to sixtaon.
Still, thosc in favour of the raise arc of course also goncralising and thc problem,
I fecl, can only be considored in such general terms, which shows that it's a
confusing issuc in itsclf. So, gonerally spcaking I don't think that therc's any
argument about ite I cntirely agrce with you. I think I'm right in saying that
Charles Smith docs alsoe I scem to romember discussing this with him at 2 timo
whoen I hold, for somc odd rcason, tho opposito viowpointe Vhich all goos to prove
somethinge Probably that it should have been a gas bill aftor all.

(+( It's just that I think tho authoritics arc wanting %o put 1la cartc beforo tho
horscs doovers, that's alle First equip the ocducatiomal system - schools and tho
toaching profession - to copc with an oxtra yoar, and thon consider raising the
school-xgx leaving agce And if you're so antipathetic to gas bills, why not
change to eloctricity ? - it burns without smoll ees)+)

Dave Baldock, London. ilany thanks for the second issue of LINK, an improvement on
the firste "Pilgrimage to the North" was very good, my type
of humowr to be sure. Tony Walsh's story was also very goode #1401 Unicorns", part
2 was better than the previous episode; it had more in it and was highly arusing.
LINKIOX was very long but well worth reading. STRANGIR ... excellent s with a geer
illo, best piece of artwork in the whole zine % Bacover impressive. Keep up the

good work. P.S.: Have you got a spare copy of LINK~1 » tike a fool, I lent my
copy to a bird ... WOMEN 44L

E.C. Tubb, IOHndons 7ell seee Once upon a time a wise old sage said that the way

to walk through life without stepping on corns could be condensed into a simple rule.
"If you can't find something nice to say = shut up 1" The trouble is that, if +the
gule is followed, no-one learns anything, and endless praise can be a sickening

iete So -

I wondered what was so familiar about Link-2 and then it came to me. The
general tone reflected the letter column run by good ol' Sergeant Saturn in the
heyday of the letterax when English as she is spoke took a beating and the said
letters contained more fiction than the stories. It can be expressed as Gosh %
Wow 4 Oboyoboyoboyoboy %

Or : Goshwowoboyoboyoboyoboyoboy &

Or: Let's be funny if it kills us %

The trouble is - it did %

(continued eee)
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You've set a standard of humour which could ba ragingly fumny to some but
those same some are feeding on the same bones and are getting wilder and wilder in
the process. The result is that all the letters seenm to have been written by the
same person = with two exceptions. FEthel Lindsay hit the button with her corments.
Lang Jones was too good to be a copy. But want to bet that you havon't had many
missives on the same pattern ?

8 the tone of the mag was all the same it is hard to select various pileces
and say, Lo 4 ‘'his was good & Or Ugh b ‘hat stenk 3 The peregrinations of Tribe
X failed because a node of fact was swathed in layer after layor of shriekingly
obvious fiction. Things which are mundane can be made to appear full of fun but
not by piling on the glaringly impossible: "... came running after then with sawn-
off shotgun bechind left ear eees and £13/14/75 in his mitt eee"

«nd those interlocutions %

Ge shwowoboyoboyoboy %

Sorrys To liks. Just mee

(+( Ouch e.e. Dbui at least the man's honest L))

Ed Mackin, Liverpool. I am not really surprised that Ted Tubb doesn't think your
mg is funnye t ssens to me to be aimed at the younger

ones among us. Huwmwour and the appreciation of humouwr varies according to age. The

ebullience of youth and its matey approach to humour has been known to make older

people shudder. EFR probably is appalleds This dossn't mean to say that there is

very much wreng with LK. It means that its appeal is spread across a very

narrow band of the humcrous spectrum, certainly; but within those limits it seems

to me to be okay for sounds What I could understand of the Tribe X epic was amusing

enough, although it is, strictly speaking, "in" humowr, and this can be irritating

for those who are not, if you see vhat I mean.

The funmiest thing for me, and everyons I have shown it to - young and old
= agree with me that it is very fumnny indeed, is the carioon on the cover PagBe
There's no doubt about it, MiK is really good.

LINK, it seems to me, in common with some other fanzines, has practically
nothing to say about science fiction. I find this extraordinary. I really do.

(+( Well, in LINK~1, there was a moan - from me = sbout the lock of humowr in sf.
This evoked some interesting opinions in the loc's. I'm trying to gather various
theories and opinions about humour, with a view to integrating them into a SERIOUS
article ¢ 4is for humour, etc., varying according to age - that's a tricky one, Ed.
I think one's sense of humour matures and "grows up" as one gets older, but I don't

see why that should invalidate earlier types of humour altogether. Thanks for writing

anyWaYs )+)e

That empties the mailbag for this time, but Doreen would like to answer
gome points in a few letters: '

To: Tony alsh. Yes, I agree -~ it was a poor defensive item, and strictly out of
cheracter, as no doubt you have gathered, having heard me sound
off at the Cheslin lieet last November § I wrote this article after attending the
PeterCon in '63, which was my firs+ experience of fandom. I wasn't a member of the
BSFa at the time, and the only reason I went vas because I was at a loose end, and
it was in my home town. 1ow you must admit that meeting about 150 fans en masse
is a traumatic experience, and whenever anyone talked to me about SF, and I said
I liked psi-stories = well, I began to think it was a dirty word, from the resactions
I got L The article stayed in my file until Roger asked for maierial fer VRCTOR
(and subsequently turned it down L). Then Beryl wrote asking far material for
LIMK=1, and she acoepted ite Of course, in view of what I'd learned in the year



after the PeterCon, I should have re-written it - but I didn't, and neither did
I research it properly. The basic mamax premise remains, thoush - that I enjoy
SF with a psi slant. But I agree that the article was badly written.

To yoira Reads ‘Uhanks, and no, I haven't read "Exploring the Occult.” Can you
please tell me who wrote it so that I can get it out of the
library ¢

To Sheile Barmes. 1o = none of my friends would read SF of any kind when I
first started, but by devious means, emotional blackmil,

and sheer bullying ~ "Just to please mee" = and - "Je'll use my car 4" (%o

which their reaction is usually, "Anything but THAT 4") - I have managed to

interest about six friends in reading Sf (mostly pal-slanted) I've also

persuaded two to join the BSFA, which isn't bad in a fammish wildermess. Try it

some time §

To Ron icGuimess. I can't find uy copy of "Astounding" in which T read about
the mid-Furopean girl. ‘he position is that I started to

read SF in 1956 In 1957 my daughter was born, and in '58 and '59 I waged and

unceasing battle against her, to prevent her touching my magazines. IMaturally,

I lost the battle for the most part, and that must have been one of the books that

Tell by the wayside. I referred to the mid~-Zuropean girl from meiory, and my

wemory played me & false. As somebody quite rightly pointed out, she didn't

teleport, she levitateds I do remember that she was exzmined by the foremost

scientists of her day, and they refused to coument on her abilities. Anybody

got time to wade through their oollectlor of "Astounding" ?

(+( Beryl here - I think T may have urwittingly confused this particular issus.
Vhen you, Doreen, mentioned the girl in your article, I - big-‘led, as usual } =
inserted a bracket saying: "Palladino ?" However, I still think that was the
name of the girl referred to in the "Astounding" article. Sorry I can't be of
more help - I haven't got a collection to go through b )+).

To Seth Johnson. ‘that are you trying to do - put me off Beryl's poetry ? (which

I think is fabulous). To you or any other fan who wants to
prove that the sound of one hand clapping is by vigorously spanking this
curvaceous blonde, let me state at once that he will hear the rough que of wy
tongue, which will probably blast him straight into orbit b3 (And I'm not kidding
- when I really sound off, it's more than probable %). I, too, am a fan of
Thorne Smithe Think he's terrific. .ust re-read him.

"He's losing a lot of weight trying to run a party on three floorss" =-- John
Brumer, at Charles Platt's party, February 27th, 1965.

"I've never met Peter hite, what's he like ?"
"Oh, he's young, and rathor serious eses a bit liks Charles Platt, I'd say."
"o, he isn't = he's quite a nice bloke, really ees"

-~ — - ——

"4 fanzine without a lettercol hasn't got any peopls in it." ++ Biid
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Aist in rolling flight, quarry of solar hounds,
pursuing in pale golden silence, reaching,
putting forth nebulous grasp for evaporatlng prey.
MAist: escaping into earth-dens,

or devoured into oblivion ? 'Tho can say ?

Stripped of the veil that softens ugliness,

enhances loveliness, the sun-dried streets lie passive,
submissive to Sol's triwmph.

(Or are they smiling with relief %o lose

the pearly, weightless burden of a summer dawn ?)

But mis* frustrates its daily conqueror,

and, swift as russet streak across the pleated fields,
goes to earth, and there waits, and waits evee

for dusk, and sun's western droop,

- and Venus, rising in mysterious albedo glow;

and while this iridescent pinpoint challenges

the far-flung tapestry of fading flame,

miasmic mist, as if in answer to her tingling call,
creeps from its lair of leaf and loam,

leaps to ingest dewy reinforcements,

gathers in stealthy, breathy valley pools,

sweeps in mute moistness %o bsjowel lawns,

sumiles wetly in the warm darkmess,

cocks filmy, wary eye at the aching moon,

knowing her cold fingers powerless to arrest

the damp, slow, silent advance.

But are these smoke-hued, wisping scarves

woven of the same tenuous stuff

which earlier fled from sun'‘s ascent ? :

Or is this a new generation of nacreous nothingness,
making bid for nocturnal supremacy ?

Farth knows not, moon cares not,

and tomorrow's sun will see it only as yet one more cloud
to be banished from temporary sovergignty.

The early riser watches a dispersal that strugglcs not,
a defeat that wounds not, a chase without cry of despair;
and ho wonders, he wonders seee

++ DBeryl Henley.






