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PROLOGUE TO FA P A

APRIL 196^. The Fantasy Amateur for the 102nd Mailing slips surreptitiously through 
• .ny letterbox. It tries to slither away from my eager grasp, but I am
to quick for it. I grab it, pick the staples open and, ignoring the scintillating 
line-up of material in the mailing, look for the waiting list. My trembling finger 
goes from the bottom of the list, upwards. The further it goes without coming 
across my- name, the better. The higher up I'll be on the list. The closer to FAPA.

But it comes to rest in the twenties.
No change.
Jith a bit of luck and a mass exodus from FAPA; I might get in before I die of 

old ago.

’’'INTER 0 - 64. The Fantasy Amateur for the 105th Mailing arrived. The first thing 
” ' which caught my eye, even before my name on the waiting list, was 

the change of policy regarding waiting listers. For years, I had been faithfully 
acknowledging FAs as they came in, and wishing that other people above me weren’t 
as diligent as I.

And then they hove to go and change the system!
No more quarterly airletters, after all this time.
And # 8 on the list!
Grrrrrl for instance.
But that's the way life goes. It happened in gliding.5/The club's policy is to 

let inexperienced pilots go through their first ten hours' solo on a contraption 
called the Tutor. This is euphemistically-called !a secondary trainer* and is a 
slow, stable machine with the performance of a brick. However, there are thousands 
of the things around, and when a pilot wraps one round the tree which inexplicably 
got in his way, they’re plenty more to give his successors.

The Tutor is the mainstay of the Air Training Corps, and many incredible things 
have Seen done to it, both structurally and accidentally.

Originally a single-seater with the afore-said performance, they converted it 
to a tandem-two-scetor by the simple process- of hollowing out the fuselage and 
fitting a second set of controls. A scat for the luckless instructor is also 
provided. Luckless, for the instructor sits directly above the wheel. Every bump 
- and in a two-seater, heavy landings arc inevitable - is transmitted from the 
wheel, through the instructor's bottom, up his spine - compressing it in the 
process - and through what's left of the. top of his head to the wing directly 
above,.

The. effect of the additional pilot, as far as the glider is concerned, is to 
reduce its performance even further, so it's a wonder it ever gets off the ground.

Other enterprising gentlemen have fitted engines to the things. They appear 
to fly quite well, but look rather odd, tottering around the circuit at thirty 
knots without appearing to come, down at all!

(The nicest glider conversion to a powered aircraft, however, was with a 
Grunau Be by in Kenya. A nice old gentleman from the First florid flar flying days 
owned this Grunau, which is a small glider rather similar to the Tutor in per
formance. It soars rather better, but flics even more slowly. He couldn’t 
afford a powered aircraft, so he had the brilliant idea of swiping the engine from 
his wife’s Volkswagen end attaching it to the Grunau. He added a propeller - 
and, incredible though it may seem, the machine actually took off and flew. £ 
Admittedly, every half hour or so, he had to land it in the road to let the 
engine cool down again; and he also had to buy his wife a new Volkswagen, but 
it was a remarkable achievement. Unfortunately, a prospective buyer crashed it 
on a trial flight.) 3



Anyway, to get back to Tutor and the griping session,..
I spent a highly devoted ten hours of trying to make like a brick. After I had 

successfully removed the shackles of the Tutor from round my neck, and was happily 
flying around in a Prefect, they decided to cut down the number of hours required 
in the thing. And this was only a prelude to selling them and replacing them with 
the far friendlier Prefects.

So I wasn’t really so perturbed by the cancellation of the acknowledgement rule 
towards the end of my stay on the waiting list.j was to used to it.

/hat really perturbed me about the 105th FA was the fact that I was number 8 
on the list, and hud maybe a year’s freedom left.

A year's glorious freedom from deadlines - both activity and dues.
Make, the most of it, George Locke. Make the most of these few remaining days... 
It then occurcd to me that I might not get much warning of my entry into FAPA, 

assuming of course I was admitted. (Jho in FAPA hated my guts? How many were there? 
Less than thirteen?) I might have a week or two st the. most to prepare a magazine. 
The invitation to enter, in fact, might turn up while I was on holiday, out of the 
country or marooned in a cloud in qy glidor.

So, I thought, if I started my FAPAzino NO?/, stencilled about twenty pages, ran 
them off and parcelled them up ready for sending to the OE...

Swingin'.
In a fever of enthusiasm I thought up a title for the beast...
And forgot about it.

APRIL Ig64. The Fantasy Amateur arrived, and I began to twitch, .,’herc was I on the 
list this time? About number four?

No. Number 8. Still number 8.
Disappointment. It wos going to take, longer than I thought. 
Elation. No need to start flapping about DEADWOOD.
Then a certain, sly, calculating side of my nature began picking through the 

names on the. membership roster. How many of these folk were liable, to be dropped 
next time if they didn't meet their Nemesis face to face? Or duper to stencil. 
Six of them. If six members decided to give up the uneven struggle, I would be 
second in the next FA with the good prospect of membership the quarter after that.

I began to think more vigorously in terms of getting DEAD.'OOD off the ground. 
But the gliding season was just starting, I was in the throes of a novel, and so 
I put it off again.

APRIL 17th 1964, THE LOYAL OPPOSITION comes into focus. I had already received 
the Pacificon's official report of the Breen affair, -and I waa 

particularly grateful for having been given the opportunity to read the other side 
of the matter. Over the past year or year and a half, I had lost almost all contact 
with American fandom, was receiving few of the fanzines, so my knowledge of the 
affair was largely second-hand hearsay from other British fens.

So * I’m grateful to those who sent me TLO and its riders. It has, at least, in 
combination with the stuff from the Paoificon, left me with en open mind on the 
affair, which is as it should be for a fan so far removed from the scene of the 
troubles.

I suppose it was my proximity to the top of the waiting list which got this 
stuff sent to me. After reading TLO through carefully, end stapling it to the 
other publications on the Breen affair, a tiny point suddenly struck me. TLO had 
mentioned hltor Breen being due to enter FAPA with mailing I07, AndT Breen is only 
two places above me...

Oh, h-c-c-c-lpj /
I tremble, now, when the postman comes.



18th APRIL 1^64, QURP arrived. I*m not quite sure what a Qurp is, but in its fann- 
it ^ni+ „ P + ish it turns out to be a FAPAzinc, Having made sure
IB publishedTb® S.’ Ih^U^0” W rC°d t0 diB00V°r thOt “

The page of material on English football was particularly interesting Bennett 
bSU gGaeS' °nd ”°uld bC ^^i^ to go to thc*ends of 

fact „,Ht ^4 RUgby LCaSUC 8idc P1^ 10 on important match. In
Q t, he e quite willing to follow Castleford down to 'Jcmblcy, in London if thev 

reach the cup final - and for a Northerner to contemplate travelling to London for 
v trpvclling to the ends of the Earth. (As I type this stencil in
bed, I m waiting for the result of the Berni-final which determines whether or not 
in^av lnflict€d the twin menaces of Castelford and Ron Bennett lata/

th/f^J0 ° football fan several years ago, although nowadays I only follow
>rtunes fbVOUritc team in the papers. This team is Chelsea which I’m 

sure your Americans have heard of before either Liverpool or Ever+nn 1 ?

of the music hall jokes about football. They arc the clown princes of soccer Thov 
never run true to form. They will lose to a couple of enfeebled te/« u
^in^Th^v’ll^r^^0 the top team on the top team’s'ground/they’ll

They won the League Championship once - presumably because the rest np +hr 
division was so strong that vear thr+ thru ta.Uk ^‘’“ubc rnc rest of the Innr +a Tin t y , ™ * thcy didn’t have a chance to follow form end

$ unas arc iikc, but most English grounds arc pretty primitive There are nn 
plush seats for the fans to sit on. No sir Evr 2+ I . n0

lf - i'Oir Of S1"’"*- « ’ A B
Yet one thin? is°ri°nC “J™?0' tten ehout things which would make his mothcr’weep 
Yet one thing is always dominant - the football spectator is an infinitelv hr ++™ 
Player than the combined talents of the two sides. infinitely better

But I don’t suppose their as unique as all that. I exocct it is + ur -n. 
th/wav” I^on’t1* +i8h 8Oacbody TOuld ^Plain Arne rican Football to me" // 
h way. I don t want to appear too ignorant, but I never did figure out whv^+hr 

8\end °nd S10rC Ot C“h Othcr f°r tc" before X
Ie it hypnotism, terror, or just that they plain tired?)

ta.Uk


WEEK ENDING 2nd MAY 1964. It otarted, really, with the Friday before - 24th April.
It was that day that an announcement appeared in the news

papers that Englands’ unemployment figures had reached a re ©ord low - and the day I 
bumped them up by one. I had just completed four months’ devoted service at St Marks' 
Hospital, working in the dispensary. St Marks, by the way, is a small hospital spec
ialising in diseases of the rectum, and Bob Smith suggested that I write a column 
entitled ANALOG.

Since leaving the army in 1962, I’m afraid I kinds drifted. I worked for a spell 
in hospital pharmacy, then decided to give retail a try, I spent about a year doing 
relief managing for a chain of London pharmacies, then drifted back into hospital 
work for last winter. In the spring, I toyed so seriously with the idea of becoming 
a professional locum tenons, that I actually got round to advertising ny
sterling qualities as a holiday relief pharmacist in TIE PHARMACEUTICAL JOURNAL, a 
weekly fanzine printed by the Pharmaceutical Society and which provides a healthy 
source of scrap paper on which to weigh out poqp powders.

The response to my advertisement was quite staggering, and I had quite a bit of 
difficulty fiddling dates to try and accomodate everybody who wanted to go on holiday 
this summer. I clcliberately left a month free at the beginning of the period, to be 
filled at leisure.

It quickly came to me that I had so much to do that I had to have that month off 
in order to do it. (Thereware only two, really - gliding end writing.But both are 
so time-consuming, and I had so much to do...)

As far as the writing was concerned, it was ny own fault. Sometime before Christ
mas I had the germ of an idea for a science fiation story. It was rather more far
fetched than usual for ny ideas, and while it appealed to me immensely - my ideas 
always do, at first anyway - I had ny doubts about it. I made the mistake of ment
ioning it to one of science fiction’s Landed Gentry, Arthur Sellings. He flipped over 
it.

"Don’t waste your time over that pacifistic druid," he said, reffcring to the 
pcic currently under construction and now temporarily aborted. "Write this one up."

So I thought about it, gave it a few plotlines and visualised a nice little 
twenty thousand worder. I began writing the nice little twenty-thousand wordor over 
Christmas, and when I went back to work after the holiday, it was now developing into 
a slightly less pleasant little forty-thousand worder,

I ground diligently away at the first draught during evenings for the next couple 
of months, and camo at length to the words TIE END at the end of February. (Just 
before paying a visit to Ron Bennett, by the way.)

The wordage at this stage was 66000, give or take a couple of thou.
(I asked Arthur, by the way, how he would have handled the idea. A three thousand 

-?ord mood piece..,)
It now required a considerable amount of revision and the lesser tusk of typing it 

out before sending it off on its collecting trip. (Not royalties - rejection slips).
The only way I’d do this before facts caught up with it - it’s a simple tale of 

interstellar intrigue - would be to take time off to work a five day week at it. A 
month would do it nicely, and I’d be able to devote some happy days resting from the 
novel and wrestling with up currents over Dunstable Downs. (It camo as a bit of a 
shock to see THE DUNSTABLE HORROR listed among the contents of a recent FANTASTIC.)

So, that weekend I decided to start in a fine writing way by taking two days at 
good old Dunners. Saturday it rained. But Sunday was nice. Instead of gliding I went 
on a little trip in an ugly American aircraft called the Piper Tripaccr., with two or 
three other people from the club, As far os I was concerned, the trip was an cxccrciso 
in navigation, and in ’field selection1.

"Field selection’ is a term used in gliding circles and is simply whet it says it
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eirt was most important. The only field I’d previously picked to lend ny glider in 
htd been filled with a very special, toughened, tall, experimental grass into which 
the Jeihe had dived like a men into a swimming pool.

It was in interesting prang.
So - I practised field selection on Sunday.
Monday was a nice day as well, but I actually spent it at home busily working 

on the story. Tuesday started off badly, but the forecast said it would clear up, I 
decided to borrow my father’s oar and go to Dunstable after it stopped raiding. I ' ( 
would, first of clj, visit some of the chemist’s shops I would be working at later 
in the year, so that they could look at me and satisfy temselvcs that I was genuine, 
This took until midday. Packing the manuscript into a brief-case and plenty of warm 
clothing into the car, I set off towards the country with a wondcrfiil ide at

I would revise the manuscript at the gliding club, and when the weather was suit
able, simply hop into the cockpit, holler for ; launch and get nicely tossed into the 
sky.

Tuedsay cleared up, as the forecast had said it would. But the wiryi was so strong 
that everything was grounded. I spent the rest of the day wandering around, doing odd 
things here and there and putting the novel off for the morrow."Not worth starting, 
it's so late in the afternoon" and ell that jazz.

Wednesday was a smashing day, except that the wind was still very strong. Several 
intrepid pilots took to the uir in strong, modem gliders and found themselves being 
tossed around like corks. I was by no means as experienced as they were, my landings 
were giving me. a little difficulty, and my aircraft - which I share with three other 
people - was by no means new. It's twenty years old this year, and though it is one 
of the finest sailplanes ever designed - toother of the species came sixth in the World 
Championships three or four years ago - it's hardly the machine to brave a gale in.
4 .S°* Snosking W teeth, I spent Wednesday wandering around the club helping the more 
intrepid pilots, and nibbling occasionally at the novel. I got through about two thou
sand words. Not o lot. Never mind. It would pour with rain on Thursday, and I would 
really get down to it end not spend the time playing table tennis, bar billiards and 
drinking beer.

Thursday was e smashing day. The wind had dropped a little, and it became quite 
suitable for flying the Wchie. So - I got it rigged before breakfast, end was duly 
launched into the air. I spent a glorious couple of hours soaring around the skv and after the flight - I just didn't feel in the mood for such mundane acuities S deT 
cribing how a hyper-space drive works.

Friday was essentially similar, except that I git a little higher then on Thursday. 
. end had the traumatic experience of flying in the same upeurrent aa the Scud.

Two or three pages ago, J described an aircraft called the Tutor. This was a stan
dard, production-line machine. The Scud is unique. It dates beck to before the war 

- when all aorta of energetic bodies were buailiy building their own gliders in their 
brek yards. Most of them didn’t survive very long, usually getting written off in one 
accident or another. Not so the Scud, which was partially rebuilt by the current 
owner, and which has been getting into the air with a disturbing regularity, recently.

It is a short aircraft with a diamond-shaped fuselage which is so sharp at the noso 
that you could almost out a stencil with it. The wings arc perched high above the 
cockpit, and they form a nice umbrella for the pilot. The tail-unit is rather quaint - 
and is certainly original. I'm afraid I can't describe it, though. Its performance

** S°brZ T7 in apit° °f thC dis*dv^gc b<ihg almost uncontrol-
colourfully80^ UP°n thC pilot noB nOnt to expound et great length end very

A fact which impressed itself upon & as I discovered it to be circling in the souk 
thermal at two thousand feet, looking for all the ■ orld like an attache c&ac with 

7



wings attached.
I cleared off and looked for another thermal,
I had to return to London that evening to xn®nxcim give the oar beok to my father 

and decided to pop in at one of Ella Parker’s friday night meetings. At the meeting 
was a certain gentleman who was named Mike Moorcock. He first of all said:

"l wish you hadn’t come. I foel - very embarrassed.*
Knowing Moorcock, I guessed what had happened. "i/hat have you lost of mine?" I 

asked NE? '7ORLDS’ new editor.
“Er - that article of yours..." He wrung his hands and let a small tear trickle 

down his checks, fie made c brief attempt to smile, "I wasn't going to use it, anyway..."
I sighed with relief. "Then it doesn’t matter."
"I’m sorry. I was going to usd it. In fact, I wanted to use it in the. next issue.

And I must hove it by Tuesday."
"And you’ve lost it."
He nodded.
"I might hive a carbon somewhere. I’m sure I made one." But I loose things even 

more easily than Mike,- who doesn't really lose them that often, "i’ll send it to you."
"Good, There’s one more thing - if you drop me home., I’ll give you that Aldisa book 

THE DARK LIGHT YEARS, so that you aen read all about his hyper-drive so that you can 
use the book as a jumping-off place for your article..."

"7hich means rewriting it to fit TDLY into it."
He nodded.
"More work," I grounded.
He nodded again. "Have you read GUARDIANS OF TIME, by the way?"
"Not yet."
"It’ll be a good Jumping off place for that article on Time Travel you were talking 

about,"
I looked at Moorcock and wished he’d stuck to priting Elric stories and publishing 

TARZAN ADVENTURES. My only hope is that the first article falls flat on its face. I 
think it will. It’ll be a pity really, if it does, A aeries of articles on olde scien
ce fiction is juet the excuse I need to convince people that collecting hundreds of 
dusty old volumes isn’t as useless and occupation as they think. Still, if he wants 
more, it’ll only be once every two months.

So I returned home with THE DARK LIGHT YEARS to scan for references to hypder-drives, 
a carbon copy to locate end rewrite, a whacking great slab of the novel still to reviise, 
several books I really must get around to reading, and the increasing conviction that 
a man can’t hold down two hobbies at once.

As a result, Saturday morning came as one hell of a shock.
It dawned grey and dtizzling, thoroughly unsoarablc and ideal for continuing the lit

er:ry effort. The postman brought a single, blue eirlcttcr.
From America.
From one 'illiam H, Evans.
Saying that there was now a vacancy in FAPA.

Jould anybody like to buy a partially-revised manuscript? I can't see myself ever 
finishing it at this rate.

********* ****************************„*****



1*1* x

Looking through the membership roster in the any FANTASY AMATEUR, I see that 
the following members have had the misfortune to meet mss Ron Ellik, Bill Evans, 
Sam Moskovitz (I was that snotty-nosed kid who snapped a couple of books with 
you back in 1957, as I expect you’ve forgotten) - and that's all. I've also a 
vague idea that I’ve run into a Yorkshire tyke called Ron Bennett, but one doesn’t 
dwell upon such matters.

It's the usual custom for a fan newly-ente ring an apa to introduce himself. In 
this case, it’s even more necessary; 'like, who is thia George Locke?’.

Aged twenty-eight, single, sort of an active fan for a couple of years about 
I960, intermittently active after that. Pharmacist by profession, layabout by 
inclination...

But why go on? It’s just occurcd to me that the preceding pages ere just as 
satisfactory an introduction then a list of hobbies end hopes. Only one of ny 
major interests has been neglected there, and that is the subject of very old 
science fiction,

I've bored you with details of my gliding activities. I've made you veep sym
pathetic tears over my pathetic efforts to get through a novel, starting which 
was the biggest mistake I've ever made in ny life. (It's still not finished.) 
But I've only mentioned book collecting.

It's really a fascinating hobby, and I'm only sorry that it's been pushed so 
much into the background lately. Hunting for early science fiction is one of 
the most frustrating hobbies out - but the rewards, though few, are more sat
isfying then most.

For instance, the most prized item in my collection is not COSMOS, nor is-the 
Pape-illustrated JURGEN, the 1857 AD^E-ITJISS IN OTHER .'ORLDS nor the fake news
papers THE COMET'S TALE and the 2000 AD DAILY MAIL.

It's a book called A TOMAN AGAINST THE WORLD, a marginally sceince-fictional 
novel by George Griffith, first published in I905. It has been revised by the 
author, presumably for e subsequent, abridged edition, end some of the charges 
he had made arc very interesting. Like, why did he change the namcof a battle
ship from the 'Kaiser ’.Vilhelm II' to the ’Deutschland'? Jas there a real ship 
going unde the first name whose captain waved his sabre in the vicinity of 
Griffith's throat?

B t this isn't what I want to talk about.
24 September 1964.

’.’hat the hell was I going to write about? Damnifircmember. Ah, well...Since I 
wrote the earlier bits of this column, Chelsea are at the top of the League, and 
are unbeaten as of this date.I can’t believe itl The. epic finalised at 65000 words 
and has started bouncing its way around the world. The panic-rewritten article for 
Mike will actually appear Real Soon Now,

I’m sorry this issue had had everything packed so tightly into it. I’m also 
sorry that there are no mailing comments to speak of in this issue; I’ve received 
two mailings so far, and they've contained some very interesting material, and in 
greater abundance than I've be<n used to with other spas, but I've read them for 
pleasure a long time ago end neglected to make notes for mailing comments, I hope 
to remedy this next time, which I hope will be in a couple of mailings' time, 

’.Valdemar Kumming has promised to send me some photo-pages of the CastleCon; 
if they arrive in time they'll be included. IT'11 be a shame if they are late, 
but I just daren’t risk leaving the mailing of this zinc to Pelz too late. Sorry, 
Valdemar, if ^if.y don't appear with this. Charlie Smith, who wrote the article cn 

English education elsewhere in thiah, has undertaken to translate the German fan
history epic, which I’ll include in the next issue if it doesn't kill poor Chas.

C'est suffitl ueorgc Locke,



a[so kooks..
ONE OF MI BIGGEST binds about present-day science fiction is the. paucity of 

imagination displayed by the writers. One of the causes is, I think, the incr
eased polish apparent in the writing. The splcdndour of ideas formerly dis
played by authors like Charles L. Harness and Robert A. Heinlein has been wip
ed clean by the polishing rag of literary sophistication, end we get a dreary 
stream of repeated themes.

Heinlein is drifiting downstream in the current.
Charles Harness seems to have vanished into thin air.(There’s a move afoot 

for the itoorcockian NE1 WORLDS to reprint his classic short novel TIE ROSE, but 
that's another story.)

Fritz Leiber, thank heaven, has breasted the stream squarely,* ♦ * * *
THE WANDERER, Fritz Leiber. Ballantine 1964. J18 pp, 75^.

For the first few pages, this long - for presant-duy standards - novel isn't 
too inspiring. A mysterious planet pops out of hyperepace and sits itself near 
the moon. The author hops amBngrat around a meadow of characters as .nimbly as a 
spring lamb. He lands here on a 7elsh poet, rests long enough to learn that he's 
a Dylan Thomas type, jumps over to South East Asia to take a look at a seedy 
little Malayan gun-runner, drops An ear in on a flying saucer convention... and 
so on, devoting a few paragraphs to each of maybe twenty characters or groups.

ft's naturally difficult to settle down to the book*
But as the effects of the planet become felt, and people start reacting to 

these effects and the planet itself in their own ways, you realise that this 
is only way the book could have been written - as an anthology of stories, scenes 
from which are arranged in more or less chronological order. Analysirjg it from 
this point of view, there ere three distinct short novels and maybe a dozen 
short stories and sketches, all skillfully woven together, all taking off in 
different directions from the point the planet appears.

Some of the shorts: Thore's the drunken Dai Davies, who drowns himself in a 
gigantic binge in the vicinity of the Severn Estuary, and somewhere during the 
booze-up drowns himself in the high tide caused by the Wanderer.

There are Juke and Sally, who get one hell of a big kick out of it all.
There is Bagong Bung, who takes advantage of the abnormally low tides to go 

treasure hunting.
There is the General and the Lesbian Colonel who achieve an incredible climax 

as their underground military retreat in inundated.
There are many others, characters reacting according to their personality 

or situation to the Wanderer. There's even .'olf Loner sailing his yacht solo 
across the Atlantic in a fog bank who is unaware most of the time that the Wan
derer even exists.

However, these are all appetising side dishes to the main narrative, the three 
short novels which are tenuously linked together.

The first describes the adventures of a group of flying saucer enthusiasts 
stuck out in the wilds of the Californian littoral. The Janderer appears in the 
middle of their convention, and they are threatened by earthquakes, floods, not 
to mention a horde of drunken teenagers fighting a pitched battle with the 
police and having a drunken orgy at the same tim e. Though one might expect a 
crackpot minority' like flying saucer students to react in a most bizarre fash

ion,. they turn out to be a simple cross-section of humanity. They nearly all 
behave aa you'd expect quite ordinary people to; there's only one real 'weirdie*
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in the bunch. I think Leiber bore this carefully in mind, and used them sa to 
describe on s small scale the human race’s reaction to ths new planet.

One of the party, Paul Hagbolt, is, along with his cat, captured by the pilot 
of a ship - saucer-shaped - from the Wanderer, and his adventures form the basis 
of the second novel. The pilot is an intelligent female sh* of the cat family. 
(Leiber has always had a liking for cats.) Throughtout the book there is an int
ense love-genushate relationship between the two which boils up to become one 
of the best stories of the relation between two mutually alien yet not so alien 
creatures I have read. Also in this part of the book you sec some of the belated 
attempts by the ./andcrer to put right the havoc created on Earth, and get an 
insight as to what the artificial planet really is and of the kind of being 
running it.

The third story-line follows the adventures of the pilot of a moon rocket. 
He barely manages to escape from the moon, has a hair-raising flight through a 
crack which splits the moon in half, watched the moon pulverised and fed into 
the Panderer as fuel for her drives, and lands on the largely artificial planet 
itself.

It’s a super-planet, the product of a supercivilisetion, and Leiber manages 
to convey this very well. All too often in science fiction, advanced technol
ogies aren't really very advanced at ell. Leiber mentions the dark, starless 

' dust’clouds scattered throughout the galaxy. These, he tells us, are caused by 
countless artificial planets huddling round their suns and stopping the light 
from getting out!

Incredible.
Sure, it's ipccediblc. You’d think that a mixture of almost contemporary 

fiction and star-tossed space opera would make a hhrribly unbalanced 
wouldn't you?

It does not.
It most certainly does not,
Hugo, anyone?

*****
THE GIRL, THE GOLD WATCH, AND EVERYTHING. John D. MacDonald. Gold Medal.

THE 'PANDERER was about twice the length of the average US paper-back sf 
novel, which generally works out at 50000 - 63000 words. Generally, I’m quite 
thankful of those market-imposed limitations. It stops a dreary story from going 
on too long ,

It’s a pity that MacDonald’s first sf novel for about ten years should have 
been confined to this traditional length. I haven't enjoyed a story quite as u 
much since the last Eric Frank Russell, or since I caught up with my Unknown 
reading. I don't imagine that many science fiction fans 'went a bundle' on it, 
however. Most of us in London display a vacant gaze when you mention it, even 
though the book s freely available over here. It's not advertised as sf, or 
fantasy. Also, there arc no sociological nuances in it; nothing to stimulate 
a lengthy discussion in the columns of the fan magazines.

Though I’m pretty much out of touch with general fanzines, I’ll wager that 
tne latest Heinlein will be thoroughly talked about. THE PANDERER will get - or 
have got, father, as this is being written quite a time after the publication 
of these books - rather less discussion, but it will get some. This one won't 
be mentioned at all.

It is very well written, as one might expect from the author. It concerns 
some people who seem curiously more concerned with living than with consulting 
their navel over it. It is the hero's misfortune, however, that in his quest 
for life - in the biological sense in particular - he is feted always to come 
a cropper at the crucial moment.

fl



"■•hen his uwsls, wk® haM t *8M*SBtls tenusW fa a matetNg manay, died, nt was %‘w 
sole inheritor. However, he inherited nothing more concrete than a gold watch. 
Certain sinister types didn’t believe that he inherited nothing more valuable 
than'this gold watch, and hounded him with all the means at their disposal. At 
length, in company with an exceedingly high-spirited girl from the backwoods, 
he discovers, that the gold watch was the source of his uncle’s riches and, if 
operated correctly, interferes with time. The hero finds he can live an hour 
of subjective time while a few seconds pass louteide’ in the normal world. This 
property makes stunts like plucking, bullets out of thin air before they reach 
their targets and disrobing a bcachful of blondes child’s play. It also makes 
it the realisation, within limits, of the kind of mischievous dreamworld most 
of us nurse at one time or another.

The details of the scope and limitations of the gold watch ere careftilly 
worked out, as you’d expect of an Astounding contributor before he turned to 
the more lucrative field of contemporary thrillers.

But the most appealing thing about this book is the attitude the author
takes towards the daget he’s invented. As I said before, it’s the 
of a practical joke ri-heaven, and MacDonald makes the most of it.
160 pages will let him, that is.

realisation
The most that

* * * ♦ *
longer than

A MEXIOAN MYSTERY, 7, Grove. Digby and Long, 1/—,
This is a simply, almost primitively, written little tale - no longer than 

Jills’ TIME MACHINE, — sot in Mexico in the 1800s. It concerns the building 
of a railway track across some rather inhospitable territory end a brsiiy 
engineer who invents a new steam engine. This engine has been blessed with the 
rather desirable attributes of being self-perpetuating and fully automatic. It 
needs no driver, refuels itself by cutting down trees alongside the line with 
the aid of some rather fearsome metal arms, feeds the bits into its tender, 
waters itself much as an elephant would, and when it comes to the end bf the 
track, automatically goes into reverse and returns the way it had come.

This.wonderful machine demonstrates its prowess in front of the Mexican 
high brass. They arc suitably impressed - until it chops down some newly ere
cted telegraph poles for fuel. This sends it and its inventor into the doghouse 
and no mistake. The situation deteiorates from this point on. The engineer 
does 8 bit more work on his invention, then, in dark despair because everybody 
is against him, including his girl friend, he commits suicide. The engine 
leaves its shed and starts careering up and down the line, busily feeding end 
.'storing itself. It s not too selective about its food, however, and if anybody 
is standing within range of its arms, it grabs them and feeds them into its 
boiler too. This doesn’t go down well with the local population, end they 
naturally take steps to destroy it.

As a result of ell this, it rapidly acquires a strong instinct of self- 
preservation - the self-preservation which is one of the characteristics of a 
living being. It manages to avoid ------- or a

.obstacles on the line, gunpowder, 
machine becomes so strong that it is forced to leave the track itself,’axTas 
it disappears into the jungle, to continue feeding itself and ravage the count™

every nasty trap the hero lays for it - 
and_so on. Eventually, the pursuit of the

.re that two faculties, freewill and self preservation,
t/b^thf in the living organism, and would be like#
lift Yrs ? an structure if it became endowed with

but you will - you will, extension of its powers,



"Not; I come to the last and most marvellous sign of life in organised 
crcaturos; tha power to reproduce species. Docs my engine shov.' ary sign of 
that?"

For 1889, this is very good science fiction.
This is what I find so fascinating about olde science fiction. Not the 

story content or the literary values, which arc usually minimal, but the ideas., 
Ide ads which show how science fiction developed.

I have a strong suspicion that somebody writing an article for a fanzine ..in 
2050 about some of our contemporary science fiction will have much the same to 
say, except that he’ll probably admit to it being better written.*******

After Peterborough * * * * g i a B_ 1 r a h b

It was a summer evening, Old Birchby’s work was done 
And hs beside hie hektograph was sitting in the sun; 
And by him playing with the jejly, his little grandchild Wilhelmelly. 
She saw her brother Petercon with something large and white 
Yhich he upon the hektograph did roll with all hie might.
She asked him what on earth he’d found, that was so large and smooth end round. 
Old Birchby took it from ths lad, who waited for a tip 
And then the old fan shook his head and said "You little drip!
'Tie some poor fake-fan’s skull,” said he, "^bo fell in the. great victory.” 
^1 find them, in the club-room, for there’s many thereabout, 
And often when I go to cons, the manager turns them out. 
For many thousand fen,” said he, "Were salin in that greats victory," 
"it was the Trufans," Birchby cried, "who put the fakes to rout, 
But what they fought.each other for, I never could find outs 
But everybody said," quoth he, "that ’twas a famous victory." 
"Ron Bennett lived at Harrogate then, andpublishcd many a Ploy.
They burnt his dewlling to the ground and he was forced to floy. 
So with his Skyraok files he fled, and didn’t stop till Birkenhead." 
"Yith sword and sorcery the land was wasted far and wide, 
And many a fanzine editor and newborn fanzine died, 
But things like that, you know, must be, at every famous victory." 
"They^ay it^was a shocking sight after the Trufans won, 
For many/rake-fans here ley rotting in the sun.
But things like that,you know, must be, after a famous victory." 
"Great praise did Kenneth Bulmer win, end Archie Mercer too," 
"’7hy, ’twas a very wicked thing!" said little Yilhelmoo. 
"Ney, nay, my steaming nit," quoth he, "it was a famous victory," 
"And everybody praised the fen, who this great fight did win." 
"But what good came of it at last?" quoth little Pcterkin, 
"'.Thy, that I cannot tell," said he, "but ’twas a famous victory."

-Sid Birchby,

(with apologies to Mr. Robert Southey.)



IN THE EARLY PART of 1964 (Or, possibly, late ’65) a very att-

The
ractive idea started spreading round English fandom from the cont
inent - almost as attractive as the concept ’London in ’65”
credit for this idea reaching English fandom is due mainly to Herr 
Thomas SchluokmiteiBumlaut, This young Hanoevrian fan, whom Rons 
Ellik and Bennett will remember from the ’62 Harrogate con, thought 
it would be nice if some English fans could attend the Gorman Con
vention at Marquartstein in the summer. Marquartstein, Thomas told

taken
us all, was a small Bavarian village. It was a noted beauty spot, 
and possessed a mediaeval castle. The Convention had over the
castle, and...

The idea fired quite a few English fans, who made 
The Liverpool Group, who made Konigsee the venue for 

plans 
their

holiday, decided the make the Oon, which was held over the 

tp attend 
annual 
first

weekend in august, part of their vacation. Including as they did 
the Shorrock family, antiquarian bookman John Roles, artist Eddie 
Jones, Korman 3ccdall and John Humphries, they made a severe dent 
in the population of Liverpool. Ron Bennett couldn’t make it, un
fortunately, as he had some strange patriotic reason for wanting 
his young son Andrew born in Yorkshire. Something to do with cricket. 
Also in the Liverpool party were Ethel Lindsay, Peter Maybcy and 
Dave Barber. Independent voyagers included Archie Mercer, who ddc- 
ided to brave the autobahns on his scooter, and Brian Burgess, who 
hitchhiked via Nice. Tony and Simone 7/alsh, who were to spend a 
holiday on the Riviera with so me friends of theirs, travelled by 
car via the convention, and yours truly, air-lover that his is, 
went by train.

Thomas, working in collaboration with the organiser of the Con, 
Franz Ettl, had booked me in with Archie Mercer at a guesthouse 
in Unterwossen, the location of which - both guesthouse and village - 
I would learn when I got to Marquartstein. I caught the Thursday 
night train from Victoria at 25.00, and discovered that the travel 
agency which had arranged the tickets and reservations had neglected 
a scat for thf pert of the trip from Ostende to Munich. I’ll grant 
them this: They managed a reservation for the Victoria-Oovcr sect
ion very nicely - for Fridayl

I had no trouble getting a scat, however, and arrived at Munich 
on Friday evening just as it was getting dark. I had a further 60 
miles to travel to Marquartstein, Since the twice daily buses and 
trains had all left white it was daylight - terrified, perhaps, of 
Bavarian ghosts - I decided to spend the night in Munich and set 
out for the Oon, on Saturday morning.

I found a hotel near the station (unlike Archie the previous night 
I learned later. The poor chap had to kip down under a tree I)

The first oddity about Germany struck me then. Not the tiolcts, 
which are usually the first things to make British tourists belly
ache. No, The hotel didn’t supply the traditional sheets or blankets. 
If you didn’t want to sleep with all your naked glories exposed to
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the moonbeams like James Bond, you found a vest eiderdown which the Germans had 
probably used as a substitute for the Eider damn. It smothered you like a limp 
version of the Bavarian Alps, .

I got to Marquartstein somewhere around eleven in the morning, and i merged 
from the station wondering where the castle was. Around me towered three- 
thousand foot hills, all forbiddingly steep, I’d read that castles were des
igned to be inaccessible. So - which peak did it sit on?

Then I saw John Roles, carrying a string bag fall of food.
"Hcllol Qhat arc. you doing here? Just passing through?" he said.
Apparun tly, none of the English were expecting me. John took me. by foot 

to the castle, which was on a foothill about three hundred feet above the . 
village* It didn’t look too impressive from the outside - mainly because it 
did not hevc the turrets and crenellated parapets one sort of expects caitlcs 
to hevc. There were plenty of windows from which the inhabitants could pour 
boiling All end molten lead, however - even if, in these enlightened times 
the only boiling oil would be dischrdcd chip fat. It was built in the form 
of a square round a central courtyard, and gave an internal impression of 
stately decay. Dracula would have loved to garage his coffin there.

"The owner,” said John Roles, obviously wanting to-put me at my ease, "is 
mad.” -

And Archie Mercer later on made the bitter complaint that this Teutonic 
disciple of Bacchus, as he turned out to be, kept all the fans awake by his 
riotous living in the early hours. Incredible I The convention had started in 
fine form the night before, making me regret staying in Munich. They had held 
a dance in the courtyard, which was thrown open to the public, end joined 
forced with a local form of conviviality known as Eincr Beyeyn Abend. The 
Bavarian beer flowed like water among the cobblestones, gleaming under the
stars of a fine, clear night. I really should have sot out a day earlier...

Maybe, though, I was better arriving on Saturday, Breakfast that day had 
been c tragedy. In der Englische hotels, the staff have a reputation for 
smooth and sober, if slow, service. But when the hardier con. attendees came 
down for their coffoe and Roles, they found the manager lying unconscious on 
o bench. Since he was responsible for breakfast, they tried to wake him up. 
At length, he staggered towards the kitchen, and fandom got its breakfast, 
but not before he had dropped and broken all the seuccra. My heart felt for 
those English fens who like drinking tea from their saucers. Plates ere hardly 
cn elegant substitute.

Anyhow, to get back to the convention as I arrived, the courtyard was fill
ed with fens, mostly talking and drinking beer - beer of such a fine quality 
that I fear I would never be able to look a pi^t of bitter in the. face againi 
Tom Schluckmiteinumlout was there, beaming end shaking //////XXX hands, happily 
os hr welcomed .me to the Convention.

"There is a discussion going on in the Con. Hall at this time," he said, 
11 It is very serious..." I peaked my head round the doorj the discussion did 
sound Very serious, "But," he added, "There is the big fancy dress party "tonight 
You have brought your fancy dress, I hope,..You ere wearing it, I see!"

Tom spolje English very quietly, in some ways a little like Wally weber. 
Like ’..'ally, he struck me as be ing one of the nicest fens going. Nothing was too 
much trouble for him, and he went to great lengths to make sure we were all 
well looked-aftcr.

*****
After lunch in Marquartstein with some of the Liverpool group, I remember 

spending- much of the afternoon being shown round the Castle’s attics by John 
Roles. There was some quite fascinating ‘attiquities’ to be found there, A



previous owner hts been a Boron Toutphoeus, who married an Englishwoman celled 
Jemima Montgomery, who wrote a number of Victorian novels under the name Bar
oness T. (I refuse to try and spell it twice I) ((Further details on the family 
history will be found in John Roles’ OMPAzinc morph.)) There were copies of 

b2°SS in thc attic» masquerading as piles of dust, along with *
r of French, German and English books and periodicals. There were also mamr 

ifty year old military maps of thc alps, menus for German regimental dinners, 
old music scores and some letters and postcards, mostly from Italy. There were 
also one or two bats, whose cheeks were rosy end which looked very well fedZvan though one got the- topreeaton that these ephors hod bc£ SouSto 
picked over for anything of value. It um atlll fascinating to look thro^h * 
such reminders of a past, more elegant ora. Thc castle itself also gave the 
impression of having had many of its treasures removed, but there were enough 
be Ip furinishings to hint at its former Bumptiousness. Jhat a place it would 
be if somebody would take thc trouble to restore it!

for stance-.: There were a few murals above the belcomr. but 
°J?Cr dc°oratdonB consisted of some large rxdiaval-stylc - and^eiy 

do?® by tho fan8 A few tepcstrlea would have done
H v* thc Papistry in sight was thc electronic contrivance of *Jel- 
emar summing und Oo. However, it was a wonderful convention hall.

The Fan^Bdrs^ht T “’’V?/?** weathcr-V7ise , os Friday. It drizzled slightly.
Waeh61d in thc 0°n. Hall. It was a fabulous success, a 7 

local band had been imported - a weird-looking-outfit in pyjamas and long 
coms and they set thc place alive, with the assistance of some taped msic

X;:™ Londo“”
antennae down, but not so far gone as to collap^uXr t^^ ?!
RoSP tTtUa0 w ^tond., the chorsotcra to r®

tended +n? I another, and a couple of feminine costumes which. I confess 
tended to lead my eyes away from thc more bizarre efforts
Earthman at heart, not a Galactic Citizen. ’ S I a a louse

The Fancyclopedia mentions Blog, Britain’s fannish drink. I’ve never 

time to removing the teeth from nnnr □. y *renz attl, who devoted, his.
a delicate lime-yellow in oolou/ lt*!^ ^”®u8PcctinS toothaches, it is

sag 2 s;obstructions like vocal chords. It is^ reoutcd^XaW anatomical
is called VURGUZZ. (Rhymes with ’Poor aad
a£its effects as can be given ) I invested accurate a description
MW fabled nectar and took it back to^ 8 lerSc bottle of this
duly opened my bag, which coL^ customs in Dover, j
was young. He wrinkled his nose ss t J °irty washing. The customs officer 
end revealed the Vurguzz in all iteVLn^f/^V01* uodcratcly aeturo socks 
for a friend of mine. Thc ^/puLiX"1' o™°™

'b



I smiled, "It’s some local brew I picked up in Beverla,’ I said, ell open and 
truthful. I don’t know what it is, but I thinkit’s about the sane strength as 
whisky. (In fact, it’s about twice as strong.)

The custom ’s officer passed me on to his elderly, more experienced mate. He 
opened the Vurguzz, raised the bottle. God, I thought, don’t drink it - it’ll 
bore a holo through the narrow of your bones, right down to the soles of your

Rg didn't drink it. He sniffed it with the air of*British tourists usually 
tick to Gordon s Gin and 200 fags', closed the stopper, and replaced it in 

jy ag. The socks squirmed away fron the bottle in horrorj poor, sensitive 
hC.ditn t "It to be’a’hea^ X ,» “hich

VUrSU“ Dil1 "" h8VC' Ot lcaet fr“ tho

hat with gallons of German beer, enornous bottles of Vurguzz and Ty tn^Oyablc CVeni^ ^ator i there S" room party

Tha

t°j castle accomodation, which was a US aLy camp bed and°s^a^t1

I notched the run shoo, effort ? t 1 lenticel to ours,
discussion of the business aseting and^ltmLcd 11?'ton t0 thc serious 
s continents! tour st the tine Ttio^d tt ' ? S‘ Sclth ^ho> ^IhB « 
writing s psgo of purple pX’ta to
in this direction night veil have given hi^tho 8ut°sr8Ph boolt- Hie efforts 
alunich-min Gary looks a little llkf „ °“Ptaion of a purple pr0.
ardent admire/of Gary JOh" R°lcs' »““» «>
bith his hero X.a not enough Sf aX^iaS^t:

tended to regard them as Germani without any thought of whlfh^1 1 had 
fron. The group from Munich arc awery one met ic bunch Ind L L y Ca“ 
miracles with their electronic 88 well aa performing
entitled MUNICH ROUN D UP. In epitc^the^lish titl^V Wnthly fenzi^» 
German, which is a pity, as it LI hoB6TOP, it's all in
published some excellent material fTncLrM * P^it-duplicated zins and has 
the stone age to the fStu^ (Including a fictional fannish history, from
SBrth aoo.& uroe -
Kum^ing, is 8 middle-aged man who S f the m6Sazine* Valdemar
plc. He-always seems to be smiling an exnm I public relations psow
air of uncertainty as to whethemhi's Kumin^LrLoi^J 8180 C8rrifiS a P^nent

Almost his first words to me were- ’ S 
GoggomobilGT1’

^T-'O in the front seat, two in the 
rlo,no,no. You arc wrong. You pack 

four giraffes in a Goggomobile?"
^Two in the fron t scat and,..'' 

N c in, ne in, ncln, you cannot ..get 
arc already four elephants the re."

"Hop do you get four elephants into a
back,11
their.trunks on the roof. How do you gat

four giraffes in the Goggomobilc, there



this report is turning sat toe ruths* unsatl«fuststy» Usually, I san £lvs 
a fairly straightforward narrative, with everything in chronological order. 
In most reports the time sequence is kept neatly in place by the programme. 
Not speaking German, however, ay attendance at the programme was minimal and as 
a result, the weekend remains in my monoxy as a single event. ..’hen, for instance, 
did I meet Burkhard Blun or Rolf Gindorf? I remember listening to tape recordin
gs of Spike Jones and Forrest J. Ackerman in Thomas’ room...

I’ve just remembered! I listened to the tapes the nifht before I returned 
to England, a week later, and not at the con.)

A lot, I’m sure, has been left out, including, undoubtedly, the most 
fabulous happening of all.

Going back to Saturday night, for instance, I took a walk down to Mar
quartstein with Tony Jalsh during which we talked about science fiction, of all 
strange topics. On returning, we found the place in an uproar, police hustling 
all over the place, and dark rumours that Franz and Tom were in jail. It trans
pired that some fireworks, which had been let off during the festivities, had 
annoyed the local residents, who probably thought the French were marching 
on them from across the Alps.

However, everything quietened down and nobody got arrested.
My mein impressions were that Gcrfandom was very jovial, that German fens 

weren’t at all the sercon types we’d been led to believe they were, and that 
they posscssedthc quality of being more willing to let their hair down than 
the English, Many of them expressed a wish to some to London in *65. However, 
many of them were students, like fens all over the world, and the London Con. 
Hotel prices quoted, to them - which were roughly equal to the usual American 
prices, I gather - seemed to frighten quite a few of them off,

Th& Con. broke up on Sunday night, most of the fans having to return home 
for work on the Monday morning. Quite a few were holidaying for a week or 
two in the area, and rendezvoused with the Liverpool Group in Salzburg the foll
owing Zedneaday where I understand they had a high old time. Archie Mercer 
ecootercd back to England on the Tuesday. Brian Burgess left on Sunday, and I 
moved, from the Castle camp bed to a very nice Guest House in Marquartstein. I 
stayed there for the rest of the week, before returning to the drizzle and 
the relatively dreary business of provincial pharmacy.

It was a grand convention, a convention with a difference end an atmosphere 
all its very own. '.hen you consider the old Bavarian schloss in which to get 
sloshed, I can only add, one thing»

MARQUARTSTEIN IN ’ 6 ? . 
***************** *******************„*„* 
A. N OX F 0 R D_ 0_ I R 0 U. S_ T E D D_ Y. B_ E A R , Ignatius P, Pumper nick le

It was a sunny day. I was walking across Piccadilly Circus at the time, I was 
completely intent on my task, because nowadays one seems to taka one’s life in on 
one’s hands whenever one crosses one of these busy London nodal points. As I 
say, I was completely intent on crossing, and failed to notice a slight tap on 
my trouserleg. It was not until I had made a few steps more that I began to feel 
the .insistent.tugging, and came to a halt, looking down.

From the leg of my trousers stretched a taut, thin wire. I followed the wire 
with my eyes, until it arrived at a fishing rod. The rod was held by an untidy 
looking mah sitting on the pavement,

"Hey,” he .called to me, "your trouser leg’s caught in my hook!"
I walked over to him,
■'Why not sit down?" he asked, motioning to the piece of kerb next to him. I 

remained standing. "You’ll have to sit down while we get out the hook,"
So I set on the kerb beside him while we both tried to remove the hook.
I’m dreadfully sorry," he said, "you see, I was just casting, and I just 



didn't see you. Most unfortunate,"
.Soon the hook vias disengaged^. I was just about to get to my feet and leave , 

when s sudden thought struck me. "Tell me," I said, "why are you fishing like tnat?
"Oh, I go fishing every day."
"Yes, but, I mean, why in the middle of Piccadilly Circus? I mean, what do 

you hope to :eatch?" n
"Oh, I'm fishing for an Oxford Circus Teddy Bear."
I considered this for a moment. - •
"But if you're fishing for an Oxford Circus Teddy Bear, why come to Picc

adilly Circus?"
"Well, look, where do you think I've got the most likelihood of landing 

an Oxford Circus Teddy Bear?"
"Well, I guess - well - Oxford Circus I suppose." -
"Wouldn't be very sporting, would it?"
"No, I suppose not." I looked at him for a while, end then spoke again.
"You come, here fishing every day?" I said.
"Yes, I'vebeen doing it for nearly ten years now."
"And you've never caught anything?" •
"No."
"Well, don't you think it's a bit futile?"
"Not really." He suddenly looked at me. "Tell me, what are you?"
"A peripatetic philosopher, a dilettante, a disapsaionete observer of the 

human predicament," I answered.
"tarn. „Whet do you plan on doing with your life?"
"Well," I answered, "l’m hoping to get my book, A DISPASSIONATE OBSERVATION 

OF THE HUMAN PREDICAMENT published. So far I've just had rejection slips. 
People just don't recognise genius in their own time,"

"How much chance do you think you have of getting your book published?"
"Oh, a very good one, I think. When that one is safely ’published I shall 

begin writing in earnest. I shall make a comfortable living, devote my life to 
philosophy and the a’rts, earn enough to stop writing st forty, and then retire, 
assured of immortality."

"Ah yes, but can you say that?" he replied, "You might step up from this 
kerb, get knocked down and killed. My God, man,.we don't know - really know - 
what will happen to us in the next secondl Supposing at this very moment you 
are breathing in a germ that will eventually kill you. Suppose as you stand 
up, a scientific idea occurs to you that will eventually make you bend your 
footsteps along the path of scientific knowledge? How can you say what twists 
and turns your life will take in the future? Who knows what outside influences 
will direct and re-direct the line of your life? No, when you think about it, 
you will see that.you are just as likely to end up as a singer, an actor, a 
bank clerk, a tramp of a policeman as to remain in your present state. When 
you think-about it, I have as much chance of fullfilling my ambition - to catch 
an Oxford Circus Teddy Bear - as you have of yours."

******
I left him, then, and never have had occasion to visit Piccadilly Circus 

since. But it was two years later, with my book still- unpublished, that I 
picked up the paper to learn, in a small paragraph at the bottom of the back 
page, that an Oxford Circus Teddy Bear had been sighted off Hyde Park, that 
I began to see that he might have -been right.

—---- -Ignatius P. Pumpsrnickle. 
************.************* *#*******,!,****
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bo mo Or f)USb DON GELDART
I have given up the idea of representing England at the Olympic Games, even 

though Judo is now one of the sports on the Olympics list. I don't thing my 
broken bones will be healed in time.

A fen years ago, a friedn (and I use the term loosely) tried to talk me into 
joining a judo club. That was when I was young and foolish. Now that I am older 
enu more sensible, I have, of my own free will, or, at least, with, very little 
persuasion, joined the local ///X/// //////= judo olub.

All one fatal Wednesday, this friend? had been trying to persuade me to take 
1 h8d n° dGSire t0 bt eblc t0 ^ix'foo? Irish, navies 

him over \<r t0 de8CCnd t0 the ^-^nered depths of throwing
of to-? * h£ U?hiCVGd a convincing victory, when he mentioned that members 
of the-opposite sex also attended this particular club, My mind ran riot I 
■ould grapple with them in close combat, with only those loose fi++i« •* i + between me and heart's desire...So, ilkc^X^ t^p?™^

The first • h+rn h^/° thr°q th°SC P°°r IriQh nawies/colleens round the local 
club could not'bc held rt -^J just .signed statements to the effeetthat the 
h v, „ ■ rGSPonsible for whatever happened toue. This should have

hea got their Hondo on ua. The »ay he told it, ft funded Hal

have to perform. y y CCrtbin ritcs th&t the undertaker may.

My first surprise came when I removed my shoes and stepped onto the mat, I 
wasn't expecting it to be made of foam rubber, but neither was I expecting it to 
c,made of slabs of concrete. It wasn't really made of concrete. It just felt 

that way. In fact, it consisted of two inches ofnthick woven straw. It doesn't 
sound very soft, but you don't hurt yourself provided you land correctly.

Very considerately, landing was the first thing they taught us Thev showed 
us how to do 'breakfalls'. Thesd are. exactly what they sounf like - ever 
you fall you break som cthing. Sometimes it's the f«i 1 +u y Mthan not it's an arm or a Rr Tt In r» % ? ! 1 Cr 6 th°™' aorc oftcn
hhen you foil or orc throw. ?Hck or- ««“1 h^rtinS yourself
'side' broakfall. arietics. The most common is the

The correct xXthod of doing'this is to slap the full length of +hr „

XT; AB
der blade, and finally vour hin hL °n y°ur clbow» then °» your shoul-
gotten undcrnncath it. These pleasantries onl °h'n y°VI hbnd ”hieh hae somehow 
The .front' and 'beck* fells .rXTXTL Si<“

The front breakfall. For this you fall straight forward with 
st your chest with your fingers extended, f Wlth
hands and your foresms. The usual result of this' .your arms arc too close together and youJ clb foolishness i
of steam hammers. You can sometim es/but r

o x >our arms parallel
o that you land on the. palms of your

- ------------ is that
oys dig mto your chest with the force 

rarely, have your eras too far apart



After the others, the back brcakfall is simplicity itself, if you live long 
enough to practise it. All that is required is that you throw yourself backwards 
onto the floor from the- standing position, slapping the ground with the entire 
length of your arms as you land. The hazards of this enterprise are very minor 
indeed. You can either be too enthusiastic and land on the top of your head, or 
you are not quick enough with your hands and land on your back from, neck to waist. 
Very good for-scrambling vertebrae.

By this time, you wish they’d never been invented:. But there is one more 
brcakfall. This is the ’rolling’ brcakfall. To. practice this, you run forward, 
place one hand on the floor, swing the other arm between it and your chest, and 
roll, slapping the floor with your arm as you corx out of it. Nothing could be 
simpler. The hard part comes with untieing the reef knot your arms and legs always 
manage to end up in.

So much for the preliminaries of judo. Now that we had learnt how to maim, 
ourselves for life, they proceeded to teach us how to at least cripple others. 
By now the size of the class had dropped considerably. Apart from my ///// and 
I, there were two masochists and three others -'ho obviously i'ound the club to be 
a refuge from the local mental asylum and those kindly gentlemen in white. I was 
still idiot enough to think that judo could be fun.

The throws xnd are quite easy to learn. All you have to do is pull your opp
onent off balance, step in and throw him with your shoulder or hip, or by kick
ing- his feet unsportingly away from under him, and then leave him to his own 
devices.

Practicing this with the other novices is allright unless they happen to 
be female. In the event, you discover gentlemanly instincts you didn't know you 
possessed bubbling up inside you. After you have thrown her, you hang onto her 
so that the poor frail little thing doesn't land too hard. '.?hcn it is her turn 
to throw you, however, she somehow finds the strength to throw you but then seems 
to lose any interest in you. I like to think that the weaker sex lucks the 
strength to 'stop you hurtling to the floor, but I'm not convinced.

Having learnt something about judo, the day arrives when you take on someone 
who knows a hell of a lot more. Throwing another learner and throwing someone 
who doesn't want to be thrown are, to say the least, different. The instructor 
invited us to come at nim one at a time and attempt to throw him. I got somewhere 
near the back, hoping he would drop dead before my turn came. I watched the others 
make fools of themselves. Noting that none of them had attempted a throw at which 
I considered myself to be pretty adept, I stepped in. Feinting with another 
throw, I swung for my specialty end landed four feet away on the canvas. I did 
did a perfect brcakfall, so I suppose I hed achieved something.

To demonstrate some salient point, the instructor called over a demure young 
female nearby and told her to demo nstrate with his favourite guinea pig, me. As 
I sailed through the air, a thought struck me, just before the floor did, that 
'people actually do thia for pleasure'. my next contact with the more advanced 
practitioners of judo came the day the instructor let as loose among the other 
club members. !o were to pair up with one of the more experienced members, ell 
of whom were waiting for us with open arms.

Still cherishing my foolish notions about masculine superiority, I paired up 
TI ith a big girl. Five foot two is she was an inch and all of eight stone. '.Yell, 
she looked big from the mat, where I seemed to be spending a lot of the time. I 
had the misconceived idea that I was supposed to be practising the throws I knew 
on her. Obviously, nobody had told her.

*****
iviy enforced.absence from the club has not been wasted. I have read just about 

every book on judo I could lay my splintered hands on, and now I feci confident



I know tilery throw there 1b to know,
7hen I make my triumphant return to ths club, I shall throw that gargantuan 

female all over the place, even if it kills me.

((Flowers, please to the above address.))
------Don Geldart.

THE FUTURE Of EDUCATION 
■ 1 H A R. LE 5 3 M T H

Let me state at the outset that I am neither a prophet nor do I possess great 
vision or imagination. Being a teacher, I am invoved with education and these 
are my own feelings; ideas as to where education should develop if it is to suit 
ms. many of my own prejudices and emotional judgements will become obvious as 
the article progresses and I ask you to remember that there has been no attempt 
to be objective; I can't be objective about something as important to me as ed
ucation,, • .

are

Whatever the direction State Education in this country ((England)) takes in 
the future, let us first recognise that the present position is anything but 
healthy.. There are the obvious problems of the shortage of teachers end the over
sized classes: these are known to everyone. Beyond this there is the problem of 
the great schisms that exist at present between the types of schools: between 
the grammar-schools and the secondary modern; between the state and the public 
schools. The latter is the more acute at the moment as the situation allows 
those who can afford to send their children to the public schools where they not 
only enjoy ths'privilege of smaller classes and individual tuition, but receive 
8 advantage in later life. The old school tie still plays an important
part m the academic and commercial life of this country. There is also the 
problem of examinations and-the fact that school curriculums (curricula? curric- 
u_ae? Sounds like the hmxmj beginning of a Neapolitan love-song, doesn't it?) 
greatly hampered by the demands of these examinations; the teacher is not given 
the freedom of direct his class towards topics and subjects that he might consi- 
^s^thei^s1^ particular range of abilities and interest!. And of
course there is the great deal of agony that many children go through when trans
ferred to a new school. Children arc expected to make this transit^ three tto? 
then^™^^/^001 °8r<Cr8; oncc to sn infanta school; then to a junior echoS; 
idem 6t th‘ agC °f C1CVCn' t0 8 ^s^ar or secondary

modern school. It is true that many children can effect this transition without 
sny stress, but there is a definite percentage, who go through hell.
/, Bolution to these problems offered by our present government8“r x**-» ia to th"
fifteen to sixteen (which should help ease the shortage, of teachers greyly?) 
end to introduce e no,, Berles of czoMnstlons designed for the loner eiL™, 

n«tyUpie°c°o?8roX SX ’’S^ ’S'S 7
nee only tut I tod hs re^lScd



He was an extremely strong fellow end the thought of having to teeeh him. when he 
was two years older and more developed is not a pleasant one.

In the range of more long term forecasts, I suppose that we might say that 
ths teachers will have to receive a bigger slice of the cake of current prosp
erity. At least I console myself with this thought) usually when I’m in the midst 
of one of my blacker depressions after studying my last bank statement and gazing 
vacantly at the pile of books that I shall be expected to mark during my week
end. It'S probably wishful thinking, though.

The school-leaving age, I should imagine, will be raised still further, prob
ably up to the age of 18. This is becoming more and more likely, as the unem
ployment figures, continue to spiral upwards. If automation makes the inroads on 
the working class that is feared by most of the unions, it is even possible to 
imagine the leaving age being raised still further. This is a favourite trick, 
to solve longterm problems with short term answers. There’ll probably Come a 
tome when citizens will be expected to stay at school until 25, liberals grants 
being allowed to permit marriage between students, then those with the greater 
ability or maybe anyone who wants to, will go on to a course of further 6ducaticn 
lasting ten years* They'will then work, giving society the benefits of their long 
period of study, until they arc forty, whereupon they will retire to live on a 
stats pension. It's a nice thought, anyway, mother of my pipe-dreams*

was used

teachers
sets her

One answer to the presnt teacher shortage could be the use of TV, especially 
closed-circuit TV, linking perhaps two or three schools* This should be part
icularly useful in tKe sciences where the . present shortage is especially acute. 
It should enable the classes from various schools to watch scientific experiments 
performed in one of the neighbouring schools. They should be able to perform 
their own expirme.nts under the. supervision of the equivalent of the present lab. 
assistants. This use of TV strangely enough is about the only forecast made by 
any SF writer. It was used, of course, in Fred Pohl's Drunkard's Walk, though it 

as a means to combat the rise in students wishing to attend university 
Jhenthe places available are so limited. The only other consideration that

& d education receive is in the stories by Zenns Henderson, but she 
... • + StOr. 8 “ P^sont and nenevr attempts to extrapolate. Fritz Leiber
did write a vignette about the teaching of Newton's Laws in an artificial s&t- 
elltic - and this is about the limit. It’s rather strange that SF which has 
ha^sa^L litt^ future Jove loprxnts of most sspects of society
has saidso little about thenfuture of education. It's been no help to me at slU 

Television is of course used at present in schools, very much in the wav th«+ 
radio was used when I was at school: as a supplementary aid to teaching This 
should lncree8 in the future elong ulth the uec of ell vleuel X. ;X 
“rtsnsitolv1 ThereXtf01"'1'^ 6nd “‘WUceted end used more
extensively. There is tne great danger of them becoming so complex thtt fh?v

cna a small, sharp ramp at the bottom. The slow gradient was increase dittos- to 
represent the lucres of frequency of the redlo novee and
to roll1hhoU t0 th€ r™p- “* first ihfy “OUhtcd the smiler rsnp X
go further end further uj the shorts? IcS u^u iX «11» »°uld
the other side. It displayed the thco4 n? t?r iL * Uy dl8aPP^red over 
Ionosphere quite »cll S^^the p 1“S JoXTthf



Game closer to going over the hump. When it finally aieeppeeM* over the ethor 
side., you could almost feel the relief that ran through the lecture hall. You mi 
could almost imagine the students holding a book as to when the balls would 
finally fight their way up the ramp. The purpose of the display was quite for
gotten in the excitement.

Machines are beginning to play their part in teaching at present, so it 
takes little prophetic ability to see this spreading. Automation can affect the 
teaching profession as well as industry, though not to the same extent. It will 
be impossible, at least until actual robots are developed, for teaching machines 
to replace teachers. Someone has to be there to keep-our little darlings in order 
and to take over the more abstract elements of the spreading of knowledge. The 
more humdrum, mechanical side of teaching should be easily performed by a machine. 
Already there are language laboratories spread over the country; these allow 
students to pick up the rudiments of learning a language in a much shorter space 
of time than has been theoretically possible until the present time.

A language laboratory, which is the only teaching machine of which I have any 
knowledge st present, is simple in design. The students are. issued with desks in 
a sound-proof cubicle - sometimes the desk is designed with flaps which, when 

■raised, form the cubicle itslcf, with earphones and a tape-recorder. The instruc- 
or is seated at the control of the master unit and is able to tune in to all 
the cubicles to check progress and io answer any questions that arise. The tape 
recorder has two tracks, the upper track providing a recording of the foreign 
language as it should be spoken and the other, erasable, track being used by 
the student for practice and comparison with the master track. The student then 
listens to the master track andattempts to imitate as closely as possible what 
he has just heard. He can, if he wishes, play back the master track as many 

. times as he wishes, thus allowing himself to progress at hie own pace. Thia im
itation, repetition if you wish, of the master track is then recorded on the 
lower track.. .It is. possible on certain machines to be able to record on the 
student’s track while listening to the master track; both tracks may later be pi 
played back simultaneously so that pupil and instructor are able to detect 
errors in pronunciation, vocal pitch, etc. 1

»

There seems little reason to assume that this is limited to the teaching of 
languages; the system used should be perfectly adaptable for most academic sub- 
jecta at least, ihe lesson could be taped, allowing the students to take as long 
as he wishes digesting the information presented before him - this should include 
visual effects as well as purely audio — and then he could answer a series of 
questions presented by the machine which then switches itself off until the 
right answer is presented to it. ^hc student could presumably press a button 
^o signify which answer he considers is correct; if wrong, then he will have 
to play ovet the master tape once more until he finds the correct answer, '^hen 
the next question will appear and the same process will take place...and so on.

•*ith much of the drudgery taken over more and more by machines, the teachers 
should find themselves with more free time during actual teaching periods to 
devote to subjects outside the curriculum’ arts and crafts, drama, speech trainink
debating, subjects, in other words, to help the child develop himself rather 
than giving him mere mental excercises and training in rote learning. Examin
ations will, I hope, disappear, as more and more people realise that the only 
thing being tested is the candidate's ability to remember what he has learned 
by heart and this is what he pours forth in a stream onto his exam 
few marks being received, at least until degree level 
tnoughtg In fact,’Students arc ogten advised against it

By this time, the rather Victorian attitude of dividing children into 
tt CduCuti°n “ thc b°ye g^ng to the boys school,
the girls to the girls school (I’m still surprised that we haven't raised our

paper, very 
for any kind of origins!

sexes



selves e generation of homosexuals) - ’Jill have disappeared. The co-educstionel 
school is becoming more and more common and it is obvious that its products are 
□ore adjusted to the world they are about to enter than the product of the sin
gle sexed school.

>?ith this, there is the growing distatee for the semi-arbitrary division into 
grammar and secondary modern schools at the age of llplua; more and more people 
are realising that there are too many mistakes occuring with children who are 
eminently suitable for the more academic type of education and are being refused 
places in the local grammar school, probably because in their particular area 
there are not enough places, whereas if they lived in a hundred yards down the k> 
road they would have got’ in without difficulty. Therefore they are sent to the 
local secondary -modern school where it is almost impossible to get a transfer 
to a school more suited to their particular abilities. Now, in spite of the 
excellent work that is done for this particular type of child in most cf the 
secondary schools today - and I know that secondary schools are giving all theye 
can to this kind of child even to the point of neglecting some of the duller

. children, because I work in one — the stigma that has unfortunately lasted for 
already too many years sticks to hims He went to a secondary modern and not a 
grammar school. His only chance of breaking away from this is to get to univ
ersity where the stigma, providing he can come out and say that he is a B A 
or a B.Sc. is forgotten; but this is difficult from a secondary modern school. 
In. our school at present we have three boys who have qualified for university 
or are in the process of doing so, and only one has been offered a place. The snob 
element is still there even if the schools are now called secondary schools 
instead of secondary modern - so much nsicer, don't you think, desk? I would 
have hated my little Jimmy to have gone to one of those nasty old secondarv 
modern schools where all those rough boys go - and all that jazz’ll
• How ctn we remove the snob element- and perhaps more
important the closed-shop privileges enjoyed by those with money enough to 
send their sons to public schools? Ask ydifrse l-v,es thq question,' if you haven't 

.done xx so .already: (How can we expect our present government 'to give the time
t0 “i8? th6 atsnd“d of 8Ut‘ Question in this JounlyXn 

heir OTO children ere being sent to Eton, Karroo and Winchester, in their turn 
to replace, their fathers in their positions of responsibility? The whole thi™ 
mrs self perpetuating. They're not interested in geiral cdu^ 
own children are not affected by it and at the same time the’y are verv 2X 
in maintaining the public school system because it docs' help to keen the newer tn ths hands of ths present governing classes, ind.vhat happens Jou s’ tic 
Socialists sending thsir children to ths schools „ & Tories 
‘h J ‘h81r C^^r8n ‘° «6t °ni th< ”h°u • Sous olreu
■hat's the answer? Abolish.all private schools, especially 'public' echoes 
integrate them into the present state svst^ ah +k«+ a 7 P . schools, 
any school simply because he can afford it \ H • + a " CSn entry "to

. - 
With-his studies, this should be enough It does^t r n ?! to S° On 
out of college (dr university co-v +n +\ r slly matter if he comes
as he went in, he will have Gained so le+h! ?S knov’'“no'bhin£ academically maturity, ths^bilijy tXg “Jr * ««•*« j. if only a greater

_ - ® greater self-assurance.



people seem ta forget tnelr past retard ehowe that they Hay* tn feet »p«nt very 
little on education? so, if it's ell that important, why haven't they started 
before?) but there is little chance of them spending the money necessary for thia 
kind of system and yet it seems to me the most obvious solution. Leaving the 
comprehensive school at 15 will prevent it being the colossal size (2000 upward) 
which is the first criticism that is immediately levelled at them. The ease of 
movement from one class to another, when a child is found to be out of his depth 
or simply in a class not suited for his talents, is immediately cased. The, snob 
element disappears once end for all> or am I being too naive? Examinations dis
appear as there is no need to weed out those unsuited for further education, it 
being everyone’s right to go on if he desires, and this in turn frees the teacher 
from the shackles of the examination system that exists at present; he will be 
free to experiment with his classes, to aid them to develop their personalities 
and their own way of living rather than simply stuffing them full of facts that 
are of little use to anyone. The more academic subjects will probably disappear 
until the college of further education is reached. The students will be taught 
about themselves, about their environment", society and its workings, to use their 
own bodies and minds to their fullest capacity; in other words, they will be 
taught to live to the full.

As I stated at the outset, I am in no way a prophet and I am probably comp
letely wrong about future developments; certainly, if the Tories are returned 
this October, I'm going to be proved wrong all the way. However, education is 
something I feel strongly about and I feel that if it is to improve, these are 
the lines it will have to follow; at least, if it is to come up to my idea as 
to what education should do and should provide for the children it is supposed 
to develop or allow to develop. I hope I'm right.

■: ----- -Charles Smith,
**************** its****'***********#******* 

Sia Inir'dnlnvj educating the 

"Mind you, I blame the parents," said the guard gloom- masses 

ily. The parents don’t wallop 'em enough nowadays. Kids do what they like.
Cheeky, too."

te nodded, said 'Um', made gargling noises of assent, end otherwise showed 
our agreement. Or disinclination to start a row on a

"Mods and rockers!" he went on, scornfully. "They want to call out the axw 
and shoot a few of them!

bus.

He rang his bell as if he was giving the order to open fire, and I hastily 
put away the fanzine I had been reading, in case he started on SF fans next

Because when one considers, fandom has a dreadful public image. We are the 
ones that leave a trail of hysterical hotel managers behind us wherever we go 

have been known to flood cities with quote-cards, and hotel-bars with wate^ 
pistols. Grown men among us have wandered the streets in peculiar costumes The 
thie^0’ 'and neighbours of fans cannot understand why there is
this compulsxvo urge to produce baffling fanzines and read lurid magazines. 
,.n/C p f ?heae a^i^iee add up, to outsiders. The allusions on quote-cards 
«nd in fanzines and behind the fancy dress costumes don't mean anythin?. The 
102ic?lSqcoV+ Pb^^0110 c*ub' & tiddleywinks congress or the Chelsea Spelaeo- 
logical Society make sense to John. Q, Public, although they may not interest him 
enough to join. But SF fandom?. Is it any wonder that the Press, baffled, has 

ng since decided that the best was to play fandom is for laughs?
Reporter: "Science fiction. You mean 
Fan: "Not many of us

put away the fanzine I had been readin"

you write it?"

baffled, has

. Some fans take to writing, but they become less fannish »



ne,»VI ’Mmb yau intoin
Fin: "Hardly at all. Ie very rarely talk about it. Few of us have had any 

scientific training, anyway."
Reporter: "Well, are a supporter's, club for the’ professional field?" 
Fan: "Actually, I never reed the magazines nowi"

I honestly believe that a bunch of genuine Martians performing a ritusl 
ceremony to the God of the Canals would not puzzle the average man any more than 
the sight of fandom going through its typical round of activities. The evidence 
for this is that fandom has now been up to its collective tricks long enough for 
some of its members to grow grey hair, and still it has achieved no mess impact 
and shows no sign of ever doing so. Perhaps this is a good thing in a way. If 
ever any ..part of fandom's way of life did catch the public attention, fane might 
becomes as common objects of abuse as the Mods and Rockers.

Suppose, for example, that the light-hearted Hum and Sway gag that took place 
at the Repetercon this year were to catch the public fancy and turn into a full- 
blown religious cult. This could happen, you know. Anyone who remembers Gore 
Vidal's book MESSIAH will agree with this.'The book describes how a crank rel
igion is promoted logn xm as an advertising stunt and finally takes over the world. 
Vidal, by the way, is an American married into the Kennedy family and may be 
presumed to know something about power politics.

Well, as I said, just suppose. Then how long would it be before the Press 
began to print stories of 'orgies in fandom' and link up with all sorts of 
socially-detested activities. Very soon, all those fans who valued their jobs 
or social positions would have to publicly dosown fandom, and move out of it. 
Their places would thereupon be taken by various undesirable characters -who would 
call themselves fans but be interested only in the. orgies.

And similar predictions could be made about practically any other aspect of 
fandom, if it were to make an impact on a large scale. At long last, then, I 
com e round to the subject of this article, namely, education. Education of the 
public in what SF fandom stands for. And immediately the sobering truth is seen. 
First one woulc have .to find out-what it does stand’ for. We hav£ already settled 
what it doesn't. Personally, I am coming to think that fandom would do well to 
capitalise its present baffling effect on the -public and turn itself whole
heartedly into a super-Goon fhow. Let its members deliberately set out to act 
as court jesters to the’nation. I should like to see a fannish chamber-pot on 
top of every new public building, and poli.ticial meetings of every hue enliv
ened by the speaker's trousers falling down. Is it beyond fannish ingenuity to 
adopt Nietsche ' s maxim about pricking swollen one s'" in the belly?

Such a course of action would make us all very unpopular in most quarters, 
but enough people would, I believe, say ’So that's what SF fandom is about’’ 
to gain us sympathy and., an improved public image. If that's what we want, of. 
course. We are zanies already, in many people's opinion. So let's go into 
business.

Alternatively, there's stamp collecting.
-Sid Birchby. J0-5-64
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‘a gqown

What is green and brown, covers several acres, and has soil on top?


