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A PLANET MUCH LIKE
EARTH

BY Mae Strelkov

This is the story of a bulldozer in a steamy jungle. It is the
story of myself, born in China, married to a Russian refugee, with
children born in South America.

We live in a particular limbo. The world swirls by and is not
aware of us. This place in the mountains in the heart of South America
still belongs to its pre-Columbian past, although the voices of the
present come over the air-waves nightly, when the sun sinks behind
the high range of Santa Barbara.

That name is but a recent one, dating back to the Spanish Era,
and their Golden Colonial Age. But our valley is timeless, even though
down its centre runs a gravel highway used constantly by timber-
trucks. But they only pass by, and the breath of distant cities is all that
remains in the clouds of smoke from their exhausts. Oh, we're not
forgotten by our rulers in the great cities. We faithfully make the long
journey four times a year to Jujuy town to pay our taxes, so that we
may go on feeling “at home” in this wild and lovely spot. But it isn’t the
“world” that is recognised as a “reality” by most of its inhabitants. It is
however, Earth, but an “Earth” still lovely and unspoiled. Certainly, the
natives have no hesitancy in spoiling what they can, cutting down the
natural jungles and burning what cannot be sold as valuable timber or
good firewood.

We, for our part, are slowly reforesting the portion of land we
now own. Where mere second-growth tangles have taken over on the
nearby slopes, following lumbering done by previous owners years
ago, we've been clearing away that awful tangle and gradually putting
in pine and eucalyptus and other saplings by the thousands. As our
youngest son, Tony, says: “I'd rather work at this than spend my life in
some office! We are far from civilisation, culture, all the entertainments
city -dwellers take for granted. But we have the skies and the bright
sun, we've the roaring gales too and the endless rains of summer. At
times there are avalanches and floods. But the challenges are never
boring.”

| have wondered how far to go in identifying the protagonists.
It's possible that my “characters” will hear about it and recognise
themselves, with their eyes popping and their guns popping also. It's all
very well for weekend travellers to return home and write a book about
Latin America. They can tell what they like; in any case, their memories
of their visit will be blurred by the time they sit down to present their
learned opinions to a trusting public. But | can’'t “go home” to write; | live
hear, among the people I'm writing about.

My possible audience consists of a wide assortment of folks.
My own family, first, and that's tough. They were distressed when
“Mumma” describes them too starkly, for we all need to blur our
memories to be able to live with our past and its grip upon us.

Our kingdom is almost twice the size of Monaco, but its
citizens are the birds and the trees, the reptiles, insects and wild
animals. On its borders, others lurk. Months ago there were rumours
that members of Peru’s Sendero Luminoso were lurking in our
mountains and jungles here, but they never did show up anywhere;
perhaps they were just rumours. The utter peace of this lonely valley
that has become our home seems undisturbed, like some backwater
where the river almost never reaches.

So this is the world that “swirls around us”, here where we
live in the most quite and forgotten of sites, shielded to our west by the
Santa Barbara Range, (perhaps 2,500 metres high, or higher maybe); to
our south by the valley’s own heights where lie the vast domains of El
Fuerte... and beyond it there’s a national park, too far to reach easily
from here, at the every centre of a geological fault, so that severe
earthquakes can occur. To our east just beyond another ridge stretch
the wastes of Chaco, becoming more and more swampy as the great
rivers coming down from Brazil encounter difficulty in emptying their
burdens into the Atlantic Ocean far to the south-east of us here.
Somewhere in the wilds to our east, moreover lies the mysterious
homeland of the Guaranies, now called Paraguay

To our north there are not cities, just some sugar-producing
ingenios employing thousands of peones, so that small thriving towns
cluster around such sites. The brisk north wind, whoever, by the time it
comes roaring across our own piece of land where we are, halfway
up this great valley, is so pure it's a pleasure to have it as our steadiest
wind the whole year through. Gales come from the east or west,
tremendous storms at times, though they likewise can swirl in from all
directions and sometimes uproot huge trees and carry off the
corrugated-iron roofs of humble folk as well. (We too have corrugated
zinc roofs. Moreover we have bought yet more corrugated roofing, but
this time of aluminium, and hope to add more rooms to our little place
gradually, as and when we can.)

Beyond the edge of this most northerly Argentine province,
looms Bolivia, ever remote and mysterious too, from whence comes the
coca leaf that all the natives of this province seem to chew. There too,
as one learns from the occasional newsmagazine in English that
comes our way, attempts to eradiate this coca plant have come to
naught, and once again the force used to accomplish this task (with the
urging and help of the USA) was misspent. Those who have to have
cocaine at any price will continue to provide a steady market, and we
do not lack all those drug-barons of the USA and of Latin America who
will keep such purchasers supplied, at gun’s point where necessary.

What are we doing here? How did we get here in the first
place? With the world so huge, and we such roving folks at heart, how
did we ever settle here at the last?

Perhaps the condors are to blame, up on the high plateau
seven kilometres away from us here in the valley as the bird flies, and
much, much further by a winding steep trail. There they are, forever
circling, and they rule the plunging heights well over a kilometre high. In
fact, the top of our property that ends at the peaks of the Santa Barbara
Ridge must be well over 2,000 metres high. Even 2,500, who knows?
Other peaks around us are shown on the maps as around 2,500 metres
and more.

Our property is seven kilometres long and half a kilometre
wide. Why, | for one haven't yet climbed all the way up to the Plateau of
the Condors, from whence it is certain a stupendous view awaits me
one day. All the way across the central plains of Jujuy Province, and
westwards to the snowy foothills of the Andes, incredibly high!

The people around us have also watched us intently ever
since we arrived to live here nearly twelve years ago. And we in turn
have been intently studying them, since they are to be our neighbours
for the rest of our lives. But one also feels the way Nature watches
us. The way the great birds circle and dip to study us in our valley,
where we are gradually clearing away the giant weeds and thorny
thickets, so as to plant saplings of eucalyptus and pine. Snakes slither
out of sight, and an occasional huge iguana flashes by. A peon swings
his machete at it, perhaps achieves a hit. Proudly, then, he carries the
stricken reptile to his home to carefully remove the beautiful skin - it is
bought by occasional truckers who visit; then they cure the meat and
cook it and have a great feast. “Poor Iguana”, | think, but recognise that
in the forest ecology here, the native peoples have as much right as do
the wild creatures, to live as they do... no fanatic hunters with powerful
guns bother us here, and that's good.)

# # #it

Where to start?
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In July of 1983, | was on my own for that day and heard a
voice shouting at the tranquera. This is a very crudely-made “gate”,
composed simply of long poles stuck each into its own hole in a pair of
posts of ancient arca wood that never decays. It has stood there for
decades already, long before we bought this land.

The voice was harsh and masculine - and impatient. |
dropped my chores and hurried out. A man was leaning down from
his horse...

“Buen dia!” | said hospitably, recognising Moral, our neighbour.

“They are stealing your wood!” he shouted back, leaping off
his horse and coming up to me at the gate.

“Will you come in?”

“l haven't time.” He had a bit of paper fluttering in his fingers.
“Where’s your husband?”

“He drove to San Pedro. He'll be back tonight.”

“A pity. The Forestry Inspector is here, if you husband had
wanted to speak to him. Here, keep this paper to show your husband.
Tell him the timber is on our cancon and the Inspector says he’ll hold
me responsible if it's moved.”

| tried to decipher the scribbled note on the paper. “8 rollos de
quina” it seemed to proclaim.

That's all that's left,” explained Morla. “The rest has been
carted away. How was | to know they'd stolen it from your land? |
can’t be blamed for everything. It's your husband’s responsibility now.“

“Yes, of course,” said I, soothingly. “Who was stealing our
wood?”

He raised his eyes to heaven and shrugged, his hands lifted
palms up, as though offering his innocence to Deity. Rotund and short
of breath, he glared back at me panting. “How can | know?” he said. “I
thought it was from the land next door to yours... but there’s a lawsuit
now over it and neither side will allow the other to take out any timber.
So someone went to complain to the Forestry Authorities in Jujuy town,
and this inspector now announces the wood has been dragged,
obviously, from your property up there... it's not even from the land in
litigation. So the inspector has sealed it with the Forestry Authorities’
seal and threatened to make trouble if it vanishes now.”

“| see,” said |I. But of course | didn't see. | had no idea even
what a rollo was or what quina might be.

“Well, that's all,” Morla said. “You tell your husband. He'll
know what to do.” (Women, obviously in his view, were just for
household and wifely occupations, worthless in any other milieu.)

He leaped back on his horse with a jingling of spurs and a
flapping of the huge leather guards used here by horsemen to protect
their legs and knees when they ride. Off he galloped, cutting a fine
figure in contrast to my own helpless stance, looking after him as he
vanished down the highway.

Back in our new little place, (as yet only three metres by eight
in size, for we’d so far built only the first room of the house that has
been growing ever since then), | kept on with my chores, setting the
house to rights and wondering vaguely what a rollo was and why
people want to steal rollos.

We had hitherto been living in Central Argentina - Cordoba
Province - a wondrously civilised location compared to where we had
now come to dwell, about a thousand kilometres further north, in the
Province of Jujuy, right below Bolivia. Buenos Aires is far, far away.
(We lived there for years...) It's full of “foreigners” - Italians, Spaniards,
Anglo-Argentines, and any other nationality you might name. The
central province of Cordoba, in turn, where we also lived for years, has
a more insular people... the old inhabitants there own vast properties
and are considered to belong to “the best blood of Latin America”,
dating back to early Colonial times.

But here where we are now, everybody looks Indian, chews
coca leaves (unheard of in Cordoba), and - while Spanish in outlook
and speech - they are usually Indian in their stolidity. (By Indian, | mean
of course “native Americans, of pre-Columbian stock”. How | dislike
having to call such natives by the incorrect term “Indian”.)

As an illustration to what it's like here, we brought north with
us two typewriters. Whenever we take one of them for fixing to distant
Jujuy town, they charge a lot, return it “fixed”, and it breaks down

anew, so we take it next just to San Pedro, a hundred kilometres from
where we are now. The mechanic there takes it apart to demonstrate
that there are no new parts put in to replace the faulty springs. The
Jujuy town’s mechanics had just patched up the old springs and cords,
etc “with a lick and a prayer”, and charged as if new spare parts had
been used. Months later, the spare parts for my little Japanese-made
“Brother” being unobtainable, the mechanic in San Pedro offered to use
his own ingenuity to put it into shape. He'd already charged five
"Australes” just to look at it so we expected a bigger bill.

So he fixed it with wirings of his own invention and refused
to charge another centavo. “Just bring me one tomato from your place.”

“We didn’t grow tomatoes this year.” My husband said. “But |
can get some from our neighbours.”

“No! | want only those you grow yourself!”
cheerfully. A really nice and decent man!

The other, heavy-duty, long-carriage machine will be given to
him shortly to fix. He's a dear!

So it goes... Some folks are marvellous but some are real
vivos. We are in Jujuy now. That's why! We must learn to take such
things for granted. For the old traditions of the pre-Columbian natives
have long since been superseded by imported European mores, and the
Quechuan mores, “Don't steal, don't lie, don't be lazy”, have been
replace by another, “Don’t do it unless you can get away with it.”

Of course there are some lovely exceptions. Is it easy to get
away with log-stealing here? Not so easy, but people try and some
have gotten rich in the process. There's a stand of quina on our Ridge,
of the Wild Pigs, just above us to our west, (not the stand of quinafrom
whence those eight rollos came), where much cutting has been done -
hopefully without our knowledge at first - and till recently our next-door
neighbour (whom I'd just better label “Mudwall”) kept inviting possible
buyers up to study it and perhaps take a risk and “buy it cheap” from
him. It is still there, and just today, as | write, a trucker asked us about
it. “l wanted to buy it, when your neighbour offered it to me. So | went
up to look, and from that height looking back down | could clearly see it's
on your land, not his, so | refused. | would like to buy it any day now,
but from you,” he said. We said we’d see if it could be hauled down to
the roadside, one of these days, and placed on sale openly. This
Mudwall is a dear old fellow, the least annoying but most devious of all
of our timber thieves.

Of course, back in July of 1983, we didn’t know what we'd let
ourselves in for when we bought this property, and came to live here.
(The actual purchase had been made almost a year earlier, and our
initial absence from the region had encouraged an all-out endeavour on
the part of every big and little timber-thief in the region, to try to reach a
vast fortune in natural pine and cedar near the very top of the land we’d
acquired.)

It's turning out to be a terrible responsibility, and all we'd
wanted was the portion of the valley, some 15 to 18 hectares of semi-
cleared and fenced-in land along the river-side and with the highway
cutting through it higher up. The jungle-clad mountain-side above it,
came in the bargain; we had to “buy it all”, for there’s a law forbidding
the cutting up of these huge lots for re-sale.

So we’d decided at the first: we'd till the valley land and keep
our horses here. As for the jungles and wilderness above us, we'd let
Nature continue to run her show there in her own way. We were not
timber-men at heart.

It was only when we learned that the poor forests up there
were being nibbled at mercilessly on all sides by furtive timber-thieves,
that we had to go into action and learn our way about in those wilds
also. Wilds containing anta or tapirs, a few leopards, many pumas, all
types of wild creatures, and serpents galore. Also legendary ucumari
(or ucumaru) “semi-human”, whose only ambition, reputedly, is to mate
with passing members of the opposite sex of the (to them) new race of
humans.

“No wonder they all look like ucumarus here!” Vadim laughed
when he heard that tale. In abook on South America’s fauna, however,
aucumari is a very shy Andean bear, a herbivore and harmless.

But we’ve never met one ourselves.

he said
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As Vadim would put it, “We can cope with the descendants
of ucumarus.” (His is a Russian type of superiority complex.)

Our youngest, Tony, is now thirty -six. When he got back
from a month in Mendoza, (by the Andes, where there is another son
and wife and children), | read a bit of an earlier draft of this to him. |
could see a tightening of his features though he said only, “Oh, yes, and
it's all very nice”, so | said,

“Really, Tony, it is you who should be telling the story, now I.”

“The trouble is I'm living the story and have no time to sit
down to tell it.”

“But you could put the action in, better than | - a mere
observer - can. Where | you, this is how such a story would have
begun...

“The first time | encountered the bulldozer was when Metilda
drove up late one night crying wildly, ‘The bulldozer's come and it's
waiting at Palma Sola to be unloaded. Come and help at once! Blase’s
not here’.”

Mattie and Blase (not their real names) are among the chief
characters in this story. | will have to discuss them with great caution...

Well, Tony grinned a tightish grin and said quietly to me, “Yes,
one could have begun the story like that. We got to Palma Sola near
midnight, and of course there was nothing that could be done to get that
enormous bulldozer off of the truck without some sort of a platform on
to which it could be driven. So we just looked and came back again,
and the next day we did get it off - we dug out a place for the truck to
back into with spades, with hither ground at the rear, and we got the
bulldozer off the truck, and then our assistant bulldozer mechanic put
the treads on backwards. We had to take them off and put them back
on properly...”

“And,” | broke in, “the bulldozer got ‘first blood’ out of you right
then, as you worked underneath to fix it. It flung a wrench back at you
and nearly cut your lip in two.”

Tony didn't like of putting it that way. “No, not ‘first blood’,
mother.  (He's a black-belt in karate and likes accuracy when
discussing conflict of any type. In his view bulldozers do not hit back.
In my view they do. And | envisioned the waiting jungles already
resentful that the bulldozer was finally about to arrive.

The bulldozer was in our midst for almost six months, driving
other would-be renters crazy with envy in the process, for to obtain it
in the first place had taken nearly two years of political manoeuvring
and dancing to every tune, on the part of Blase. He'd used us to give
his requests respectability as we came later to recognise. If wewere
part of the scheme, such innocents as ourselves), surely it was all
“honest and above board”.

And if, (people thought), we'd be the victims of some clever
trickery, well, “live and learn”. “Derecho de piso”they call it here. You
pay for the right to have your place, to have a place to stand in, as it
were. (Not easy to translate, that phrase!)

Our two youngest, Sylvia and Tony, shining examples of
innocents brought up to trust God and Life and Everybody (formerly by
silly me), were to be the victims, obviously, as the observers supposed.

As to how a mere bulldozer in use might bilk us, it would
obviously do so by somehow making a road to reach our Forest of
Forever at last, with our cognisance, and yet due to the nebulous
“guesses” made by residents as to boundary lines, we’'d not even know
it when much of our good wood was carried away by neighbours like
Blase and Mdwall, as their wood, when in reality everybody knew it
grew on our land. Only we ourselves, (anxious not to poach on
neighbouring properties), might be fooled, in the interests of “honesty
and fair play”.

The trouble was, just as the bulldozer reached the heights,
land surveyors appeared on the scene, officially appointed to make
certain whose land was whose, and they discovered that all the
surviving “Forest of Forever” (as | have dubbed it) is on our property,
and not on the lands of neighbours. There were loud outcries. As for
ourselves, appointed thus by the fates as the “Guardians of the Cedar
Forest”, (all that's survived till now), it is evidently our task to stand
guard.

How will we manage it? Have we, thus? That is possibly the
kernel of this story. As also is the pang of conscience and the twists
and twinges of “need” tempting us at times to “cut down just one more
tree”, ourselves.

It has been a long and troubling experience... especially for
me, | confess, for | care more than most folks here about trees.... For
me they are like friends... not “things”.

I am the “silly, sentimental Mummy” who recounts the tale.
How | watched our youngest son and daughter coming to terms here
with Life-in-the-raw! How | worried....

## # #

That day in July 1983 right after we first got here, Vadim
returned that evening and settled down to supper and | handed him the
scrap of paper Morla had given me.

He also did not know what '8 rollos de quina” might mean,
and he said to me,

“l stopped at Pedro Viltes to deliver a message somebody
asked me to give him, and there, parked outside on the road, was a
huge truck with a short of trailer - they call it a diablo here (it's just a
platform on two wheels attached to a big timber truck.) And there on
the truck and with the top end on the trailer, was the biggest tree-trunk
I've seen in my life. The lower part was almost as big as the truck.
They hadn’t sawn it into convenient lengths. And as | stared, all the
fellows on the porch who'd been drinking, ran down to cluster around
me and laughed away, studying my face up close. Was it from our
land? What sort of tree was it? How would | know? One could feel
them laughing at my ignorance and helplessness in the situation. So |
just nodded: “Big, isn't it?” and kept on going. What else could one do?”

“Really!” | agreed. The trees of these jungles of Jujuy grow so
huge, | think only the redwoods of California might be compared for
example. Perhaps that is exaggeration, but | do recall my shock and
awe the first time | entered the jungles, while trying to explore, out here.

There, towering above us so loftily, was a ceiling of
whispering foliage casting deep shadows on the undergrowth (tangled
and spiny) below. And there was a strange silence, punctuated by the
occasional cry of a frightened bird; but you felt the forest watching,
waiting... observing you as you pushed your way in. And there were
countless observers.. the noiseless puma,; the band of wild pigs (or
boars), of which two types are said to inhabit these heights, some
deadly; and the huge iguanas - well the list could go on and on. Till now
we were still encountering new-to-us varieties... just as | was ending
an earlier version of this, five white “condors” appeared across the
river to our east, studying us closely.

It is all so lovely, but deadly, also. And then there are the ticks
that reputedly originated in Spain but were brought here to the New
World with the first cows that came over on the Spanish caravels and
galleons. They have found the new environment so pleasant, there are
untold billions now. In winter they shower down like black powder
when you brush against shrubbery, and they burrow all over your flesh
temporarily till they drop off anew to continue their cycle. (Actually, we
kill every one on our flesh with alcohol and iodine.) By summer, only a
few huge ticks survive in the wilds.

The ticks from Spain find humans as palatable as cows. They
also infest our horses and our domestic pets. That is to say, they did
so, till we gradually fended them off our own valley land. It can be
done, by clearing away the brush, by keeping the neighbours’ cows
out, by burning dry branches here and there. Once under control, ticks
cease to be a problem where lands are fenced in and cattle kept out.
Also, each winter, the garapateros, bands of white herons, arrive, and
follow our horses everywhere, picking up any stray tick they can find,
and the horseflies also. (Garapata means "tick”, so their name means
“tick collectors” or “tick controllers”, etc.)

That first year of our stay here, we used to comfort
ourselves (when we kept hearing about timber-thieves on the prowl
and could as yet do nothing about it, for we were still feeling our way);
we reminded each other, “We didn’t come here to work timber on the
hills. We can for the 18 hectares or so valley land. It was all we
wanted. So the horses would have a place, when we had to move
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from Cordoba, and so we” - (the old folks, Vadim and myself) -
“wouldn’t have to spend our last years cooper in or near some big city.”
We'd always loved the wilds, Vadim and I. And Cordoba, for example,
was getting more and more populated.. the wilds there were being
turned into nice little suburbs surrounding ever-growing big towns. (It
had happened earlier in cities like Buenos Aires, Rosario, and a
necklace of towns, so a bus-ride to Buenos Aires from Cordoba took
you through an endless procession of towns and suburbs, merging
gradually into each other, as populations multiplied everywhere.)

- Mae Strelkov

TERRORS FROM THE
CRYPT OF HORRORS

by Andrew Darlington

Midnight. The graveyard.

A huge moon and the twisted reach of a haunted tree. And
two foul skeletons drag her into the gaping mouth of an open grave.
Her blonde hair is thrown back in shocked disarray. Her dress torn so
the low neckline intersects her clearly outlined breasts which heave
and tremble in frantic terror as she screams “No... No! I'm not dead | tell
you - I'M NOT!" The skulls merely grimace horribly, the last scraps of
putrefying flesh dripping from bare bones.

It's shocking! Eerie! This is THE TORMENTED #1. A ten cent
package from July 1954. And it's guaranteed to scare you rigid.

Then there’s TALES FROM THE CRYPT #33 (December 1952).
“Open the cover if you dare!”. Read as “the rotted decayed thing
grinned... reaching outwards! Its flesh crawled with the slime of death!
It's voice rasped like a worn-out gramophone cylinder... the thing closed
its flesh-tattered bony fingers around Howard's wrist...!”

Today our self-appointed moral watchdogs tut-tut as MORTAL
KOMBAT computer kids explode heads, and DOOM players lop off on-
screen limbs.  Tabloids stir up sensation. Politicians advocate
censorship, bans and curbs on the corruption of innocence. The
brutalisation of children. Ten years ago it was Video nasties that
incurred their wrath. TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE and | SPIT ON
YOUR GRAVE. Ten years before that they attacked the corrosive
effect on vulnerable young minds of the SKOOLKIDS ISSUE OF OZ, and
pilloried it at the Old Bailey.

Every age has its bursts of moral outrage aimed at those who
shove and tease at the boundaries of what's considered respectable
and proper. All that changes is the technology carrying the tide of
terrors into the nation’s front room. Even so, the Horror Comics of the
American 1950’s were a special case. There’s probably a higher gore
guotient in the average issue of this week’s 2000 AD, but exactly forty
years ago now - such was the shock-wave of delighted revulsion
among kids, and the outrage of their elders and betters, that within five
years of their birth, they were driven into extinction. A censorial “Code
of Approval” was imposed on comic-books. A code that sanitised, and
survived clear through to the end of the 1960’s.

Launched by Horror-Buff Will Gaines through his “E. C.
Comics” company, his three classic titles - TALES FROM THE CRYPT,
VAULT OF HORROR, and HAUNT OF FEAR, were destined to leave a
lasting imprint in the psyche that you glimpse in Michael Jackson’s video
for “Thriller”. It, too, was censored, deemed too grotesque for peak
TOP OF THE POPS viewing, and exiled to a bleak after-midnight slot. It
also lurks in the movies of George Romero. His THE LIVING DEAD films
reanimate the fiendish walking corpses that Will Gaines’ readers thrilled
to. And they live in the novels of “Hell-Raising” Clive Barker and
Stephen King too. King devotes a long passage of spine-chilled
affection to Gaines’ time-lost oeuvre in his DANSE MACABRE. “In
almost all the weird comics of the ‘50's” he writes, “the women are
seen as slightly over-ripe, enticingly fleshy and sexual, but ultimately
evil, castrating murdering bitches who, like the trapdoor spider, feel an
almost instinctual need to follow intercourse with cannibalism...”

“For 200 years | have lain in the cold embrace of death,
known intimately the blood-chilling secrets of the
supernatural, | am almost about to reveal... | AM THE
MUMMY!”

(BEWARE TERROR TALES #1 - May 1952)
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Dead. But not as we know it.

Death. And what lies beyond it. Silent tombs and monstrous
evils. Things from beyond the grave. Fearful trysts in the
realm of nightmare.

Why Horror? Horror has an eternal fascination because we
all know, deep deep down, in the most secret pit of our fears, that we
will die. Me writing this. You reading it. We are spirits trapped in a
material world. We carry meat bodies around that are subject to decay
and corruption. Bits of us can be crushed and broken, cut off, pierced
and eviscerated. Then we die. Horror flirts with that secret shared
inevitability. And so it touches us all. Edgar Allen Poe. M R James.
Denis Wheatley. H P Lovecraft. Boris Karloff. Peter Cushing. Bela
Lugosi.... Will Gaines.

Read TALES FROM THE CRYPT #23. There's a story here
called “Reflections of Death”, written and drawn by Gaines’' co-
conspirator Al Feldstein. The very air within each frame crackles with
tension. And it speaks directly at the reader. “You. DEAD? You gasp.
You look around! A mirror! You get up. Stagger toward it... and look in!
You scream! You open your rotten, torn, decomposed mouth and
SCREAMII”

Horror. Where did it come from? Max Gaines, father of
young William, published a handful of non-too successful mild-mannered
comic-books through his E. C. (Educational Comics) imprint. But Will
was already into more esoteric stuff. The movies of Bela Lugosi and
Boris Karloff. Radio Horror playlets that were the audio counterparts of
TV's THE TWILIGHT ZONE to come. And pulp magazines such as the
groundbreaking WEIRD TALES with its creepily erotic art by Margaret
Brundage and Hannes Bok. For there were already long-established
traditions of terror that included the 19th Century “Shilling Shockers” and
“Penny Dreadfuls” with work by Poe, Lovecraft and James. But they
were text stories.

Comic-books are for children.

Its the cross-over into that kindergarten of fiction that
outraged social values.

The two worlds first met directly through the intermediary of
“Classics In Pictures”, “Masterpieces Of Literature From The Pens Of
The World’'s Greatest Authors”, “Educational” Fiction in strip form.
Throughout the 1940’s spiritually uplifting (and out of copyright)
picturizations of TREASURE ISLAND, OLIVER TWIST and IVANHOE
appeared. But publishers were quick to note that that the titles that flew
from the newsstands fastest were visual adaptations of DOCTOR
JEKYLL AND MISTER HYDE or FRANKENSTEIN. The covers credit
Robert Louis Stevenson and Mary Shelley. But the artists took their cue
from the movies.

Already the foul stench of embalming fluid was permeating
the News Vendors.

ADVENTURES INTO THE UNKNOWN, dated Fall 1948, is
entered into the grimoires of terror as the first real all-Horror comic-book
while its mix of Werewolf, Ghost and Zombie tales was still wide
enough to later include legitimising “classics” like Horace Walpole’s THE
CASTLE OF OTRANTO. But by then Will Gaines was about to make his
lunge into notoriety. Daddy Max was unexpectedly edited from the
scene when a fatal motorboat accident left his son in charge. But
Max’s loss was Will's gain. Already one of his father’s titles - a
kind of lack-lustre Wonder-Woman cash-in called MOON GIRL, had
become the vehicle for his first foray into the gruesome. The fifth issue
experiments with a back-page shocker called “Zombie Terror”. The
blood-letting had just begun....

Then - in April 1950, the same month and the same year that
EAGLE blasted off with Dan Dare’s debut Space Adventure confronting
the Mekon on Venus, E. C. became “Entertaining Comics”, and launched
its first two crawling nasties, THE CRYPT OF TERROR and VAULT OF
HORROR. The following month Gaines drove a stake through the heart
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of his father’s ailing GUNFIGHTER Cowboy magazine, and revitalised it
as HAUNT OF FEAR. Gaines may have plugged his company into a
“Dying Tradition”, but his deranged Gothic Shockers and tales to shred
your nervous system to a million twitching fibres, were an instant X-
rated hit.

Each of his magazines lead off with a Master (or Cruel
Mistress) of (Satanic) Ceremonies. HAUNT OF FEAR has “The Old
Witch” inset into the garish cover; long nosed, pointed chin, one eye
gleaming malevolently, she cackles “Hee Hee! So you got your grimy
paws on one of your old Man’s dimes, bought my muck-mag, and now
you're hungry for another slime -serving from my cauldron...” Such a
subversive erosion of respect for parental authority combines with the
lure of the “World’'s Weirdest” plots - a strategy calculated to appeal to
rebellious adolescents, and it is an approach shared by the cadaverous
“Crypt Keeper” and “Vault Keeper’. They are the most visible
inducements to sample the macabre feast beyond. And within those
covers each EC issue contains a bloodbath of four complete strip tales,
plus a text story, with a slender life-support of ads and reader’s letters.
And here roam the Living Dead, the Night Spectres, the Demonology, the
Pagan Rites, and the Spirits of the Walking Undead that send tidal
waves of adult outrage through conformist 1950’s middle America.

Will Gaines soon assembled a fine team of accomplices in his
mission to corrupt and deprave gullible youth. EC artists included Jack
Davis, who drew for almost every EC comic -book from 1951 to 1955.
Then there was Johnny Craig, who also wrote the dialogue (richly
spiced with exclamation marks!), and served as editor too. And Graham
Ingels. Half of the plots were cowritten by Gaines and editor Al
Feldstein, often ransacking their memories of old radio and pulp Horror
story ideas, given new visual frameworks lifted from the silver screen.
But there were other inputs too. HAUNT OF FEAR #18 includes a
Feldstein adaptation of Ray Bradbury’s dark Carnival story “Black
Ferris”, a story originally run in its full text incarnation by WEIRD TALES
(May 1948). And issue #26 is completely written by Otto Binder, a S. F.
pioneer who also moonlighted scripts for CAPTAIN MARVEL. But as the
genre opened up, and a contagion of other publishers - Marvel, Ace,
Fawcett and ACG (American Comics Group) rushed in to feed the gore-
hungry, a new generation of perpetrators, including a young Harry
Harrison, were there to take advantage of the situation.

Comics historian Mike Benton, in his richly researched
exercise in creative graverobbing THE ILLUSTRATED HISTORY OF
HORROR COMICS (Taylor Publ -1991), calculates that from EC’s horrific
inception, to the frightful manifestation’s premature burial in 1954, one
hundred new Horror titles emerged with a combination total of 2,400
separate issues! A proliferation that included an inevitable garbage
percentage. But a madhouse of necromantic gems too. THIS
MAGAZINE IS HAUNTED (Summer 1954) features George Evans
daemonic “The Slithering Horror Of Skontong Swamp”. NIGHTMARE #12
has “Horror On The S. S. Malabar”, in which shipwrecked victims
survive by turning to cannibalism. Then there’s WORLDS BEYOND -
“Stories of Weird Adventure, Shocking! Terrifying! Supernatural!”,
BEWARE TERROR TALES, WEIRD TERROR, and other grotesque
incendiaries designed to stretch the credibility gland out of joint.

It's only a matter of time before Big Brother strikes back.

What comics connoisseur Denis Gifford calls “the darker
side of the dime” climaxes in HAUNT OF FEAR #19 (May 1953) with a
story “Foul Play” in which a baseball player is dismembered, and the
game continues using his various body-parts as match accessories:
“see the long strings of pulpy intestines that mark the base lines. See
the two lungs and the liver that indicate the bases, the stomach rosin-
bag, and all the other pieces of equipment that once was Central City’s
star pitcher, Herbie Satten”. Gifford comments wryly that “the words
are stomach-turning enough without the lovingly detailed full-colour
illustrations by Jack Davis” (in THE INTERNATIONAL BOOK OF COMICS
- Hamlyn. 1984). But it wasn't just the unravelling welter of gut that
threatened complete social collapse. A story called “The Orphan” - also
in HAUNT OF FEAR, was brandished as an offending object of disgust
in British Parliament, yet it portrays no explicit violence at all. Instead
“Little Orphan” Lucy begins by making a play for the reader’s sympathy
as Mommy goes to the Electric Chair for murdering Daddy. And poor
Lucy has to go to live with kindly Aunty Kate. It's only in the final frame
that Lucy winks at the reader, explaining that all this “is just the way I'd
HOPED it would work out when | SHOT DADDY from the FRONT
BEDROOM WINDOW with the gun | KNEW was in the NIGHT TABLE, and
went downstairs and put the gun in Mommy’s hand and started the
crying act....”

This is the most dangerous subversion of all. It directly
attacks cherished adult illusions of childhood as a period of innocence.
It undermines the whole wholesome Little Orphan Annie myth head-on
with a sophisticated black humour far in advance of what was
acceptable then, and intimating at issues we’re still coming to terms with
in the 1990’s.

“No... no... it CAN'T be! That NAME he's cutting on the
gravestone... that's MY name! and MY DATE OF
BIRTH! But the DATE OF DEATH... that's TODAY!!!”

(TALES FROM THE CRY PT #1 - October 1950)
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Like the “negroid” rhythms of Rock ‘n’ Roll, parents hate Horror
Comics. They are symptoms of moral decay and degeneracy.
Blueprints for sin, crime, and juvenile delinquency. Proof of unhealthy
preoccupations in the young. But Ike Rock ‘n’ Roll, the kids love ‘em
Much like Video Nasties and Computer Shoot-"Em-Up’.

It was ever thus, and evermore shall be so.

Long before EC's first perverted dream became diseased
flesh “it was thought that “Penny Dreadfulls” were the origin of all
youthful crimes, and parents not only banned them, but - when
discovered, burned them” too (John James Wilson writing in PENNY
DREADFULLS AND PENNY BLOODS). These are sentiments echoed in
the current preoccupation with “Childsplay” and the fascination for
fictions about Hannibal Lector and his reallife Serial Killer counterpart
Ed Gein (who used body parts of his victims - a belt of nipples, and nine
vaginas kept in a shoebox). And in the debate surrounding the killing of
James Bulger. Or the earlier murders committed by pre-teenage Mary
Bell.

Meanwhile, Will Gains personal nemesis was to be an
avenging McCarthyite obsessive called Dr Fredric Wertham. From the
start he campaigned rabidly against the Comic-Book with a fanaticism
that was questionably Freudian. His most complete text - SEDUCTION
OF THE INNOCENTS, was part of a long drawnout guerilla assault
designed to draw parental attention to picture-strip depravity. “The
recent output of Horror Comic Books, a refined - or rather debasedform
of Crime Comic, is especially apt to interfere with children’s sleep” he
argues reasonably. And Mr and Mrs America nod their agreement.
Elsewhere - less rationally, he extends his field of attack. Would you
buy a claim that “Batman and Robin are like a wsh-dream of two
homosexuals living together"?

But, in hearings up to Senate Sub-Committees and U.S.
Senate Investigation level, he was able to point with justification to
chained and tortured hand-maidens of Satan, the living and the undead
taking advantage of the unclothed beauties trapped in garish Comic-
Book frames. Horrors riddled with obscene and lascivious overtones
that, unlike the fleeting cinematic images at the Movie House, could be
lingered over and studied in slow private masturbatory teenage
indulgence. The angry blare of adverse publicity began pricking the
commercial conscience of the billion-dollar
Comic Publishing world.

Gaines did consent to a moderating title change from CRYPT
OF TERROR to the marginally less explicit TALES FROM THE CRYPT. He
even removed a meat cleaver originally impaled into the head of a
walking cadaver on the cover of VAULT OF HORRORS #32. But
beyond that point he cleverly fought his position with verve
and style. Called to testify, a Senator Estes Kefauver demanded “this
(cover) seems to be a man with a bloody axe holding a woman’s head
up, which has been severed from her body. Do you think that’s in good
taste?”

“Yes sir, | do - for the cover of a Horror Comic” responded
Gaines. “A cover in bad taste might be defined as holding the head a
little higher so that the blood could be seen dripping from it"!

But despite his protestations, through a combination of
gathering threat and persistent legal actions the publishers were
eventually forced to adopt a self -censoring voluntary code - before one
was imposed on them. On 23rd October 1954 the first appearance of a
logo announcing “Approved By The Comics Code Authority” marked the
effective end of the Horror Comic. Excess became immediate taboo.
The code unambiguously declares “all scenes of horror, excessive
bloodshed, gory or gruesome crimes, depravity, lust, sadism,
masochism, shall not be permitted”. The U.K. imposed its own
Parliamentary ban around the same time - “The Children and Young
Persons (Harmful Publications) Act” supported by an unlikely alliance
that included Roy Jenkins and Michael Foot.

A genre died. But alegend was born.

They shall rise again.

“ UNKNOWN WORLDS#1 (June 1952), available for just
the standard 10 cents, leads off with photographically

perfect cover-splurge of a blonde fleeing in terror from
the pursuing skeleton, her dressrides high over her thigh,

her cleavage cuts nearly to her navel. The blurb screams
TERROR HORROR! SUSPENSE! Sark Terrifying
Horrors Lie Behind That Closed Door! Will YOU Venture
ToMet THE

UNKNOWN?’

Horror Comics. Were they any good?

They were certainly innovative. Introducing Present-Tense
narrative. And First-Person voice-overs.

Of course on this side of the Atlantic we only got to read them
sporadically, and not necessarily in the correct intended sequence.
They arrived - either at the docks as marine ballast from where they
seeped their way into the neighbourhoods most disreputable
newsagents, or as UK “reprint” editions reduced to a less graphic black
and white format. But collectively the horrific highlights and
unspeakable peaks of evil found in their pages established a style that -
despite suppression, survived - and survives as an influence. As all
devotees of Horror know, that force of evil can't be killed off as easily
as that!

The “Comics Code” remained intact for over a decade, until
the Hippie's acid-frazzled Underground Press again stormed the
ramparts of decency. It was only by the later late-60's that Comics
protagonists like Robert Crumb and Gilbert Shelton began freaking out
picture-strip conventions with generous infusions of sex, drugs, and
Rock ‘n’ Roll. There was SKULL and SLOW DEATH in a mutated zone of
neo-EC look-alikes, and even DR WIRTHAM'S COMIX AND STORIES in an
even more twisted reference to what had gone before. Then came the
virulent detonation of Independent Publishers and the more literary
pretentions of the Graphic Novel which combine to shove comics way
beyond all previous limits. Into areas where psychedelics and Smart
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SECOND CONVENTION

Drugs inform Sci-Fi. But the muckmag spectre of Will Gaines’ dark
obsessions lurk behind them all, often with direct picturized reference to
the OId Witch or the Vault Keeper, or merely a regurgitation of that
1950’s long-banned style.

But this is not the story of one man’s struggle against the
stultifying censorship of small-minded bigots. Just as it's not the story
of one man’s battle to stem the vile tide of corrupting ultra-violence
warping the minds of small children. You and | both know the situation
is far more complex than such patronising simplifications allow. The
1950’s Horror Comics outrage is more one incident in an ongoing conflict
as basic as that between good and evil, a dialogue that's still being
fought out in today’s tabloids, TV Docudramas, Court Rooms - and
Parliaments.

And Will Gaines himself? He moved on. EC produced MAD
MAGAZINE, impaling the establishment not with the switch-blade, but
with mocking satire, and hence birthing a new legend of a different kind.

- Andrew Darlington

AUSTRALIAN SCIENCE FICTION BOOKS IN PRINT IN 1994

This is a A5 booklet published by Graham Stone which lists all
Australian science fiction books in print, related books, a title index,
publishers and addresses, and a chronology of Australian science
fiction, 1848-1994. It is $5 a copy, though you will have to write and
see if that includes postage. Well worth the small amount of cash for
those really interested in SF worldwide.

Published by the Australian Science Fiction Association
GPO Box 4440
Sydney 2001

A HISTORY OF AUSTRALIAN
FANDOM
1935-1963

by Vol Molesworth

CHAPTERFHVE.

In the first quarter of 1953 the Futurian Society of Sydney
was largely occupied with the implementation of the recommendations
of the Futurian Court of Inquiry. The library recovered from the
Australian Fantasy Foundation had to be protected and preserved both
legally and physically. The Society's Constitution had to be amended in
various ways to make certain it would always exercise control over the
library, and the physical tasks of collecting it, cataloguing it, determining
who were and who were not borrowers, and putting it back into
operation, had to be carried out. Finally, at Meeting #187 (23 March
1953) Les. Raethel was elected Librarian, and with the assistance of
Martin and the co-operation of Haddon, the library was put into
operation at the Thursday Night social meetings in April.

Concurrent with this, planning had been proceeding for the
Second Australian Convention, to be held over the weekend May 1-2-3.
Once again circulars were inserted in an issue of ASTOUNDING, and
publicity was obtained in several U.S. and British magazines.
Considerable publicity was also provided by Australian fan magazines.

As a result, 84 people attended the Convention. These
included delegates from Queensland, Victoria, South Australia, Western
Australia, and Tasmania, and from country areas of N.S.W., including
Katoomba, Newcastle, and Woolongong. The Convention began on the
Friday night, May 1. This was attended by about 38 people and proved
a very enjoyable social evening. On Saturday morning a preliminary
rally was held at the Sydney Bridge Club, and in the afternoon the
Convention proper got underway at the G.U.O.O.F. Hall in Castlereagh
St. Here souvenir booklets, copies of S.F. NEWS, VERTICAL HORIZONS
and UGH were distributed, and exhibits shown by the A.S.F.S., the
North Shore Futurian Society, and Futurian Press. Master of
Ceremonies for the afternoon was F.S.S. Director Ken Martin.
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Messages were received from Tom Cockroft, Eric Russell, Frank
Bryning and Harry Brunen.

Speakers were Vol Molesworth (“Science Fiction as a
Development of Modern Literature”), R. D. Nicholson ("The Historical
Development of Science Fiction"), P. Glick and G. R. Meyer ("Science in
Science Fiction") and G. B. Stone ("Fandom”).

Afternoon tea was provided by the Vertical Horizons Group,
headed by Miss Simmons.

On Saturday night, a programme of films was screened by
Don Lawson.

On Sunday morning, an auction of some 200 books and
magazines was conducted by Don Lawson.

The formal business session was held on Sunday afternoon.
A professional stenographer, Miss Woodlands, was hired to take down
reports and motions. Reports were delivered on A.S.F.S. (Stone),
F.S.S. (Molesworth), N.S.F.S. (Veney), Melbourne (Crozier), Brisbane
(Veney), Adelaide (Mrs Moyes), the F.S.S. Library and the Thursday
Night meetings (Raethel), VERTICAL HORIZONS (Miss Simmons),

FORERUNNER (Nicholson) and Auctions and Fims (Lawson). There
was also a report on "Operation Fantast", an international commercial
venture, by David Cohen, about which more will be said later.

During the business session, three motions were carried
unanimously:

1) That a collection of Australian professional and amateur
science fiction publications be despatched to the next US Convention;

2) That a Third Convention be held in Sydney in 1954; and

3) that one person be appointed by the F.S.S. to organise the
Convention.

On Sunday night, a further programme of fims was screened
by Don Lawson.

On the whole, the Convention was a considerable success. It
had accomplished its main aim, to bring together fans from all over
Australia, and to report to them what each section was doing. It was,
however, marred by two factors: very bad weather, and some lack of
organisation.
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EGGETT, GILES, GLICK

FINCH, HEMMING, MELLOR

It had been decided to hold the cocktail party on the Friday
night at Woollahra Golf Club, and 42 tickets had been sold at one guinea
each. At the last minute, it was discovered that the booking had not
been made, and the venue was hastily transferred to the Chiswick
Gardens, at a financial loss. The opening arrangements on both
Saturday and Sunday mornings had also been unsatisfactory.

Reporting on the Convention in a Melbourne fan magazine,
Veney wrote: "The morning session on Saturday was a very dismal
affair. Apparently all the work had been left to Arthur Haddon, and

UNKNOWN & LYELL CRANE

MELLOR, LAURIE GILES, LEGGETT

when he failed to make an appearance the whole Convention came to a
halt."

The matter was discussed at Meeting #189 of the Futurian
Society, held on May 4. The Liaison Officer (Haddon) said he had great
difficulty in communicating with the other members of the Convention
organising Committee. He claimed that the Woollahra Golf Club had been
booked in January, that its manager had said no cash deposit was
necessary to confirm the booking, and that the manager had
subsequently cancelled the booking despite his promise.
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"Communication" is a relation involving two parties, and
Haddon's complaint that committee members failed to get in touch with
him, was also invoked by some of the committee themselves who
claimed Haddon had failed to get in touch with them. It should be
remembered that Haddon had been the last Librarian of the Foundation,
and that during and after its dissolution, he had been personally
antagonistic to several Sydney fans. Whatever the reason, there had
obviously been breakdown of communication among the people given
responsibility for organising the Convention, with the results which
Veney and others hostile to the Futurian Society criticised.

To avoid a recurrence of this, the Society at its 190th meeting
(25 May 1953) appointed Walter Judd as Organiser of the 1954
Convention, with power to co-opt his own committee. He was also
required to submit regular progress reports to the Society. It was
decided that the Third Australian Convention should be held over the
Easter weekend in 1954.

In discussing the financial outcome of the Convention just
held, the question was raised of the 15 pounds which had been
advanced by the Thursday Night "group fund" towards Convention
expenses. Should this be repaid? Molesworth pointed out that the
Futurian Society had organised the Thursday Night meetings and both
Conventions, and if any of those had been a financial failure the Society
would have had to foot the bill. Raethel said he regarded himself as
custodian of the Thursday Night takings and he did not regard the
Futurian Society as being entitled to access to the money.

Throughout the year, Thursday Night meetings had been held
at the Sydney Bridge Club the average attendance being 31, with a
maximum of 46 on May 21. It was seen that if such numbers continued
to attend, larger premises would have to be found. At the same time,
the Futurian Society proper was natified that it would no longer rent the
G.U.O.O.F. board-room for meetings, as the space was required by the
owners. It was decided to look for new premises in which both the
formal Society meetings and the informal Thursday Night gatherings
could be held.

At the 192nd meeting of the Society (28 July 1953) the
following were elected:

Director: W. Molesworth

Vice-Director: P. Burke.
Treasurer: l. Raethel
Secretary: D. Lawson
Asst. Sec: Miss R. Simmons

The Director appointed B. Finch public relations officer, L.
Raethel manager of the Thursday Night social gatherings, and re-
affirmed the appointment of W. Judd as Convention organiser.

Meanwhile, the search for premises had gone on, and an
offer had been received from a Darlinghurst tailor, Mr. Neil Eady, to
make available an attractive clubroom on Monday and Thursday nights
and all day Saturday, for six guineas per week. At a special meeting
(#196) held on October 19 it was unanimously decided by the 18
present to accept this offer.

The rew clubroom at Mcllwraith's Chambers, Taylor Square,
was officially opened on Thursday, December 3, with an attendance of
43. The premises contained a lock-up section for the library, a
kitchenette, notice-boards on the walls, and a number of tables and
chairs. It was gaily painted and modernly furnished.

At the last meeting of the year (#199, held on 23 December
1953) Raethel resigned from his positions as Librarian and Clubroom
Manager because of lack of time. Mrs. Laura Molesworth was elected
Librarian, Miss L. Giles, and Messrs. W. Judd, Brian Finch, Don Lawson,
J. Earls and Alan South had increased membership to 24.

Membership in the Australian Science Fiction Society climbed
steadily throughout 1953. At the end of 1952, Graham Stone had
written off the deficit resulting from running the organisation largely out

of his own pocket, apart from the nominal 5/- per annum subscription.
In March, 1953, this was increased to 10/ per year, which entitled
members to received, post free, copies of Rex Meyers SF REVIEW,
FUTURIAN SOCIETY NEWS and VERTICAL HORIZONS as wel as
A.S.F.S. circulars and newsletters. By the end of 1953, membership
had risen to 150, with members in the A.C.T., six States, and New
Zealand.

Over the weekend, August 89, the First Interstate S.F.
Conference had been held at Albury. It was attended by six Sydney
and five Melbourne fans, with Albury fan John O'Shaughnessy as host.
This conference was very successful because of the enthusiasm of
those attending. Reports were given on various activities in Sydney
and Melbourne, and suggestions made for the 1954 Convention.

Activity in Melbourne grew steadily throughout 1953. The
Melbourne Science Fiction Group, with McGubbin as Chairman enroled
58 members, of whom about 15 turned up each week to the Thursday
Night gatherings at the Oddfellows' Hall, where the library was open for
borrowing, auctions were held and films were shown. Mervyn Binns,
Dick Jennsen, Race Mathews, Leo Harding and lan Crozier formed the
Amateur Fantasy Publicaions of Australia (AFPA) and by pooling their
resources, purchased a duplicator and supplies. The group's
newsletter, which had been produced irregularly by McCubbin, was
taken over, completely remodelled and produced by lan Crozier under
the tite of ETHERLINE.

ETHERLINE appeared in a roneod folded foolscap format,
beginning with 12 pages and growing to 22, fortnightly for the rest of
the year. Containing news, reviews, articles, and occasionally fiction
and verse, ETHERLINE was the best roneo publication ever produced
by an Australian fan. It was also the longestlived, bringing out its 100th
issue 51/2 years later.

Harding and Jennsen produced PERHAPS, a roneod 4to
journal, the first issue (February) containing 28 pages, the second
(May) 48 pages, featuring mainly science fiction. Race Mathews
produced BACCHANALIA, identical in format to PERHAPS, but devoted
to fantasy. The first issue (April) contained 30 pages. Appearing in
alternate  months, the two magazines were intended to be
complimentary. Leo Harding produced a roneod 4to publication entitled
WASTEBASKET, with the editorial slogan: "We print what others throw
out". Bruce Heron and Kevin Wheelahan produced another roneod 4to-
sized journal, QUESTION MARK, bringing the total of AFPA magazines to
five.

During August, discussion were held to place all AFPA
publications on a regular schedule, to avoid overlapping of material and
publication dates. The outcome was that the AFPA was reconstituted,
with Binns, Wheelahan and Crozier full members, McLelland and Heron
associate members. The AFPA would continue to publish ETHERLINE
and QUESTION MARK, the other publications reverting to the care of
their authors.

As the year drew to a close, the steady growth of activities
indicated that a larger clubroom and a permanent home for the library
was needed. Binns suggested that his garage could be converted for
this use. It was decided to advertise in the newspapers for suitable
premises.

In Adelaide, strictly informal meetings were held every second
Sunday at the home of Mrs. Joyce, with an average of 10 fans
attending. The library grew during 1953 to 620 items.

In Brisbane, the pattern of fan growth was the same as it had
been in Sydney and Melbourne. On Saturday, February 14, a meeting
of twelve fans was held at the home of Frank Bryning, including Ted
Butt on a visit from Newcastle. The group decided to meet regularly
each Thursday night at a coffee lounge in Queen St. A library was
started, and Veney began publishing UGH, an irregular 4to roneo
magazine of news and comment.

In Canberra, however, activity was begun on formal lines. On
November 8, the Futurian Society of Canberra held its first meeting, with
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five members joining. Geoffrey R. Bennett was elected Director, and
Peter Jones Secretary-Treasurer. The meeting decided to adopt the
constitution of the F.S.S.

In Sydney, Nicholson had produced the second issue of
FORERUNNER. The cost of the semi-professional magazine, however,
was making its mark: although still excellently prepared, the second
issue contained only 44 pages, as against 80 in the first issue.
Between January and June, 1953, Graham Stone published SCIENCE
FICTION NEWS on a monthly basis. This was a four page newsletter,
printed by photolithography; the first fanzine to present good
photographic illustrations. The seventh issue did not appear until 1954.

* * *

The big event of 1954 was the Third Australian Convention,
which was scheduled to be held over the Easter Weekend (April 16-18)
in Sydney. At the first meeting in 1954 of the sponsoring body, the
Futurian Society of Sydney (#200, held on January 4) a number of
questions were asked about plans for the Convention. As the
Organiser (W. Judd) was not present, and had not been seen for the
past few meetings, it was moved Lawson, seconded Martin, that "a
transcript of part of the proceedings of the meeting be forwarded to Mr.
Judd for his benefit, and if necessary, guidance." The motion was
carried by five votes to four (Finch abstaining).

At the following meeting(8 February 1954) the Director
inquired if the transcript had been sent to Mr. Judd, and was informed
by Asst. Secretary Miss Simmons that it had not. The Director also
asked Secretary Lawson if the agenda for the meeting had been sent to
members at least seven days beforehand. Lawson replied that this had
not been done.

Later on in the meeting, Judd asked what was to be done
when officers of the Society failed to carry out directions - was the
Society just going to accept this, or could something be done to see that
legitimage instructions would be observed? The Director replied that if
an executive officer was not prepared to carry out his duties, he should
not have accepted nomination for election in the first place. He added
that there were two reasons why a fan might seek a seat on the
Executive Council - one, a sincere desire to accept responsibility and
work for fandom; and two, a desire for self-aggrandisement.

Nicholson then moved, seconded Dillon, that the entire
Executive Council be asked to tender their resignations. Nicholson said
the policies of the executive over the prevous six months called for
censsure. He claimed that the executive had "interferred with,
attempted to dominate, control, and bleed of funds, every activity related
to science fiction which Sydney had seen." Nicholson also claimed that
"the Society's veteran members" had "systematically maneoruvered
inexperienced individuals into key positions, then as often as not
caused them humiliation by direct and indirect attacks on their conduct,
and also on their character." Nicholson also criticised the executive for
"laying out what is for this Society an enormous sum of money on a
pathetic little room".

Molesworth said that after hearing Nicholson's explanation of
the import of his motion, he could not remain in the Chair, and asked
Cohen to act as Chairman while the motion was debated.

Stone moved, seconded Judd, the amendment that the Society
should ask for the resignations of the executives individually, and
consider them in turn. "I submit there is no justification for the
impeachment of all of the officers: | have every confidence in some of
them, and do not see why all should be censured because of the
defection of some", he said.

The chairman ruled that Stone's amendment was out of order,
and discussion on the motion proceeded for one hour and ten minutes.
Unfortunately, the debate was not recorded by the Secretary. Finally
the motion was carred 10 in favour, 5 against, Dunk recording a negativ

vote, and Miss Simmons abstaining. Each executive handed in a written
resignation from office, Burke also resigning from the Society.

Of what crimes had the executive been guilty? The key
words in Nicholson's attack are "interference" and "bleeding of funds".
He was referring to the taking-over of the Library of the Society from
the Australian Fantasy Foundation, and the transfer of the Thursday
Night meeting from the Bridge Club to the new clubroom. Perhaps also
some fens had been alarmed by the Society's anxiety that it had not
heard from the Convention organizing committee, and supposed that the
Society intended to "take it over", too. Some members of the executive
had also been critical of fans' failure to support the new clubroom, and
this was resented.

The Society proceeded to elect a new executive, as follows:

Director: V. Molesworth

Vice-Director: W. Judd
Treasurer: L. Raethel
Secretary: B. Finch
Asst. Sec: N. Cohen

The Director then appointed Thurston public relations officer.

In the last section is was mentioned that a former F.S.S.
member, David Cohen, had set up an Australian agency for an
international commercial science fiction organisation, “"Operation
Fantast". This organisation bought and sold books and magazines, and
arranged subscriptions to periodicals. For some months Cohen had
carried on his business at the Society's Thursday Night gatherings.
Cohen was approached by several dissatisfied fans, including
Nicholson, and agreed to pay the ent for a reval Thursday Night
gathering at the Sydney Bridge Club. The breakaway group held its first
meeting on April 1, 1954, and continued to meet on Thursday Nights.

At the 203rd meeting of the Futurian Society, held on April 5,
Purdy moved, seconded Stone, that "the organisers of the recent
walkout be banned from the F.S.S. clubroom.”

Nicholson, who had allowed himself to become unfinancial,
attended the meeting as a visitor. He claimed that six fans had formed
the breakaway group because one of them had been repeatedly
insulted at Taylor Square, and because the North Shore Futurian
Society had "met with every possible hinderance.”

The North Shore Futurian Society had been set up to service
fans on the north side of the harbour: later it had changed this policy
and had gone into open competition with the Futurian Society as a
libary operator. It had set up its library in the F.S.S. clubroom, and had
traded in competition with its host's library only a few feet away. The
clubroom manager had asked the N. Shore Librarian to take down a
large advertising sign and to occupy a position less central in the
clubroom. The N. Shore members then decided to join Cohen's
gathering.

After nearly every member of the Futurian Society had
spoken against Purdy's motion to ban the breakaway group leaders, the
motion was defeated by 10 votes to 2, with three abstentions.

Whatever the justice or injustice of the matter, the fact of the
breakaway movement sounded the deth-knell of the Futurian Society's
new clubroom. It had been opened in the expectancy that at least 60
people would visit it each week, the breakeven cost being 61 visitors at
2/- per head to meet the weekly rental of six guineas. Even before the
breakaway, the average weekly attendance had been only 50, the
breakdown being nine on Mondays, 32 on Thursdays, and nine on
Saturdays. Visits to the clubroom by Dr. Blatt, from the University of
Sydney on February 25, and by U.S. author Robert A. Heinlein on
February 25, had attracted 37 and 58 fans, respectively, but it was
obvious the Society could not continue to run the cluroom without a
subsidy from its annual subscriptions. library income, and other
revenue. With a rival clubroom operating elsewhere in the city, the
breakdown requirement of 61 visitors per week was most unlikely.

APRIL 1995 page 13



The breakaway movement had also been well timed, as the
Third Australian Convention was little for than a fortnight away, and
new fans attracted by it would now find two separate Thursday Night
meetintgs competing for their patronage.

The Convention was the first to be held in fine weather. It
attracted 95 people, including delegates from the A.C.T., Victoria and

Heinlein in clubroom.
Queensland, and from Newcastle, Cessnock and Tamworth in N.S.W.
The Convention began with a "get-together" at Federation Hall, Phillip
Street, Sydney, on Saturday morning, April 17. Displays were erected
by the Convention Committee, the F.S.S. Library, the A.S.F.S., and the
fan publishing group in Melbourne. Fifty-five people attended this
session.

The afternoon session, chaired by Rex Meyer, took the form
of a symposium. Addresses were given by N. Cohen ("Science Fiction
Calvalcade", prepared by Stone), S. Dunk (“The Future of the Machine"),
H. Brunen ("The Future of Man") and V. Molesworth (“The Future of
Culture"). Mrs. Gore and Messrs. Glick and Crane then commented on
the preceding speakers. D. Lawson then spoke on the film as a medium
for science fiction. This session was attended by 66.

On Saturday night, 60 attended a film programme screened by
Lawson.

On the Sunday morning, 37 attended the auction of books and
magazines conducted by B. Purdy.

The business session, held on Sunday afternoon, was
chaired by Molesworth and attended by 48 people. Reports were
presented on the F.S.S. (FInch), Melbourne activities (McCubbin),
Newcastle (Butt), A.S.F.S. (Crane) and N.S.F.S. (Hubble).

In reporting on the A.S.F.S., Crane said it ahd about 180
members and produced a mailing each month. However, as fan groups
were growing up in other cities, the purpose for which the national
organisation had been established had to a considerable extent been
achieved, and the need for the A.S.F.S. to continue in its present form
had become less urgent. In the discussion, Glick suggested that the
F.S.S. should take over the A.S.F.S. and finance it, perhaps wtih help
from Melbourne and other clubs and then appoint Stone to run it, as it
had appointed Judd to run the Convention. Haddon moved, seconded
Bos, that the A.S.F.S. organisers settle or plan a new policy of action,
present it to an F.S.S. meeting, and the course decided on to be notified
throught the usual F.S.S. channels. This was carried unanimously.

It was then moved Haddon, seconded Bos, that the N.S.F.S.
be responsible for the organisation of the 1955 Convention. Haddon
said this would "relieve the F.S.S. of some of its burden" and give the
younger fans a chance to show what they could do. Bos added that

the N.S.F.S. "had the help of some members of the F.S.S. who had left".
After discussion, the motion was carried, 22 in favour, 14 against.

Nicholson then moved that the Convention advise the science
fiction groups in Sydney to settle their differences with regard to the
locale of their separate meetings and that representatives get together
to discuss this. When this was seconded by Glick, the Melbourne

delegation obtained permission to withdraw as it was surely a
domestic matter for Sydney fans. After brief discussion, the
motion was carried by 18 votes to 2.

On Sunday night, a live three-act play, THAT'S THE
WAY IT GOES, written by Norma Hemming, was produced by
Mrs. N. Gore. It was an outstanding success. Two tape-
recorded plays were presented by Molesworth, and three films
screened by Lawson.

At Meeting #204 of the F.S.S. (3 May 1954) Judd
presented his report on the Convention. He said it had achieved
1) greater numbers; 2) greater profits; and 3) less fiction, than
either of the previous two Conventions.

Throughout the weekend, Bill Turnbull and Terry Clarke
had kept two tape recorders running, and the tapes had been
edited by Molesworth into a 50 minute documenary tape. At the
meeting, the tape was unanimously endorsed as the official
precis.

The meeting was then read a letter from Burke, who
complained that an advertisement submitted by him had not been
included in the official Convention handbook. Judd explained
that the ocpy had arrived too late. This explanation was
forwarded by the Society to Burke.

At Meeting #205 (7 June 1954) a constitutional amendment
was proposed that a council of seven be elected annually to carry out
the arraris of the Society. Fifteen members voted for the motion (More
than 50% of those entitled to vote), so the amendment was adopted.

The meeting's attention was then directed to the continuing
financial loss being incurred by the clubroom. It was moved Turnbull,
seconded Bainen, that henceforward the clubroom be opened only on
Monday and Thursday nights. The first step in the ultimate abandonment
of the clubroom had been taken.

Between April 1 (when the breakaway group opened its rival
meeting) and June 26, the average weekly attendence at the Taylor
Square clubroom was 19 on Monday, 20 on Thursday and six on
Saturday - an average total of 45 per week, or an average deficit of
32/- per week.

From the first week in July, 1954, the proprietor (Mr. Eedy)
agreed to charege 4 pounds a week for use of the premises only on
Mondayand Thursday nights, which would require a weekly attendance
of 40 visitors at 2/- per head to break even. In fact, the attendence
book indicates that the average attendance between July 5 and
December 30, 1954, was 9 on Monday and 14 on Thursday - an
average attendence of 23 per week, a weekly deficit of 38/-, a total
loss over the six months of 47-10--0.

During the whole of this period, the breakaway group
continued to meet at the Bridge Club. While no accurate figures are
available, it was reported in August that "every Thursday Night sees a

roll-up of around 20 or sorl Although 2/6 per head was charged, this

was not sufficient to cover rent and supper, and the deficit was made
good by David Cohen from his trading activities. In August, the charge
was raised to 3/6 per head.

In July, the group began publishing a weekly roneod
newsletter, SCANSION. A different editor wrote the contents each
week, the editors during 1954 being Burke, Dillon, Norma Williams, Earls,
Nicholson, Duggan, Haddon and Veney. SCANION quickly gecame a
vehicle for attack on the Futurian Society of Sydney.

1 SCANSION, #7.
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At the Futurian Society's 207th meeting (5 July 1954)
Nicholson entered the Taylor Square premises at 9.25 pm. The Director
declared that the meeting to be in camera, and requested Nicholson to
leave, which he did. At the same meeting Lawson was expelled for

TURNBULL - 3rd CONVENTION

failure to hand over minutes which he had taken while Secretary.

The Executive Council for 1954-55 was elected, with Stone
becoming Director, and McKenna, Purdy, Raethel, South, Thurston, and
Turnbull Councillors.

The minutes of meetigs held in the latter half of 1954 are
handwritten and almost illegible. Only nine members attended the last
meeting of the year, held on November 2. It was reported that the
Treasurer, Raethel, had left Sydney for Ballina, and had taken the
Soc