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"Those people take fandom too seriously!" Gregory barked into the phone. This was
of course Gregory Pickersgill, and we were discussing an article in a recent fan-
zine. The problem with Gregory's analysis was that he and I both take fandom
seriously—it is, after all, composed of our social network, our friends, and this
is something to take vary seriously indeed. And so I explained it to Gregory:
"those people" taks their idea of fandom as a field of art in a vacuum too ser-
jously; fandom itself thay take seriously not at all.

The social network in which I find myself so mired is one composed largely of
neonle who write, and what they write about most often is themselvas, each other,
and their passions. To read sach piece, or the body of work of =ach author, as no
more than a discreet work of art or mereiv as the output of some artist would be
to deny the fundamental humanity of the creators of those works. These are people
who reach us fraquently, and who resnond to our writings as w211; tc deny the inter-
relationship we have to zach other, as friends, would be to deny our own humanity.
Yours is not just the meaniraless by-line of some stranaer who writes for the
Sunday newspaper; we write together in a conspiracy of craative friendship that
combinas the cocktail party with the jam session and transcends any distinction
betwaen 'Art' and a society of friends, acquaintances, and lovers.

Each -of us could be writing for money, and most of us who worked to create this
putlication do. Chris Priest told us a story while sitting on our 1livingroom

sofa, and although he surely had commercial work to run through his word-processer,
he nevertheless assented when we asked him to write that story down for us. Dave
Langford is forever sweating out the completion of anothar book or article and the
cost of living, yet he heard our pleas for a contribution, and it came. Patrick
and 1 both ignorad the dictum that time is money and wrote for free when we could
be doing it as, well, prostitutes. The desire to do it for love wins out all the
time. MWe love to write, and more, we love to writc for each other.

And so, we gather our friends together in print as we can't always manage in the
flesh, drawn to cach other across such great distances as we often are. From
Reading, New York, Madison, and London we come to celehbrate yot another creative
act conceived of our friendshis and love. Thase are our friends, talking ahout
tnose great and small things that have gona into makina them who they are, the
paonle we love. Their pieces in this first issue are not 'fannish' in the sense
that thay discuss our little social microcosm in any great detail; and yet, they
aro-very fannish, because they each represent a part of tha 1ife of each author,
the human baing, the fan. '

"oy and 1 have dacided to have..." I scribbhled on my Fanfather Chuch Harris'
clip-board, since he hasn't yet'learned to read my lips, "a fanzine."

"Oh1" he said, relief renlacing an expression of alarm when he saw the last word.
"I was going to say don't name it after mel"

‘3ut of coursa, we already had.
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Patrick
Nielsen
Hayden

"The globa-trotter lives in a smaller world than the peasant.
He is always breathing an air of locality. London is a place,
to be compared to Chicage: Chicago is a piace, to be compared
to Timbuctoo. But Timbuctoo is not a place, since there, at
least, live men who regard it as the universe, and breathe,
not an air of locality, but the winds of the world."

- GK Chesterton
"On Mr. Rudyard Kipling and ifaking the World Small"
Heretics, 1905

Chicago became a place whzn'I was four: when we left it. DBefore that, my
earliest memories are of the world - 2 world of subdivided townhouses lining cracked
streats,; lakefrent beach three blocks in one direction, public library and nursery
school two blocks in the other. Today, the inner city is fashionable; sleel young
professionals compete for apartments cn Fullerton Street, and the corner whers we
bought milk is a gelateria. In 1962, it was just another shabby-gentcel urban
landscape on the way down. Success meant the suburbs. My parents were artists.

For me, it was everything. I learned to read on my mother's lap, progressad tc de-
ceding the jackets of Vanguard folk LPs. The nursery school sent me home after I
spent a day there, curled up in a corner antisocially readiang a book (Have Space Suit,
Wili Travel by Robert A. Heinlein). None of the other kids could read, so why should
I talk to them? What was therz to talk about? My parents took to parking me at the
library instead. When I turnad four I discoverad that the giri next door could read,
too, but we moved. The world collapsed and became places.

Over the next twelve years they multiplied. Throughcut grade school I went to
a different school each year, houncing from neighborhcod to neighborhood in Iowa City,
Tempe Arizona, Portland Oregon, Scottsdzle Arizora, each summer broken up by vast
journeys: Michigan, Washington BC, California, Colorado, Mexicc City on the Nuevo ~
Laredo train. Ia high schcol, st last, life secemed to slow down: three years in the
seme place. Then we left the country. In Toronto, sixteen, just discovering fan-
dem, I never did restart high school. Instead, I left home. WWith my parents’
blessing: they'd gone the overachieving academic routz, then spent years discovering
the limitations of such achievements. So it was Vze la Boheme, go to it: have fun
and don't forget to write.

Actually mostly what I did was hang arnund with fans, work junk jobs, go to
cons.  No worse than cruising fnr burgers, I guess. But it did mean that, on the
verge of passing through one of the few culturaily standard rites of validation I'd



ever been pointed towards (I never dated, didn't grow uo glued to the TV, didn't go
OGut On The Towm until I was an adult, hardly even cruised for burgers, really), I
dropped out. As a result it took me vears to figure out whether I was a grown-up yet.
All I knew was that I was odd: I hadn't fit there, and I didn't really fit here,
aither, but at least no one was throwing me out. Though the older ones were prone

to quiet wry smiles aad the observation that I was certainliy sui generis, all right;
hard to fit. I tried to take this as a compliment. What I really mostly knew was
that I came from Somewherc Else.

Somewhere Else. Where? Arizona, the previous stop? Hardly; I'd been from Some-
whera Else there, too: a city kid in the sukurbs, strange memories of Chicago and the
downtown Portland schools. COregon, then? Iowa? Chicago? Michigan? Wrong again,
and again. If I ever lived in a world, it vanished when I was four; since Ehen S d
always been from Somewhere Else. And kept teing from there: after a year in Toronto
I hit the road for some months, went back to Phoenix for three, returned to Toronto
briefly, stayed in New York for a summer; lived in East Lansing for a year, then
down to Phoenix. again, ran a Worldeon with several others including Teresa Nielsen,
flew to San Francisco with her when it was over, sank down exhausted for several
months, recouped, got married and hauled up to Seattle where we stayed four years,

a record. But always: Somewherc Else.

Somewhere Else is weakness. Somewhere Else is being unsynched, the odd man out:
painfully unique, first day of schocl in a new neighborhood, a new town, forever.
Somewhere Else is fear, and its diffident disguise. . Somewhere Else is feeling not
quite real. Here is the ground of being, immediacy, rootedness, establishment. ©On
this rock. Here is where these children of Timbuctoo hava been all their lives,
shared experience never available to me. Sky, water, roci: they felt the winds of
the world. The bulk of me always Somewhere Else, I mostly saw mud huts. The winds
of memory couldn't be shared. I remained at a loss.

And Somewhere Else is oppression. Internalized. These others must know what
they're doing; I am but a ncophute here. (Not that I ever admitted it. But I knew.
Overabstracted, rootless, intellectual, hike!)

But Somewhere Else is powar, too. ''This so-called norm is arbitrary." "I have
ceen this elsewhere.” "In Volponia, the natives wear baskets over their heads when
courting; here, they strap them around their waists.” '"'There is a better way to do
this." "There are more interesting ways to be.'" Admittedly, this cam grow tiresome
to the people of Timbuctoo. But a reputation for insight, however erratic, beats
being known as a confused screwball any day of the week. "Hcla! I am the Mysterious
Outsider, come to bring zing, pizzazz, and the lore of faraway!'" '"Faraway? You mean
“resno?” "Yea and even further, my son. Listen and I will tell you of the stramge
rites of the Mid-West." :

Eventually one learns. But one never stops suspecting that the Timbuctoonians
have a point. If only they didn't scem sn relieved to cee one go.

Yet Somewhere Else never ends. The time came, the heavens rumbled, the earth
quaked and the wife fell asleep a2 lot. Slowly, inexorably, the continent tilted and
deposited us both in Wew York, one of this country’s two refuges for the incorrigi-
bly Somewhere Else. On Manhattan, everyone is from Somewhere Else, it seems some-—’
times, and most of them =2re going back once they make their pile. Supposedly it's
worse in LA. There, you're expacted to mellow out, Here, at least, it‘s okay to



huddle on your five square feet, trembling with anomie while declaiming your love
for New York. *Can vou believe it? In Seattle, I couldn’t even get a bagel at

four o‘clock in the morning. Here, I can get a bagel at four n'clock in the morning.
Ah, cosmopolitanism. (Whether I ever wanted a bagel at four o'clock in the morning
is a question best left unazked.)

But New York is r=ally for those whose Somewhere EZlse is simple: say, Dubuque.
Fiash, bang, sizzle and blatant upward thrust, it works best on' those who spent their
childhood in otie smaller town, or a succession cof identical suburbs. To this partic-
ular Somewhere Else, though, it's just another place, in fact the culminztion of
most of the other places: all the ones I hated as well.as ail the ones I loved. Much
is made of the claim that New York is not America. Nonsense. New York <s America,
freeze-dried and indigestible without added money. The greatest difference between
New-York and Dubuque is that, in New York, the wrong side of the tracks is anywhere
out of doors, so that lacking a portable concrete pillbex even the residents of
Columbus Avenue must occasionally catch a glimpse c¢f the bag ladies who, in Dubuque,
are kept well out of sight. ' New York, with its brutal but telegenic lcaders,; its
perversz prids in unsubtlety, its politics of pure resentment, jis as American as
West Texas, Tacoma or Dubuque. Kind of brings a lump to your. throat, if you don*t
think about it too hard. ' i ] '

0f course, New York is where Somewhere Else is no disadvantage at all. Is it
a coincidence that all the native New Yorkers we know scemat a loss to figure out
what to do with themselves, while the out-of-towners we . run into all scem, like
us, to 'be intently clawing their way along some sort of Txack? I doubt it. New
Yorkers, the real sort, have come to balieve their own hype too much. They be-
lieve that New York is the world: therefcre, the world is New York. This makes
them depressed. Only those of us from Somewhere Else hava the naivete to. look for
LSetter apartments, more interesting jobs, 311 those impossikle things.

After enough Somewhere Elses, the logistical problems that stump cther pecple
and panic them into dithering seem mild indeed. Pack up all the possessions and
move? Where to? Okay, I'11l have the boxes and strapping tape this afternoon.
Right, fine.

I'm bored with New York:; it's hardly a new Somewhere Else at all, just an
endless repeat of all the old ones, like a threz-minute single being stretched to
twenty minutes live. If I have to carry this much Somewhere Else around Behind
ny face, I might as well carry it someplace where it raally makes a difference.

If you can't get rid of your deformities, make them part of your act.
Overabstracted, rootless, intellectual, let's roek! The Timbuctoonians can have
their world of mud huts: we'll take cur alienation, and become aliens. Aliens
have Weird ‘Powers. Aliens See Things People Don't. Aliens, the best sort, can
pass 2mong Timbuctoonians in disguise and, insinuating themselves up close, utter
Magic Words. ; :

Rootless, we fly.

—Patrick Nielsen Hayden
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o DAVE LANGFORD

It was one of Huxley the Mad Mathematician's parties. Perhaps the one when the
fire extinguisher was placed in his bted and embarrassingly proved to leak. Perhaps
the one after which they played indoor croquet in Martin Hoare's room: it wasn't the
hour of 5am he objected to, but that they were so noisy about hammering the hoops
through his carpet. An Oxford bed-sit the size of a young cathedral (since redevel-
oped into four spacious ‘student flats and a dining hall), it was crammed sardine-
fashion with people, cheap wine, Warren and me.

“I don't see a lot. of talent here,” said my partner in crime, physics practicals
and Lovecraft. Warren aad lately been studving women with the’ abstract intemusity
of Ahab swotting up whales, and with rather scantier success.

As Brownian motion forced us back on to a passing sofa, I found I'd sat by a
dim figure with promisingly long hair. Any social risk was better than hearing, once
again, Warren's General Theory of Where The Talent Was. In a conversatioral gambit
of greats dating B sdid;~'Heddo.” '

“Hello," she said. "I'm glad somebody's sitting down."
“You're well in there, Dave,” said a plaintive voice on my deaf side.

She was called (let us say) Dolores, she was studying English,-and she re-
coiled slightly on discovering I was a low caste physicist. "Dh, I speak English
too,” I said confidently. 'I'mean, I read it. Once upcn a midnight dreary, while
I pondered, weak and weary, over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore...

1'd recently memorized the entirety of 'The Raven” for a bet. God, we were
wild and reckless youths in those days.

“You're not handling this the right way,' whispered Warren.
"Can you remember it all?” said unattainable womanhood, curiously.

I could. I did. We giggled over the sillier bits while Warren appeared to be
taking notes. (Tuesday. Learn "Rime of the Ancient Mariner". Find woman.) One
+hing led to anothner, until I barely heard the thin complaint of "Isn't that a bit
public, Dave?" This being a scething Huxley party, nobody else even noticed.

Dolores, it proved, was an enthusiastic kisser of the Vampirella persuasion.
Yer face crashed into mine like an iceberg impacting the Titanic. Bits of tooth
cnamel flew wide. After the first wave of oral cavalry charges had begun to sub-
gide, I selflessly fetched drinks and took the opportunity to lick all my wounds



except the most disturbing one, which appeared to be on my tongue. This was... well,
different. (My last brush with passion had been when I escorted a lady to the col-
iege ball and, as I took her hand for a dance, she confided a deep-seated phobia
about being so much as touched bv anyone. It was a long, chaste ad ght . )

As I lurched back, juggling leaky paper cups, I realized why Dolores had been
s0 cheered when someone sat by her, and why Warten's infallible whispered strategy
for Getting Her Back To Your Room would be as useless as it was unconvincing (etch-
ings, etc.). Her leg was in plaster, up to the thigh.

After driving her home to Lady Margarzt Hall ccllege I passed a sleepless night.
The throbbing pangs of lust were, unusually, centrad on my upper lip.

"Charnel,' said Warrern in the Nuclear Physics lab. '"You have to have a charnel
stench." 58 R

I consulted the notes. ''We've got two. Including 'Ah! Ah! The smell! The
smell! The charnel stench!’”

We were conducting a serious scilentific experiment, to make the university
computer write HP Lovecraft stories. There was a rich vein of phrases to be
quarried.

" Lumbered on its eldritch course.' Thdt's a good onc. Your 1lip looks
funny, Dave." ' -

“Pardon?" I said unconvinecingly. "And 'a writhing mass of blood-red serpent
forms'.” ; ) :

"1 said your lip looks funnv.... Which story has got the writhing mass of
bhlood-red serpent forms?”

"None of them. It’'s a brilliant pastiche bzsed on the spaghetti bolognese
we had for lumch.”

Warren became very serious, and paused in his thumbing through The Lurking Fear.
‘That's not right. It won't be authentic if you put in things like that.” He stared
at my swollen upper .lipn. I began to suspect the canker of jealousy in his soul when
he also rudely blue-pencilled the snappy Yine "I am the putlic health inspector,
what about this charnel stench?"

Though for weeks I visited ter and drove her to parties, Dolores ani I never
actually succeeded in having a comversation. "I'm very fond of John Donne," she
would say dreamily, and I wculd reply, “Semething sings in mv soul when T contem-
piate thé second law of tharmodynamics.“' Once I tenderly wrote Rutherford's
cquation for the scattering of alpha-particles on that enplastered leg. The mutual
blank stars would be hastily interrupted by a demonstraticm of how all Dolores's.
rent—-up, immobile 2nergy could be directad intc a single white-hot focus—-a trans-
cendent frenzy in which her rather attractive mouth became 2 pitiless machine foxr
converting male faces to hamburger meat.

tfy dentist, listening to an evasive account of how 2 front tooth had beccme
chipped, fell about in unsubtle hysterics. '

Warren, though he dutifully tyved in raw data for the mighty computer program
("Long, greenish-grey tentacles with red sucking mouthsi''), remained distant and
reproachful.

. 6'



I love the seventeenth-century poets,'” said Dolores to the ceiling as she lay
on her bed. 'Come sit here.”

"1 like the nineteenth-century poets,'” I offered, drinking her sherry and fail-
ing again to build intellectual bridges. Nineteenth-century poets, it transpired,
were the pits. My massive 40p investment in Swinburne was to be of ne avail. Trying
again for common literary ground, I described the awesome Lovecraft Program. Dolores,
strangely enough, had never read Lovecraft: T quetad with fervour. “Shricking, slith-
oring, torrential shadows of red viscous madness chasing one another through endless;
ensanguined corridors of purple fulgurous sky...formless phantasms and kaleidoscopic
tutations of a ghoulish, remembered sceney ferests of monstrous overnourished oaks
with ‘serpent roots twisting and sucking unnameable juices from an earth verminous
with millions of cannibal devils; mound-like tentacles groping from underground
nuclei of polypous perversion....”

"Only a computer could churn out rubbish like that,” she sniffed.
“No, that's the real stuff, from 'The Lurking Fear®."”
"My God. Come here znd kiss me.

As.was becoming usual, I didn’'t sleep well that night. Larga tracts of my face
scemed afflicted with terminal radiation burns and about (unlike the rest of me) to
drop off. In the small hours I gloomily browsed through the 40p Swinburne....

By the ravenous teeth that have smitten
Through the kisses that blossom and bud;
By the lips intertwisted and bitten

7411 the foam has a savour of blood;

By the pulse as it rises and falters,

By the hande as they slacken and strain,
I adjure thee, respond from thine altars,
Our Lady of Pain.

These very Lovecraftian cadences were thought sc exciting circa 1866 that they were
Lanned, and defiant Oxford undergraduates marched through the cloisters chanting

such extracts from "Doilores”, and as I tossed on my bed of strange agonies it occurred
to me that those young gentlemen of yore knew bugger all atout the subject.

‘“You look terrible,” my fellow-phvsicists told me. I weakly laughed it off,
with the some reflex that makes one coavey that last night's eighteen pints were
ncthing to one's iron digestion, any pallor and trembTing being ascribable to cholera
picked up from a draughty toilet scat. "No, you look really terrible,"” they said,
and Warren delivered the clincher.

"Your 1lip," he paraphrased, "'is oozing a foetid greenich-yellow ichor. A
hblasphemous ichor. Honest. Frothing in primal slime, RS e

1 dubionusly located a mirror, and fainted. Could one catch lip cancer from
inadequately sterilized English students? The college doctor, persuaded at length
to issue antibiotics, fell about even more painfully than had the dentist.

For a week I lay low, sipping rum and reading the complete works of James Branch
Cabell. Dolores failed to reply to an agonized deathbed letter: my unexpected grin
of relief was properly punished by eldritch cracking sensations and a dribble of



unnameable juices. Presumably she escaped from the plaster ("'Thz heavy white liwbs,
and the cruel Red mouth like a venomous flower' — SF reputations have been founded
on lesser prescience), reverting to a healthy life of hceckey and tennis. I didn't
see her again, and vindictively cannibalizad the poem which called her to mind.
While I convelesced, Warren sat at a telstype and Autifully transcribed “barren de-
lights and unclean', "things monstrous and fruitless,” "the lips of the foam and the
fangs™, etc., without ever noticing their dubious parentage.

The Lovecraft-writing program was a great success, but I'l] spare you its actual

deathless output. Tevm ended; the long summer passed:; autumn was a new Oxford year,
and 1 was induced to feed all the lastst SF group members names into the computer
(¢ grammed this time with an SF generator which combined the literary pretensiomns

@

EE Smith with the tight continuity of AE van Vogt). Several yards of rubbish
ensued, and soon I was accosted by a' bespectaéled lady who said in pained tomes: "I
am not frigidf" '

This is not a usual form of introduction.

Sure enough, random factors had thrown up the immortal SF line, "The frigid
Hazel Saiter was reloading his ultimate weapon.”

"Er,” I said, falling back on the vacation's literary feat (141 stanzas memor-—
ized after an even rasher bet with Huxley the Mad Mathematiciazn). "'Just the place
for a Snark!' the Bellman cried, As he landed his crew with care, Supporting each
man on the top of the tide By a finger entwined in his hair. 'Just the place for a
Snark!{® I have said it twice, That alone should =ncourage the crew. 'Just the place
for & Snapkl’ ¥ have: said i tcathicilaeiie .t

"Can vou remember it all?” said Hazel, curiously.
“"What I tell you three times is true.'

A few months later, despite the protests of my mother (“She’s not black, is she?™),
we were engaged. T owe it all to the nineteenth-century poets.... The wretched
Swinburn, though weird, wrong and anyway preferring the attentions of strict govern-—
a2gsses, will doubtless insist on the last word:

Time turns the old doys to derisiown,

Our loves into corpses Or wWives:

And marriage and death and division

Make barren our lives.

Goodness knows how HP Lovecraft would have put it.

'— Dave Langford
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COMMERCTAL MESSAGE: Get more of the wit and wisdom of Mr. Langford in his TAFF

report, THE TRANSATLANTIC HEARING AID, available from Dave
Langford, 94 London Road, Reading, Berkshire, RG1 5AU, UK, jor a mere £2.25 in-
cluding postage, or £2.00 if you mamage to get one off of him in person. And
worth every penny, you betcha.

END COMMERCIAL MESSAGE
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Christopher
Priest

I only once ever picked up a girl at a dance, but the result was so momentous
that I have often wondered why I never did it again.

I was nineteen, and woriing away from home in 2z small Welsh town called‘Ruthen,
hidden in an unattractive valley in the Clwyd hills. When not actually at_wbrk, I
found that time hung heavy in Ruthin: there was almost no hing to do, beyond get-
ting drunk or setting out in search of girls. BRoth of these activities were J
entered into with adolescent enthusiasm, although only boozing was done with any
real success. Ruthin girls, if there were any, kept well out of sight and were
certainly well out of reach. As the wintry weeks slipped by. even the gormless
middle-aged waitresses in the hotel restaurant started to seem attractive.

Ruthin was a sort of punishment, meced out to the laziest and least comp-
ctent junior staff of the accountancy firm I was being "trained’ by. It is no
coincidence that I was sent on audit to Ruthin every winter from 1959 to 1964.
(In the summer of 1365 my articles of traineeship expired, and I was promptly
sacked.)

During this particular visit to Ruthin I was working with a recent recruit
to the firm: a young lad from North London called Tony. Tony was a year YOunger
than me: he was tall, slim, had cool blue eyes and a shock of fair hair. He had
a distinct eye for the girls, and they for him, but the scarcities of Ruthin would
have tested even Casanova. After a few randily unsuccessful ventures into the
deserted streets, we resigned ourselves to long bored evenings in the bar, brag-
ging about past conquests.

During one of these sessions we fell happily into conversation with Mary,
the prettiest of the hotel receptiorists. Mary, unattainable within her pro-
tective shells of job, formal hotel costume, aloof manner and engagcment ring,
had always resisted our desperate flirting, but off-~duty she was friendly enough.
Vhen she learnt that we were having to spené the coming weekend In Ruthin (the
firm was too mean to pay our faras back to London, except every now and again)
she suggested we could go to the dance in the town hall. e

This is perhaps the place to point out that a central condition of our life
in Ruthin was a kind of juvenile snobbery. We felt we were sophisticated Lon-
doners, accustomed to the metropolitan life, and although we were not choosy
about girls we did feel that some things were benecath our dignity. We had
already heard abcut the dance, but we arrogantly turned up our noses at the
thought of being seen 2t the annual thrash of the Ruthin Young Farmers Asso-
ciation. The news that Mary might be there, though, put it into a different
light.



We spent most of Saturday lounging around, but in the evening we put on our
business suits and headed for the town hall. A local pop group was grinding
amateurishly through Gene Pitney numbers and Shadows instrumentals. We each
paid our two shillings and sixpeunce, and walked in.

Our entrance caused an immediate stir, both in us and in 2veryone else al-
ready there. From our point of view the major revelation was that the hall was
fuil of girls, dozens of them, their existence in Ruthin praviously unsuspected.

A small group of cen huddled defensivelv around 2 makeshift bar at one end of

the room, ostentatiously ignoring the girls, tanking themselves up for a blunder-
ing advance at the end of the evening. They also mcticed us, but pretended not
to. Meanwhile our arrival was causing 2 visible reaction: a rinnle of whispering,
giggling and barely concealed stares passed along the lines of waiting girls.

Feeling very self-coascious, but also rather flattered and encouraged, Tony
and I went to the bar for drinks...and experienced a2 wave of mute hostility from
the men as we did so. We quickly retreated to the dance floor, where we felt
safer.

Aside from the fact we were strangers, it was not hard to work out why we
had caused a stir. Although every girl in the hall was done up tc the nines in
pretty dress, hairdo, make-—up, and 30 on, tha men all appeared to have come
straight from the fields. Several of them were wearing muddy rubber boots, and
most of them were unshaven and wearing their working clothes.' The most smartly
turned out man in sight was a2 bus conductor: he was in full uniform, including
his ticket machine carried on s strap around his neck. Tony and I, by contrast,
were wearing dark suits tailored ir the narrow Italian stylz then f£ashionable,
we had button-down shirts, straight slim ties and trendily peintad shees. In
fact, these were our own usual working clothes, but the way the girls were still
staring at us it scecemed that for once we were in the right jok. I c2me to the
heady realization that we could have the pick of any of them.

Tony apparently felt the same way. We consulted briefly, glancing edgily
back at the bar, from where menacing looks were now coming our way. We quickly
agreed on two zirls we liked the look of--there was no time for character assess-
ment; we based our choices entirely on hoszoms and legs-—-and movad in on them
without delay.

We had a couple of dances, then the four of us decided to get out before
any trouble began. All thoughts of the engaged Mary were entirely abandoned.
We waited nervously whila the girls found their coats, then left. Behind us,
the pop group launched into a hesitant version of Cliff Richard's Living Doll.

For the rest of- the evening, Tony and I got up to no end of innocent
naughtiness in our respective rooms at the hotel. After midnight we all joined
up again and walked the girls back to their homes.

Their names woere Ann and Stephanie. They were seventeen years old, and
although they both came from Ruthin they worked during the weeks in Liverpool,
where they shared a flat. They said they had to return to Liverpool the fol-
lowing evening, and when we told them we were using a rented car they suggested
wa might like toc go with them. They were as keen on us as we were on them, and
they said they wanted tc show us what was going on in Liverpool. They claimed
it was now the most exciting city in Britain, that even London had nothing to
compare with the ''scene’ there.
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Tony and I; still trading on our imagined Londen mystique, felt this was
dubious. : :

“What kind of scene?' we said.

"There are clubs everywhere...the Iron %Gate, the Mardi Gras, the Cavern.
snd the groups! Mave you heard of The Beetles?

Sunpressing our derisive. snorts at such provincialism, we started to expand
on the cosmopolitan wonders of London night-lifc (almost all of which, needless
to say, were entirely unknown to us except by hearsay).' The girls, perhaps sur-
orisingly with hindsight, became very defemsive. Yes, they knew the group's name
sounded silly, but it was spelt with an ‘5', and if we heard them play we would
find they were as good as anything London might have to offer.

i

"They’ve just signed a recording contract with Parlophone,” they said.

We knev Parlophone: that was the label that trought out dance music and
novelty records. We remained unconvinced, but they had a trump card.

Acker Bilk somectimes plays at the Caverm,'' they said.

A silent look passed between Tony and myself. If this was the case then
the Cavern could not be totally beyond credibility. We were both fans of trad
jazz, what we then thought of as the hottest thing in popular music. Pressing
home their advantage, the girls said that the Beatles had just returned from a
long stint in Germany, that they had already released their first single and
were now playing the Cavern every Sunday lunchtime and evening as resident band.
When we at last condescended to try them out, the girls bubbled with excitement,
assuring us that ore day the Beatles would be even morc popular than Adam Faith.
("nd Cliff Richard?" we said as a final test. '"Possibly,” they said.)

On the Sunday afternoon we again smuggled the girls into our hotel rooms
for adolescent groping experiments, and in the early avening set off in our
rented Ford Anglia for Liverpcol. The closer we got to the city the more the
girls' excitement increased. They talked incessantly about the Beatles, calling
the boys in the band by their first names. Tony and I were not at all pleasad
with this: the intimacy with which they related to the band made us wonder just
how well thay actually knew them. They scemed tc be mere interested in the
Beatles than in us. At one point it occurred to me that we had been retained
as unofficial emissaries from London, our onlv function being that we would
carry the message azbout the Beatles hack to the canital. Resentments grew: our
principal interest was in getting the girls to their flat, where it seemed pos-
sible the groping might develsop into something a bit more satisfying. We saw
this expedition to the Cavern as merely a step on the way to what we were really
after.

1 drove the car through thes centre of Liverpool, and Ann directed us to the
warehouse district. Mean streets were closed in by massive Victorian blocks.
Matthew Street, where the Cavern was situated, was a narrow, cebbled alley be-
tween two of these high, ancient warehouses. I drove slowly aleng it, looking
for somewhere to park. Suddznly, Ann, sitting beside me in the front passenger
seat, let out a terrible scream, :

"Stop''the car! Stop the car!"
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I braked at once. Ann wound down the window with frantic haste and yelled
something to two young men walking dowm the alley. They came over to the car
and leaned down by the window. They grinned in at us, cocky and self~confident.
Ann was writhing with excitement, and Staphanie clambered forward from the back
seat. ‘They both seemed to be breathing with a weird raspiug noise. Although
they were only a few inches away from me I couldn't make out a word of anything
that was being said; noise was scmehow generating around us. I saw one of ths
men kiss Ann, and Stephanie thrust herself across Anh tb the window, whera she
too was kissed.

Then Tonv and I ware remembered.
"George...this is Chris, and this is Teny."

We shook hands coldly with this loutish intruder. He stared at us, grin-

ing sardonically. "I like yer suit,” he said, puzzling me considerably. Then
the other one pushed him aside, leaned threough the window and kissed the girls
and shook hands with us. "This is Paul. Chris, Tony...." I revved up the

eneine, wanting to get the girls away from these two buggers who were bargin

g 2 (=] g - = O

in on us. I heard George say, ''See you later, Ann,"” »nd paranoia coursed through
e « :

I drove the car around the Coraner, the girls in a state of shock.
Tony said, "Those your becyfriends, then?"

To our ama2zement, "the cnly response this got was two loud screams, in uni-
son., Eventually one of them gasped, '"Those were the Beatles! THE BEATLES!
George kissed me! I can't believe it! P el A @ OF 1 )

By now distinctly put ocut bv all this, as was I, Teay said, "How about
finding a pub?"

"They'll be playing in a few minutes!”

There was no arguing with this, so we locked up the car and headed back
down Matthew Street, the girls hurrying us on by the hands.

We reached a dark doorway, which was 1it by a failing illuminated sign and
guardad by two monstrous bouncers. We were told the place was full. While the
giris argued I felt a strong vibration coming up through the soles of my shoes,
and I crouched down and touched the damp paving asoones; the music from below
was thudding like a jackhammer beneath the street. Then we were allowed past
the guard. We went through the doorway and down into whht seemed like a hell
of darkness, heat, humidity...and noise. The air was thick with smoke and
sweat, the music crashed off the walls and up the staircase towards us. 1T
gulped for breath as we went down, as if plunging into deep watexr. People stood
or squatted on the sta2ps, and we stumbled past them in the narrow gloom. There
was a small table at the turn of the stairs, and we paid the entrance fees, the
girls signing us in as guests. A second staircase led down intc the cellar
itself, and here we had to push thrcough the crowd to get near the stage. All
the while the girls tugged ue on, determined to be at the front.

The Gavern consisted of three short tunnels under the warchouse, connected
hy occasional bréaks in the brickwork. at the end of the central tunnel was the
stage: a tiny platform about nine or ten feet wide. A few seats for the audience
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were in front of this, but most reople stond up in an untidy crush. There were
no seats in the side tunnels, and these were where people danced, or shouted to
each othar above the music. The place was ocbviously never intendced for human
~ccupation: the curved ceilings were only about nine feet from the floor at
their highest point, and because this was where most people wanted to dance we
were crowded to the edges. Neither Tony nor I could stand erect. There were
very few lights, and no ventilation: condensation literally ran down the ceil=
ings and walls, or dripped on us.

As we arrived the band playing was Gerry aznd the Pacemakers, who were loud
and discordant, the music viclently distorted by the combination of small ampli-
fiers turned up toc high, and the awful accoustics. Tony and I istened critic-
211y, and cast snooty aspersions on their musical ability. '

Ann shrieked zat me, "But they're fab gear!" She realily said this...the
first time I had ever heard tha expression. : : :

After a few songs Gerry finished the set, and another Fand began setting
up their instruments. This was the Re River Stompers, whe played trad ja z.
Tony and I instantly brightened; this was more 'like iti But Ann and Stephanie
would have none of it. They explained that this was merely the interval act,
and so along with about ninety per cent of the rest of the audience we trooped
nut of the Cavern and invaded tha nearest pub. Meanwhilie, the Red Rivers stomped
their way into their lonely evolutionary niche.

Half an hour later we were back in the Cavern. By dint of clever manoeuvr-—
ing, Ann and Stephanic had taken us to the furthest, most airless end of the
right-hand tunnel. We were nc more than three feect awav from the stage, which
was on the other side of one of the gans in the brickwor. I was pressed against
the counter of the place where coats were checked inj the girl who ran this was
leaning out so she could see the stage, her sholder pressing against mine and
her ball of fuzzy red hair making my face itch. A&nn told me she was called
Priscilla White, a Cavern unctable. (A year later, with her hair done differemntly,
Priscilla White became Cilla Rlack.) The crowd was surging to and fro, pushing
against us. Immediately next to my head was one of the main loudspeakers, giving
out loud bangs and buzzes as instruments were connected up. The atmosphere of
excitement and anticipaticn was infectious; Tona and I removed -our ties.

Then, casually and unannounced, the Beatles appeared on stage and when
straight into Sweet Little Sixteen. My head, a few inches from the louaspeaxer,
felt as if it had been clouted with a mailed fist. 1In galvanic response 1 craned
forward to see the group better: they were belting out the music in a way I had
never before kncwn was possible. The sheer aggression, the driving beat, the
explosion of movement and ncise, the fabulouslracketaovit'hit me like a blast
of heat. :

When the number finished the audience began screzming and whistling. One
of the - guitarists stepped forward and bellowed into the microphene, "Sharrupp!!
Miraculously, silence fell. Ann whispered to me, “That's John, he's the--" He
heard her speaking, we were so close to him, and he screamed at har to shut up.
Ann sighed, and pressed her body gratefully against me.

A second number began, cne I didn't recognize. The audience did, and hooted
and whistled enthusiastically. (Later, Ann told me it was the best-selling single
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in Liverpool, and was in the bottom half of the national Top Thirty: Love Me Do.)
Tong Tall Sally followed, in a renewed hlast of fiery rock and roll.

Lemnon dominated evervthing between numbers, but whenever the band was
playing he receded irito: the group identity. Like everyone theres, I was thrilled
and intimidated by Lennoun’s raucous announcements and threats, but when the music
started I stared in a kind cf wild trance at the whole groun. Gerry and the Pace-
makers had bzen loud, raw, chummy and incompetent; the Beatles were about twenty-
five thousand feet higher in the sky. They looked aggressive and uncouth, they
iit cigarettes between numbéers, they abused the audience. But they were also
nighly professional: the songs were well-rehearsed and played, they had a group
inage, they were totally at ease with the audience they so roundly insulted.

They wore white shirts, leather waistccats and trousers, hacled boots., Thay had
their hair combed forward. (Heeled boots! Hair combed forward!) They grinned
at each other as they played, mcved their bodies in time with the music, shook
their heads when they chorussed. The overall effect was to create a feeling such
as I had mever known before: a contradictory blend of fearful resistance to the
intimidating power of their aprearance and music, and the way they made the giris’
zyes glow,..and of warmth and close rapport and identification with what they
seemed,; obscurely. to stand for.

They closed their set with a raunchy, rhythm-and-biues version of The Yellow
kose of Texas, and 2 second rendition of Love Me Do. When it was over we reeled
out into the rainy street, exhausted. deafened, damp with sweat. None of us said
anything. We found the car, drove thc girls to their fiat near Port Sunlight and
parked under a lamppost cpposite the Kelvinator factory. With the steady blue
slare of the necn sign on the factory wall making our skin look pallid, we mauled
the girls half-heartedly for a few minutes, but the music had changed everything.
When the girls went inside without inviting us to join them, neither Tony nor I
really cared. We drove back to Ruthin along the hilly roads, and we talked about
the Beatles. We were hcarse from the smoke and the shouting, but we %ept laughing.

Two days later, our ears still ringing from the evening in the Cavern, we
drove back to Liverpool, picked up the girls and went in search of the Beatles°
We toured several clubs, but it was Tuesday evening and the Reatles weren't
playing anywhere. We settled for tha Swinging Blue Jeans who were playing at
the Mardi Gras, and we sat in the balcony owerlooking the half-empty dance floor,
drinking beer and talking about the Beatles, talking about the Beatles.

It was December 1962,

We never saw the girls again. At the end of the week we returned to London
for the Christmas break. When 1 went back to the London office at the beginning
o»f January, Tony had already been sent to check the accounts of another client.
I was due to return to Ruthin with another hapless junior the following week,
and was wondering how to go abtout a second assault on the Liverpool scene. At
the end of the Friday afterncon, Tonv came into the office to glcx up his pay.
He saw me at my desk and came Qt*albht up to me.

"They've got a new reccrd out,’ he said, no other explanation being neces-
cary. He showed it to me; it was called Please Please Me. We sat and talked
about the Beatles, suddenly as exhilarated as we had been after the Cavern.
Other people came over to find out what was going on, so we told them, the flame
of zeal in cur eyes.
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"The Beatles!" they cried scornfully. ‘What kind of a2 name is that?"
We s2id, lamely, "One day they'll be bigger than Elvis.”
Still they mocked, but we were sure.

I stopped cff at a record store on my way home, and tried to buy a copy of
the new single. The woman in the shep had never heard of it, and when I spelled
the name for her she simply smiled. At a second shop I was more lucky, and carried
the record home, thinking it was the most valuable thirg I had ever possessed. 1
played it as soon as I wes home, prassing my ear against the tiny loudspeaker of
my Dansette portable, trying to recapture the experience in the Cavern. I played
the record again and again, until my father threatened to break it ia half.
Seven weeks later, Please Pleasec Me reached number 1.

Seven months later, as the first wavas of real Beatlcmania. wera sweeping
through the country, Tony died of cancer. I went to his funeral with a group
of people from the office, stood dry-eyed as he was buried. He was still only
cighteen years cld. I had never really known him very well; he had just harpened
to be there at the time, as I had been there for him, and all we had in common
were the Beatles. We had hardly seen each other again before he went into hosp-
itral, but whencver we met we talked abnut the Bzatles, as obsassive in our
admiration as ever. For a time we had sincerely believed we were the cnly two
neople outside Liverpool who knew what was About to break on the world. But even
this had changed: by the time of Tony's death im August everyone was ohsassed
with the Beatles. He and I had simply been there just a few weeks before anyone
else.

T did cry in 1980, when Lennon was killed. I had never known him at all,
act even to shake his hand resentfully through the window of a rented car, but
his death was a personal blow, one I shared with millions of others. Like many

aople my response to the Beatles was entirely personal, but like many of those
same peopla my feelings changed with time: the early proselytization, the amazed
rejoicing as they succeeded beyond rhe wildest of imaginings, the growing sense
~f disillusion as they were adopted by the media, by governments, even by parents,
the sense of betrayal as they succumbed to drugs and the Maharishi, the feelings
of disgust as the businessmen squabbled, the con men moved in, the names were
called, the lawsuits flew =2round...but through it all the marvellous songs, the
unique sound, the candour and the wit. A personal identification with the Beat-
les survived all this, even with Lennon, bombed out on drugs and made pathetic
by Yoko, ending as a sad broken ghost of what he cnce had been. I trace my own
sense of identification right back to the evening in the Cavern, when I had felt
that obscure sense that they stood for scmething.... Fven though they dazzled
my girlfriend and mocked my suit, they were somehow there on my side, saying
things that would never enter my head, living a 1life I could only fantasize -
about, yet managing to speak for me and make me feel I was a part of it all.

it became a truism that the Beatles changed the lives cf a generatiom, but
however trite it is I know that my own life was fundamentally alterad by that
avening in Liverpool. The miracle of the Reatles was that they could invoke

the same transformation in millions, vet leave everyone with a sense of
individual gain. They will never happen again.

—Christopher Priest
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The Big Changes in my life have always stemmed from finding out new things

sbout the world. Finding out how the glaciers. scoured the part of the midwest where

I grew up, and finding out that the ridge visible through our livingroom window marked
the place where a mile-high glacier had paused for a Pleistocenian coffee break helped
to inspire me to major in geography in college. Working off my s&ience requirement
in the least painful mauner had been the original, cowardly motivation for enrolling
in Geography 101, but amazingly, I actually majored ir it more or less because of the
heady, sense-of-wonder sensation that goes with finding out.

I suspect that vou're not really interested in reading about glaciers and their
relation to my career. It was exciting at the time, but it may be one of those
things that you have to experience directly to appreciate.

There have been lots of other 'finding out" episodes in my life, though...
finding out that daddy didn't make up the stories as he went along, but that T
could read those squiggles. Tinding out about Santa Claus, the Easter Bunny, the
Tooth Fairy, and my Guardian Angel. Finding out about dinosaurs, other plianets,
and fandom. Finding out that everyone doesn't believe in God. TFinding out that I
didn't believe in God. Finding out about sex...

 The archetypal experience of "finding out"” is of course the time we find out
about sex. For me it was an exercise in research methodology.

Up to a certain point, mom had given me the necessary informaticn. I was two
years old when my brother Rick was bora and four when Steve arrived. There was no
silly business about cabbage leaves or storks, and the evidence of mom’s coincident-
ally expanding waistline provided prétty convincing corroborative evidence for her
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