
         

                                
                                       
This is Prolapse 3, completed in November 2006 after a lapse of only 23 years by Peter Weston, now living at  
53 Wyvern Road, Sutton Coldfield, B74 2PS, UK.   You can send an actual, physical letter to that address if you 
want, but I can be reached a lot more quickly on e-mail at pr.weston@btinternet.com 
While I’m producing some paper copies of this issue, Prolapse is being posted on the efanzines website, courtesy 
of the indefatigable Bill Burns.  For those printing it out, Robert, official paper colour this time is yellow. 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
                              “The old bones creak, the withered hand reaches once more for the  
                                   duplicator handle.   There is no escape!”                   - Malcolm Edwards 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

And straightaway, advanced technology spoils a perfectly good interlineation (or ‘lino’ as we used to call 
them in the Good Old Days).  Somehow an updated version, ‘the withered hand reaches for the printer button’ 
doesn’t have the same resonance.  But then, despite our cover a lot really has changed since the last issue of 
Prolapse.   The previous two numbers were hammered out in the full frenzy of the Birmingham Renaissance, that 
bright summer when all things seemed possible, and were put through APA-B, the newly-formed Brum Group 
Amateur Press Association, something which went on to mutate out of all recognition (but more on that, later). 

Not exactly great issues, maybe, but I was beginning from a cold start and at least they served their purpose 
by bringing me back into contact with fanzine fandom after a previous absence.  And they did attract some very 
good letters.  Unfortunately, before finishing the third issue I was called away rather urgently to run a door-handle 
factory but somehow my file of LoCs has survived all these years, through three house-moves, to be unearthed 
recently at the bottom of a banana-box when I was finally putting my magazine collection back onto shelves.  
Ancient history now, but reading through those letters (from too many friends now deceased) I’m once again 
touched that so many people took the trouble to write, and I feel I owe it to them to publish their words at long last, 
even if a few ‘prompts’ might be needed here and there.   
 
This Strange Bond… 

 
But wouldn’t you just know it, within scant hours of my announcing on the secret wegenheim e-list my 

intention to produce another issue of Prolapse, Malcolm Edwards posted a message to say he had found his file for 
TAPPEN #6:  “I only managed to produce 12 stencils, I see, in December 1983  ... I have no memory of why I 
stopped and never restarted: I assume it was pressure of job and changed home life.  I now feel I should do 
something with this stuff, but I'm not sure what.” 

Marvelling at this continuing Cosmic Jest, I commented, “What is the strange bond that has linked us 
invisibly ever since I invented ‘Malcolm Edwards’ as a pseudonym back in 1966?”   My remark brought forth this 
startling admission from the person we know as ‘Malcolm’: 
 

“Time to confess.  It has all been a brilliant double- bluff.  It was me all the time, but I used ‘Peter Weston 
as a pseudonym because when I discovered fandom I was only eleven and I felt I needed to present myself as an 
adult.  When I reached sixteen I had ‘Peter’ invent ‘Malcolm Edwards’ to prepare the way for my entry into 
fandom four years later.  I persuaded a friend of my dad’s to pretend to be ‘Peter’, and over the years – it’s sad, 
really – he has come to believe that he really is ‘Peter Weston’ and he really did produce all those fanzines.  But 
I’ve been getting a bit pissed-off lately as he keeps going around taking the credit for my book.”
 

By total coincidence, Greg Pickersgill recently put the five ‘Malcolm Edwards’ Vector columns onto his 
web-site (www.gostak.co.uk/bts/index.htm) and Bill also has a link from efanzines.  I’m not sure that the 
columns now have any worth apart from curiosity value, but I will comment that writing them under a pen-name 
was an object lesson in stupidity; how to do a lot of work and get absolutely no egoboo (sorry to embarrass you 
with that, Claire).  This is where the Cosmic Jest comes in; why did I choose that particular name out of an entire 
Universe of possibilities, thus smoothing the way for the one person who was to give me some real competition 
to Speculation in the early seventies?  And then he had the cheek to say he didn’t like my trousers! 

   Special time-travelling issue 
You’re probably getting the idea by now… this issue has a lot of catching-up to do, which means it will 

need to jump about all over the place through Time & Space from 1966 to 1983, and on to the present day.  If 
those letters are going to make any kind of sense there’s necessarily going to be a lot of recapitulation from the 
earlier issues and along the way you’re probably going to hear rather more about my local fandom than you really 
want to know.  But still, if Arnie Katz can do it for Las Vegas, then so can I! 

 



So let’s go back in time to the Birmingham Science Fiction Group in early 1983, just after Rog Peyton 
suckered me out of retirement to take the Chair once again after a decade-long gap.  Little did I know what I was 
in for!  Because the BSFG was in its twelfth year, and to be brutally honest it had gone a bit stale.  For years, 
committees had concentrated almost exclusively on a standard formula – my idea originally, as much as anyone’s 
– for a monthly meeting with a programme item, usually a speaker, and a regular Newsletter, but that was about 
it.  Many members came along, sat through the meetings and went home again without very much social 
interaction and even less interest in the greater world of fandom outside.  It was a classic ‘Circle of Lassitude.’  
Some – a very few – had graduated beyond this, people like Stan Eling, Cathy Easthope, and our new Superfan 
Martin Tudor; others such as Paul Vincent and Tony Berry were hovering on the brink, while much-slighted 
Steve Green was in more-or-less open revolt at what he saw as the fuggheadedness of the BSFG Establishment, 
having gone as far as to form his own, rival, Solihull SF Group. 

 
How to change things for the better?  With a few allies like Chris Suslowicz and Steve (who I quickly 

co-opted onto the committee) we ‘brainstormed’ ideas to try and put a bit of life back into the Group.  What if we 
did a reprint of THE ENCHANTED DUPLICATOR?  A Group fanzine?  Or a Directory of British Fandom?  We 
talked about starting a pen-pal scheme with the Birmingham, Alabama  
fan group.  We voted £100 from the Group Treasury and spent it on a  
BSFG Party at the Glasgow Albacon.  We started to hold fortnightly  
‘informal’ meetings in a city-centre pub, like a more normal fan- 
group.  But the best idea by far was APA-B, born out of dim memories  
of APA-L, the weekly APA run by LASFS in Los Angeles.   

This will really get them jumping, we thought, a team- 
effort that would introduce members to the pleasures of writing and  
publishing, with a ready-made audience on the doorstep.  We announced  
that the  initial ‘mailing’ would be collated  and distributed at the June 
meeting and I set to work on the first Prolapse, my own contribution.   
To crib from that issue, “some new and talented people had joined the  
Group, fans-in-the-making, just looking for the right door to step  
through. This would be my mission; to pass on the spark, like the  
‘Contact’ Fairy in THE ENCHANTED DUPLICATOR.” 

 
I discovered how much I enjoyed pubbing my ish again after all those years, this time writing the whole 

thing myself rather than begging for outside material.  I described my hopes for the Brum Group, how I made my 
very own ‘Shield of Umor’ for the Albacon Fancy-Dress Parade, and how it was met with near-total 
incomprehension.  I wrote about a mildly disastrous business trip to America with an announcement from the 
pilot, “There’s something wrong with the engines.”  And I hardly mentioned those two words, “science fiction.” 

 
Well, the APA experiment worked, and the first few ‘mailings’ created a lot of excitement, as William 

McCabe describes elsewhere in this issue.  The next project was a Summer Barbecue, an ambitious coach-trip 
taking over forty members (and some visiting Swedish fans) to a site we’d scouted-out in the Malvern Hills, 
some 45 miles from the city.  Several of us spent all day making careful preparations, another big team-effort to 
provide the vast quantities of food, drink and utensils required… and the whole thing went sour because of the 
unpleasantness caused by a trouble-maker, the Scotsman Ian Hastie, and his crony, Simon Norburn. 

I was pretty angry about the way this turned out, and after we unloaded the coach I went back with Steve 
and Paul Vincent to Martin’s bed-sit in Washwood Heath to let off steam.  And there, in the small-hours of the 
morning, Martin showed me a LoC on his fanzine that he’d just received from someone he’d never heard of 
called ‘Michael Ashley’.  “Look at this,” said Martin, “It’s a real KTF letter!” 

It certainly was, dripping with venom from the opening, “I presume you call your various issues Empties 
on the basis there’s nothing in them,” through various sneers about “mutual masturbation” to an ending of 
calculated poison.  To someone as eager-to-please as lovable Martin Tudor! 
  

What IS the matter with these people?  Why do some individuals set out to pick fault, to spoil and 
destroy?  I felt quite strongly about all this and at 3.00 a.m. started to write it up at some length for the second 
Prolapse, unfortunately confusing the ‘nasty’ Mike Ashley with a much more lovable avatar I’d known from a 
previous incarnation, as everyone joyfully rushed to point out afterwards.  (Maybe that’s the secret of getting a 
good response – make an obvious mistake in your fanzine and the whole world will write to tell you about it!) 
 Which brings me neatly back to those LoCs on Prolapse-2, most of which were sympathetic about our 
troubles.  However, one letter in particular (from Joseph Nicholas) exerted an awful fascination, with a view of 
the world so markedly different from my own that I wrote straight back for further clarification.  Fortunately I 
kept this correspondence, so take a deep breath and let’s plunge into the world of British fandom, circa 1983. 

 

 

I know I look ridiculous but 
it’s in a very good cause! 



I’d never previously had a great deal to do with Joseph Nicholas, our paths had rarely crossed, but in a 
letter to the BSFG Newsletter he seems to have been somewhat less than impressed with my first 
Prolapse.  For the second issue I snipped a quote from his letter for an interlineation, exactly like the 
one below, which resulted in the following correspondence (trimmed slightly for brevity) giving some 
interesting perspectives on 1980s fandom. 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
                                    “Grow up, man, for God’s sake! – Joseph Nicholas, BSFG Newsletter 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

Happy Slapping-down? 
The Joseph Nicholas Letters 
 
 
18 August 1983 
Dear Peter, 
 

“Thanks for Prolapse-2.  I see from its back cover that we’ve been sent it because I’m mentioned in it; 
this must be the first time in fanzine history that an out-of-context quote has been considered as a ‘mention’.  And 
an inaccurate out-of-context quote to boot; you want to pay careful attention to the punctuation next time, and 
perhaps bear in mind that as a general rule I very rarely use exclamation marks in anything I write. 
 

“Oh dear, I’m perhaps beginning to sound like Michael Ashley, whose letter to Martin Tudor seems to 
have offended you.  Well, your comments on the matter don’t exactly make you out to be the soul of tolerance 
and wit, but… oh God, I hardly know where to begin, how to break the news to you.  Everyone who read that bit 
must have felt (at least) some faint stir of amusement at your ignorance, because… there are in fact two Michael 
Ashleys.  One is the boring simple-minded cretin you describe, addicted to the production of meaningless 
checklists of, say, Ten Recent Lithuanian Authors Who Wrote Stories About Computers (or Comets, or Barnacles 
from Mars, or Giant Intelligent Vegetables Who Built Stonehenge, or whatever).  While the other is in his early 
twenties, has been around on the fringes of fanzine fandom for the past three or four years, and reckons we’re all 
a bunch of posy middle-class wankers addicted to nostalgia and fakery, who should be liquidated by the organs of 
internal state security without further delay. (Or something like that). I do not see how you could possibly have 
mistaken one for the other, unless of course you just didn’t know…   
 

“Well, enough of this shit-kicking stuff; one can only go so far up someone’s nose before one has to 
crawl back down again…  The trouble with a fanzine like Prolapse (which is why neither Judith nor I got around 
to responding to the first issue) is that it doesn’t exactly sparkle with tempting comment hooks – not, I hasten to 
add, that this is the fault of your writing, but I think it has more than a little to do with your contents.  What, after 
all, can one say in response to an account of some unpleasantness at a summer barbecue, unless one has a similar 
anecdote of one’s own to offer?  Which I don’t… which perhaps means that I lead a rather boring life, but then I 
guess that’s just tough on me.” 
 
21 August 1983 
Dear Joseph, 
 

“Yes, I didn’t know there were two ‘Mike Ashleys’, and I can’t really see any way I could have 
discovered that fact; I commented to Steve Green, Martin Tudor, and Paul Vincent on the amazing difference 
between that letter and the MA I used to know, but of course all three are recent fans, and they just didn’t 
remember the ‘old’ Ashley.  And I’ve not been involved with fanzine fandom since the mid-seventies. It’s a 
perfect example of a generation gap – unless someone has been continuously active from around 1973 to 1983, 
they wouldn’t have spotted the emergence of this doppelganger. 

“I’m relieved, actually, because otherwise I’d have suspected the “good” Ashley had gone really sour, or 
had been taken over by some Evial Telepathic Mutant or something.  And isn’t life funny – the day after I’d 
posted the ‘outside’ copies of Prolapse I received Terry Hill’s latest Microwave, which mentioned the existence 
of the two Ashleys.  Just one day too late!  Unfortunately, people will be so anxious to correct my 
misapprehension that they will miss the point of the article, as you appear to have done.  Which is, ‘Is it really 
right to throw gratuitous insults?’  Although you do make an inadvertent contribution to this debate when you 
write, “the boring, simple-minded cretin you describe.”  Now, Joseph, come on – I mean, unless the ‘real’ Ashley 
has done you some wrong, surely that’s a bit strong, a bit hurtful, to someone who Arthur Thomson calls “a keen 
and conscientious fan on the receiving end”?  I wasn’t really thinking about you when I wrote about people who  



deliberately set out to wound – as you know we’ve never really crossed swords.  And I’ve actually had a 
sneaking admiration for the way you doggedly hold your corner against all challengers, year after year – but 
maybe the cap fits? 
 

“Something else surprised me, your reaction to my little lino on the first page.  Surely the whole point of 
interlineations is that they are ‘out of context’?  By clever and judicious use of linos, a good editor can actually 
synthesise an entirely new context for them by allowing such comments to highlight or make a point about the 
surrounding material.  I’m not that good, of course, but I know the theory.  Also, as happened on this occasion, 
I’m usually very short of suitable snippets.  Why did I use your comment?  Well, it was about 11.30pm last 
Tuesday evening, and I’d written my opening two paragraphs straight onto stencil.  Then I sat and scratched my 
head – I just couldn’t find a suitable interlineation.  I rummaged through all my recent post, without success, then 
in desperation flicked through the latest BSFG Newsletter.  And there it was, perfect, something which seemed to 
add a little irony to my immediately-preceding remarks; I’d been acting Old & Tired, and then you’re saying 
‘Grow Up.’ That’s really why I used it, with no particular desire to ‘get at you’ with that quote. And naturally, in 
fandom a ‘mention’ is wherever your name appears – I thought that was a pretty basic ground rule.” 
 
24 August 1983 
Dear Peter, 
 

“Is it right to throw gratuitous insults?” you wonder.  That depends.  The difference between us – and by 
‘us’ I mean not specifically you and I, but the fannish generations we might be said to represent – is the 
difference between the overall tenor of the fandoms in which we ‘came of age’.  You, after all, are a product of 
the sixties, while I am a product of the seventies, and it would be idiotic to claim there are no differences between 
the two decades, that just because we are both fans we have exactly the same outlooks and attitudes.  I assume 
you agree with that, at least – and this is probably why you reject the casual brutality that characterised a certain 
portion of fandom in the middle seventies as alien to the ethos that moulded you, while I reject as alien what I see 
as the awful blandness and sometimes downright hypocrisy of the ‘if you can’t say something nice, don’t say 
anything at all’ school of thought. 
 

“But in upholding the right for anyone to say what they like about whoever they like in whatever fashion 
they like, I do draw some sort of distinction between – to phrase it as generally as possible – the insult intended to 
wound as much as possible, and the insult intended to amuse.  The latter is acceptable, part of the normal give- 
and-take of the fannish round, while the former is not.  Arthur Thomson – and, since you quote him with such 
apparent approval, no doubt you, too – may consider both types equally offensive, equally indefensible, but I 
happen to believe such coddling as he seems to be pushing does more harm than good; it treats fans as children 
who have to be insulated from the harsh realities of the outside world, and, if ladled too liberally over them, can 
leave them incapable of dealing with the knocks it routinely hands out.   
 

“So when I describe the checklist-producing Mike Ashley as a ‘boring, simple-minded cretin,’ I’m not 
out to do him down, not by any means; I’m just poking what I see as a bit of legitimate fun at him (and passing 
comment on the worthlessness – or so it strikes me – of his activities into the bargain).  Should he choose to rely 
with an insult of similar mildness I shall take no offence, for it would be (to re-use an earlier phrase) no more 
than the natural give-and-take of the fannish round. 
 

“As to the interlineations business; I still don’t think that a mere quote counts as a ‘mention’, particularly 
when it isn’t part of something larger and is so out of context.  While I’m aware of the theory of interlineations, I 
find it substantially less than persuasive.  Fucking witless, in fact.  Never mind that any remark which can so 
easily be lifted from its original context and given a new one probably doesn’t have all that much going for it 
anyway.”  
 
29th October, 2006 
Dear Joseph 
 

Well, I didn’t reply to your second letter but it seemed to me then (and still does now) to present a rather 
terrifying picture of 70s & 80s British fandom.  No wonder I felt a bit alienated at the time.  It sounds a harsh sort 
of world, where insults are hurled for no reason and innocents are routinely humiliated for “fun”.  To me it seems 
the verbal equivalent of modern-day, so-called ‘happy slapping’, where passers-by are liable to be attacked for no 
particular reason except “to amuse” the perpetrator.  However, I do appreciate that you wrote these letters a long 
time ago, and the entire correspondence now may have no relevance whatsoever to the kindly, mellow, current-
model Joseph Nicholas of 2006.    //                                                                                                                                          
 

 



THE MELTING POT 
Or, in hot water again! 
(Editorial stuff in italics, like this) 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
BOB SHAW, 90 Albert Road, Grappenhall, Warrington, Cheshire, WA4 2PG. 
20 August 1983 
 
Dear Pete, 
 “You know, reading your piece about the barbecue gave me a feeling like an elder god sitting up there on 
Olympus, ruefully shaking his head as he watches the mere mortals down below get themselves into trouble.  It 
was a beautiful feeling, and I’m grateful to you for it. 
 “I went through all your preparations with interest and admiration for the effort that was being put in.  I 
noted your inventory of the booze supply and suppressed a twinge of thirst because I love drinking beer in the 
open air.  Then I came to the phrase “30-odd BSFG members” and – this is honest to God – I immediately 
thought, ‘Oh dear, there’s going to be trouble over the drinks supply.’ 
 “So I read on with heavy heart and cringed at all the Hastie words that were spoken. Diplomacy doesn’t 
seem to be one of his strong points, but, my dear friend Pete, you should have taken professional advice.  Why 
didn’t you ring me?  When a group of more than 30 fans get together for an evening, a reserve of 55 pints of beer 
is quite inadequate. (The extra cans you had set aside for the bus journey would only have been enough to rinse 
the dust off the boozers’ taste buds and get them ready for a proper drink.)  I know that some people in any group 
will drink practically nothing, which ought to things better for those who like their tipple, but the effect is always 
imperceptible. 

“Learn from your experience in the Malverns! Next time you organise an outing like that, keep your prices 
down and cover only transport and food – and make it clear that everyone brings their own drinks. The people who 
don’t drink will be happy because they won’t be subsidising the boozers.  The people who prefer other drinks – 
remember how popular white wine has become – will be happy.  And the boozers will be happy. At least, if  
they aren’t, they’ll only have themselves to blame. 

 “In the next lesson I will give you my views on how to organise  
a science fiction convention. 

PS: “Looking back over what I have written above, I see that I may have 
given the impression of being on Ian Hastie’s side.  This is not so.  If you allow, 
say, £2 for the cost of an 80-mile round trip with food thrown in (a bargain) that 
leaves £2 for beer.  That is just enough to buy three pints, so you were actually 
providing him with more than his share.  He had a hell of a nerve expecting to be 
kept in beer for an evening for a couple of quid.  Some people I know would 
have ejected him from the bus for his behaviour.                                           

“What was so funny in your account for the outside observer was the gulf 
of total incomprehension between your viewpoint and his.  And the really priceless 
bit was where he enquired about the stock of beer and you, in the belief that you 
were being reassuring, said ‘Don’t worry, there’s one each.’  To a toper who was 
concerned about his supplies that could have been enough to bring on an attack 
of apoplexy.  I haven’t read anything so funny since LUCKY JIM, and I intend 
to steal the scene and work it into my next comic novel.” 
 
Well I don’t know, Bob, we did have a total of 105 pints, plus cider, soft drinks and so on.  And I was being 
sarcastic, not reassuring; Ian Hastie was causing trouble before we’d even got out of the city and I was already 
pretty fed-up with him at that point. Despite his depredations we still ended the evening with far more beer than the 
rest of us could drink. But the whole point of the barbecue was that it should have been a fine fannish occasion, a 
‘fellowship event’ (to borrow a phrase from Rotary). If the wreckers hadn’t wanted to participate, why did they 
come along in the first place?   
 
 

‘Stuff the fine fannish 
occasion, I just want to 

get ratted!’ 

Photo;  
Catherine 
Pickersgill 







 
 
There’s no doubt that APA-B was a success, a great way to encourage more involvement between 
members of the BSFG.  The idea of having our own, local APA took off like wildfire, even among people 
who’d never tried their hand at any sort of fanzine work before.  I managed to put something into each of 
the first three monthly ‘mailings’ and had clever ideas for Prolapse covers worked out in my head for 
months to come.  But I was overtaken by events in the real world and had to abandon APA-B.  What 
happened next was always a mystery to me, until … zip forward to 2006…  at a recent Group meeting I 
was delighted to find that someone had kept a diary, at least to 1989.  William McCabe was a newcomer, 
back in 1983, and while he gets a few things wrong I was charmed by his honest and revealing account of 
how things seemed to an outsider, looking in.  Forgive me, but I can’t resist adding a few foot-notes. 
 

 
 
Whatever happened to APA-B? 
Or, William McCabe meets the Brum Group 
 
 
 
 
 
Preamble 

Sometime around the beginning of the 80s I was looking for something new to do about my lack of a social 
life. Rock shows were fine but it was rare that I talked to anyone, even at the smaller gigs in local pubs where the 
rest of the audience seemed to be composed of the workmates and families of the band.  Theatre and Cinema were 
a great escape but there was little interaction.  I never felt that I really managed to fit in at the pubs I went to. 

I found a listing in the What’s On guide.  I don’t remember too much of what it said but it had something to 
do with Science Fiction.  This was promising. I knew what that was. I’d seen some of the movies, read some of the 
books.  I could probably fake it.  It was in a room above a bar so there couldn’t be a whole lot to it.  There wasn’t.  
They had a guest speaker and an audience of about 20 or 30.  I tried talking to people but, although they were 
polite, they didn’t seem to care.  This was only my first try. I shouldn’t expect that much this quickly.  I would try 
again.  

Something must have seemed better because, within a couple of months, I paid the membership fee. 1983 
was the year that the group decided to “get more in touch with fandom”.  There are stories that this came about 
because the group chairman (Pete Weston) had suggested that Novacon should try to make large (£500) profits to 
subsidise the group/ be run exclusively by local people. The backlash from this was apparent at the January AGM.  
There were rumours that Novacon would split from the BSFG.  So the BSFG came up with the ‘fannish’ projects 
idea. * 

It meant that there would be all kinds of ‘projects’ for people to join in with. At least, it should have done.  
I was just trying to get “in touch” with the group.  Although it seemed to me that everyone knew each other, I was 
seeing this from an outsider’s perspective.  I thought that I could get in to this group by joining in on one or other 
of their projects. I had already failed to find the garage where they assembled their float for the Lord Mayor’s show 
the previous year. Maybe I should have called up first. 
__________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
* No, No, No! (sigh). William, you have it exactly 180 degrees wrong!  The BSFG had been taking Novacon 
profits for years and – while there was nothing particularly wrong with that – by the time I took over the Chair the 
Brum Group was deeply unpopular among large parts of fandom because we were perceived as doing nothing very 
positive with the money. I was trying to change all that, by ‘putting something back into fandom’ and by balancing 
our books so the group paid for itself.  As for Novacon, it was always meant to be run by locals, but by the time I 
took over as chairman, the incumbent committee (who had already been appointed the previous November) were 
seemingly determined to cast themselves loose from the Group’s control.  You obviously didn’t realise that I was 
fighting several different rearguard actions at the same time, while trying to nudge the Group into a different path, 
one that would pull it together and bring it more into contact with the fannish mainstream. 

 
 





 
 
With the growing distance between the APA and the BSFG, one of the things that would have to change 

was the name. APA-B was an obvious reference to the group and it would have to go.  A contribution at this time 
from Administrator Cath Easthope includes the following reply to my earlier comment; 
 
  “When talking about Martin Tudor, you referred to APA-B as the ‘organisation.’  I like it, it sounds slightly 
disreputable, as if it were a mafia front company or something.  What do you think of ‘The Organisation’ as the 
new name for the APA?  Does anyone have any other ideas?” 
 

I don’t think anyone had actually thought of a new name before then.  I hadn’t thought of it as a name 
when I wrote it.  Either way, although it took a while, the new name caught on.  Other changes were coming 
through.  Cath had been ill a lot around this time and frequently didn’t show up for the collation meetings. Eunice 
Pearson, as deputy, had been doing the job of administrator.  In August, Eunice announced that, in the absence of 
any other offers, she would now be taking over the job properly.  Strangely enough, the previous month Joy 
Hibbert had proposed an election for the post and said she would stand.  It’s probably a good thing that this offer 
was ignored at the time.  Joy was one of the few members that lived outside of Birmingham and had yet to make it 
to any of the collation meetings (a.k.a. the MiSFiTs).  Even worse, this would probably have meant a premature 
break with the BSFG.  They were already complaining about costs and this would mean every mailing being posted 
out.  Eunice started an advertising campaign.  There should have been ads in Locus and Ansible and there was a 
whole page in the Novacon-14 Programme book. 
 

1985 
The membership of the APA is moving away from the BSFG.  There are new members from Southend, 

Sheffield and Suffolk.  Within a couple of months, half the members are from outside the Birmingham area.  
People start to complain about having to be BSFG members to be members of the APA.  BSFG membership is five 
pounds per year at this time and the ‘benefits’ are a discount on the price of admission at meetings – something 
those who live outside the area don’t use – and a monthly Newsletter that no-one seems to think worth the trouble.  
An early poll on leaving the BSFG gets little response and the results are open to interpretation.  Although most of 
the votes cast are in favour of leaving, non-votes are taken as a vote for the status quo, in which case the vote is to 
stay. 

Martin Tudor re-surfaces in June – his only appearance that year –  
with an explanation of the BSFG committee’s view of the APA.  According    
to him, the committee has gone from enthusiastic incompetence under  
Peter Weston to general apathy under Rog Peyton.  They are willing to 
pay the expenses for the APA but they don’t want to support non-BSFG 
 members.  They don’t mind non-members being in the APA as long as 
they pay their own way.  The following month’s Newsletter carries an  
announcement that “On Tuesday the 9th of July, The Organization split  
from the BSFG.” It also promises a full report to appear the following 
month – this never appears and the matter is never mentioned again. 
 

With the new members there seem to be particular themes developing. Nick Mills shares Steve Green’s 
taste in movies.  Chuck Connor’s references to obscure records are partially picked up by Simon Lake although in 
his case the range seems confined to a particular line of independent label material.  Simon seems to share a 
political style similar to Joy Hibbert – a not-quite-radical righteous indignation over various alternative ideals.  
There are pieces on animal rights/vegetarianism and AIDS. Somehow we even have our first overseas member – 
Jean Weber in Australia. 

I suspect I haven’t seen all the material from this period.  There are mailing comments on a letter from Rog 
Peyton in the early part of the year and a poll from Eunice Pearson on the rules of the APA after the break from the 
BSFG, yet I have never seen either document. The most likely reason for this is that I have been collecting the 
mailing at the monthly MiSFiTs meeting and not getting anything that has been posted out.  This causes some 
friction at one point.  Because there aren’t enough copies to go round at one meeting and we have a visitor from the 
USA who wants a copy, I agree to wait until the next meeting for my copy of one mailing.  Eunice decides to mail 
it out instead and expects me to pay for the postage but (partly on principle) I never get around to it. 

 
Phil Probert (partner of Eunice Pearson), who contributed to the APA as “Zoltan,” his dog, is the Chairman 

of the 1985 Novacon.  Things go very badly for Novacon that year and all of it is laid at Phill’s door.  Programme 
items happen late or not at all.  The equipment for the film programme isn’t ordered and details aren’t passed to 

 
  

 
 

 Character assassination,    
      that’s what it is! 



 
 
anyone (including the projectionist) until the day before the con … A joke award, CUFF (“The Concrete Overcoat 
Fan Fund”) for the fan you’d most like to see in a “concrete overcoat” goes to Phil Probert at the closing ceremony, 
and he and half the committee walk out. Neither he nor Eunice are seen again for years. * 

Since Eunice is still administrator for the APA at this point, things are difficult. Cath Easthope is collecting 
contributions and taking them out to Eunice but nothing is given out at the meetings.  Because of the earlier 
problem, nothing is being posted out to me. 
 

1986 
Around this time I remember a meeting between several of the APA members (myself, Cath, Peter-Fred 

Thompson(?) and some others (Christina Lake?) who drove out to Chelmsley Wood to see Eunice and deliver a 
mailing that had been collated at the MiSFiTs. ** Since we could not get a reply, the mailing (along with a few 
notes) was just pushed through the door. I got the impression that other members were having trouble 
communicating with Eunice. The breakdown could not have been total since, in February, Eunice called an 
election. Steve Green became the new administrator and Eunice disappeared.  

I still have not seen mailings from November 85 to February 86 and I don’t really know what was in them.  
The most important item seems to be the cause of the ‘feud’ between Joy Hibbert and Chuck Connor.  By March, 
Joy is saying that she’s said all that she is going to on the matter and Chuck is saying nothing at all.  About all I’ve 
worked out apart from that is that Joy has promised not to communicate with Chuck in any way. 

The MiSFiTs meetings are fading fast.  The pub where they were held has been closed and the new venue 
is much more crowded and not at all suitable for collating a stack of A4 paper.  In June, Steve Green decides to 
shift the deadline to the end of the month rather than the date of the meeting.  In September, he tells us he can’t 
continue as admin. either, and passes the job to Joy Hibbert.  Although Joy immediately calls an election, this does 
little more than rubber-stamp her appointment.  She wins by 5 votes to 1. 

This change of administrator marks a watershed in many ways.  There is a purge of members who haven’t 
contributed – 3 in the first month, and all of them voted for Joy – followed by an amnesty when Joy realises how 
few members have been contributing.  Chuck Connor’s name simply disappears from the membership list. 

October’s mailing contains a 4-page contribution from Martin Tudor (his last-ever appearance). This is 
where he presents his version of the creation of the MiSFiTs.  It reads as if the first meeting was something 
between him and Paul Vincent. His description of the event isn’t that different from my own memory.  I certainly 
felt like I wasn’t there for that part of the conversation.  I suppose this is just his assertion of rights over the name 
“MiSFiTs” now that the meetings no longer happen.  I heard that he revived the name in later years.  I was even 
told where the meeting was on one occasion. 

The APA is now purely postal.  There is no social meeting except for the odd one at a convention.  In some 
ways, that’s a great pity.  November includes Rob Gregg’s last contribution and an announcement of his death on 
the admin. page.  
 

1987 
The character of the APA changes to some degree with the administrator and with events. The initial membership 
had come from the BSFG.  Despite all of its proclaimed intentions, the BSFG never really belonged to ‘fandom.’  
Certainly, the group organises conventions and various members have produced fanzines over the years but most of 
the group don’t have anything to do with this.  Apart from those who joined at the beginning, few (if any) have 
joined the APA.  By the beginning of 1987, only a couple of APA members regularly turn up at BSFG meetings 
(Steve Green and myself).  A second wave from the time of the MiSFiTs (although most of them didn’t come to the 
meetings) seemed to have some kind of fandom connection, although the connection wasn’t as direct as it might be.  
Most of those are gone.  Of 23 contributing members in 1986, only 5 contribute more than once in 1987, and only 2 
will survive into 1988.  APA-membership went from 22 in October 1986, to 12 in February 87. 
_________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
* Here’s Dave Langford's report in Ansible-45 (Feb '86): "I was a guest but nobody wanted me to do anything 
before a talk scheduled 48 nail-biting hours into the con. [..] Obligatory programme collapse was hastened by the 
non-appearance of various promised speakers such as Robert Rankin. As time oozed gently by, appalling rumours 
did the rounds: surely Chris Chivers hadn't learned only days before that he was (a) coming, and (b) organizing the 
sound systems? Surely Gerald Bishop didn't discover only at Novacon that he was supposed to be showing films all 
Saturday night? Fans were not deterred from having fun (apart of course from those who suffered the Langford 
speech. "Too humorous" -- Brum SF Group Newsletter), but the committee bared their teeth at one another, quite a 
lot. [..] Earlier memories of Sunday night are mercifully few. Cap'n Probert and First Mate Eunice (plus sister 
Carol) were over the side and swimming hard at first sight of enemy COFF awards, leaving the rest of the 
committee glazedly watching Novacon go down on an even keel." 
 
** For some reason the word ‘blitzkreig’ comes to mind! 
 



 
 

Joy tries to keep up membership by getting in friends and                
acquaintances from outside fandom. New contributors seem to 
come from around Stoke-on-Trent and are more likely to show up  
at a “Gay Pride” march than a convention – one writer at a GP  
march refers to all of the APA being there (a gross exaggeration).   
Some very strange opinions are expressed – I remember someone  
explaining that you couldn’t be working class and left wing – and  
an odd sense there was some kind of ‘Party Line’ to it all. 
 

This was also the year of the Brighton Worldcon.  There is 
a sudden surge of interest in this sort of fannish activity before the  
con, and a surge of new members from May onwards (6 in July  
alone). There are more overseas members – 3 from Europe (although none manage a third contribution), and one 
each from the U.S. and New Zealand. By the end of the year we have a full complement (25 members) and a 
waiting list.  This is the beginning of a computer age.  There is a lot of talk about the early Amstrad word 
processors, BBC computers, and programs like Locoscript.  In extreme cases there are JANET mail addresses, and 
shots from the ‘Earthlight’ bulletin board. Several contributions are printed on dot matrix printers using unusual 
(even undecipherable) fonts. 
 

1988 
The year begins with the protests over the Local Government Bill or, more precisely, one particular clause 

that forbids local government to use money to “promote homosexuality.”  Although the APA has moved on from 
its 1987 emphasis on ‘gay politics’  – Joy is the only one who has continued to focus on the subject – there is a lot 
of support for the protest. 

This was also a year of two elections.  I’m not sure exactly why, but I suspect that the first (held in March) 
was supposed to have been delayed from the end of the previous year. The candidates in both were Joy Hibbert, 
Kev McVeigh, and myself.  After having polled only one vote (my own) in every previous election, I decided that, 
if I didn’t do better in the December election I was going to quit trying. I had even been promised someone else’s 
vote this time around.  Sure enough, the results came in and once again I had only received one vote.  I haven’t 
stood in an election since.  December was Joy’s last month as administrator as Kev won that election. 
 

1989 
Kev McVeigh was not a success as administrator.  First there were complaints about the way the mailing 

arrived – in badly torn envelopes or Post Office plastic wrappers because the envelope had come open in transit.  In 
April, Kev decided he couldn’t continue because of work commitments / emotional problems / ill health.  He also 
had a very public row with Joy over money she had withheld when he took over as administrator.  I can’t be sure 
whether there was a May mailing.  I don’t have an admin sheet for it so it’s possible that it was mixed with the June 
bundle.  Joy’s last contribution comes in June and is entitled “Without the aid of a mailing” (although it includes 
mailing comments). There is a lot of anger directed at Kev in there, but no mention of the forthcoming change of 
admin.  It’s quite possible she never knew he was standing down.  

The only declared contender for the job is a combined entry from Jenny Glover, Terry Moran, and Charles 
Stross, known as the ‘Leeds Mob,’  They take over without any opposition.  Maybe it’s a sign of the popularity of 
the APA or the bitterness between some of the members but, with Joy’s departure, there’s only one member left 
from before 1987.  On the other hand, in January of this year, Mic Rogers contributes for the first time.  She is still 
a regular contributor fourteen years later.  Maybe this is a sign that things are quieter now. //    
____________________________________________________________________________________            
 
COLLECTORS’ ANONYMOUS – No.1 in a continuing series of true confessions;  
 
Hello, my name is Peter. I collect science fiction books.  I think I knew I had the habit bad when one of my best 
friends said he was going to kill himself.  He was the one who brought me into the local fan club and had let us 
hold our meetings in his flat.  One day he told us that he wanted to die because his girl-friend had dumped him.  He 
asked Rog Peyton and me around for his ‘suicide party.’  We had a nice Chinese meal and then my friend told us to 
help ourselves to his SF collection before he put his head in the gas-oven that night.  So I took his copy of IN 
SEARCH OF WONDER which I’d always wanted, then filled some carrier bags with his collection of New Worlds 
while Rog took his best Gnome Press editions.  We said goodbye to our friend and walked away with our bags of 
books.  I did feel a bit guilty. “That poor sod is going to kill himself tonight,” I said.  “No, he won’t,” said Rog 
confidently.  This was a really bad thing to do and I am very sorry now.  // 
From a concept by ‘Malcolm Edwards’, who asked, “What is your single most embarrassing collecting moment – the 
one where you knew that any reasonable outside observer would conclude that you had lost your marbles completely?  
Do please send me your own most intimate secrets for exposure in future issues of Prolapse! 

I thought the ‘Party Line’ was  
a queue for the drinks! 



 

A month or so back in our secret e-mail group, Sandra Bond said somewhat smugly that she had a 
complete run of Prolapse (all two of them) and also the rare Prolapse Mailing Comments, a single-sheet 
of comments for APA-B that came out in the month between the two full issues. “Ah, APA-B!” Sandra 
sighed fondly, “what a peculiar little offshoot of fandom that developed into.  I even served as 
Administrator for a year myself in 1990-1, by which point it had already long been renamed 'The 
Organisation’.”  Well, I wasn’t going to let her leave it there, was I?  So after a few weeks of relentless 
nagging, Sandra was induced to explain what she meant in a piece that neatly carries on from William 
McCabe’s earlier revelations, even if their memories don’t quite agree on some details. 

 
‘What a peculiar little offshoot of fandom…’ 
Sandra Bond explains 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

When I wanted to know about APAs, I turned to Vince Clarke. This is scarcely surprising, since when I 
wanted to know anything about fandom in 1987, I turned to Vince Clarke.  

I didn’t know, of course, that Vince himself had been a co-founder of the first British APA, The Off-Trails 
Magazine Publishers Association, back in the fifties, or that OMPA had flourished through to the late sixties and 
then entered a long, slow decline until its final expiry some ten years later, so little remarked by fans of the day that 
even now it’s unclear just when it gave up the ghost. I didn’t know about the subsequent re-invention of the British 
APA by expatriate American Linda Krawecke a few years later, or the sudden inexplicable urge of British fannish 
fans circa 1983 to join APAs which led to the founding of half a dozen of the things.  

I didn’t even know how an APA functioned, and spent some time poring over the very brief entries I could 
find in my SF encyclopaedias trying to figure it out. It all seemed very complex.  But what I did know was that 
APAs were a part of fandom, and a long-standing part at that, and seduced by passing descriptions of how many 
early SF writers had been in FAPA, I turned, as aforementioned, to Vince. 

And Vince, genuinely delighted to help along a neophyte who was so evidently keen on fannish culture, 
even if somewhat undiscriminating in shovelling it all aboard, wrote back. He told me how he’d founded OMPA 
and his disappointment on returning to fandom a few years ago when he found that not only was OMPA no more, 
but that an orange box containing the first five years’ mailings had gone missing from his attic somewhere in the 
timeline between 1961 and 1982. He explained how an APA worked, which was more than Peter Nicholls or Brian 
Ash had ever done for me. And he regretted that he didn’t really know what was going on in British APAs, since he 
was a member of none, but pointed me at Steve Green “who I know has been active in the past”. 

 
I fired off a letter to Steve, and heard back from him that he was cutting down on his apahacking, but if I 

wanted to join one, he suggested that the best one for a young fan like myself might be The Organisation, of which 
the organiser was Joy Hibbert, of Stoke on Trent.  Steve may now be surprised to learn, at this remove of time, that 
it was he who first put me in contact with Joy and set my life onto a path that was very different from what it might 
have been otherwise. 

Young and innocent as I was then, the name of Joy Hibbert was unknown to me, though to the rest of the 
fannish world it was all too well known. She had folded her fanzine Sic Buiscuit Disintegraf  just in time to avoid 
being sent the first issue of my Nowhere Fast, but her copious and frequent letters of comment were still a feature 
of fandom in 1987, as were her appearances at conventions; a large woman with a perennial, almost tangible, low-
energy hum permanently surrounding her and the darkest pair of brown eyes I’ve ever seen on a human being.  
Opinionated, verbose, terminally disenchanted with everything fannish yet still enamoured of the broader church of 
fandom and fanzines, Joy could and did switch from kindness to venom at the drop of a hat, or – more commonly – 
the drop of one wrong word. But when not blinded by her prejudices or by contrariness, she was frighteningly 
intelligent and, what was more, incisive.  APAs could have been made for Joy.   

 



 
 
I won’t discuss her personality further here, since the record shows that I went on to become first of all a 

close friend of hers, and then more still, until the inevitable crash in 1994 which led to my name heading her list of 
hatred until her untimely death.  Suffice it to say that she wrote back to me, enclosing various over-runs from The 
Organisation, and invited me to join the waiting list to become a member, an invitation which I accepted with 
alacrity. A few months later, in 1988, I made it to the top of the list and full membership, and began to receive 
entire mailings instead of mere leftovers. * 

 
There was little to suggest that only five years earlier The Organisation had been APA-B, the official APA 

of the Brum Group.  Peter Weston can no doubt tell better than I of the first few mailings when he and most 
Birmingham fanzine fans of the day were members (though, as was pointed out by mischief-makers at the time, 
Rog Peyton put his Land of Laughs through Frank’s Apa instead, and never had a thing in APA-B). The APA 
began to haemorrhage Brummies almost from the start, and within a couple of years the last couple, founding editor 
Cath Easthope and her successor and my brief correspondent Steve Green, had left, leaving only one member from 
the Brum Group in the shape of William McCabe, a strange almost Cliff Teague-like fellow who had had little or 
no contact with fandom prior to joining the APA but who not only stuck with it doggedly, but even went on to do a 
few issues of a general circulation fanzine, Song to Anything That Moves. 

And Joy, of course, who though not a Brummie per se, lived only a few miles away in Stoke and whose 
Lilith’s Child had first appeared as early as the second mailing. Joy had taken over as Administrator (or Godparent, 
as it was known in TO) several months before my advent, and had single-handedly turned round the APA from 
being a stagnating affair to a vibrant and even bustling place whose monthly mailings were usually full of opinion 
and debate on everything under the sun. 

 
It wasn’t Joy who first recruited non-Brummies, of course; Darroll Pardoe had been a member from the 

start, perhaps trading on his origins in Stourbridge fandom, and in the first few years members such as Naval fan 
Chuck Connor (Big Eyed Beans From Venus) were recruited, as were prolific second-rank 80s fan-artist Dave 
Collins and prolific second-rank 80s fan-writer Philip Collins, these last two, unrelated despite their surnames, 
putting out a joint apazine called Collins Inc.  

But Joy, as already noted, was a prolific correspondent, and her disinterest in most faanish matters led her 
to be more interested in the less hard-core fans and fanzines, many of whom were younger than average or at least 
less experienced in fandom. So it was that many of the Knew Mutants, of whom I’ve written elsewhere, came to be 
members of TO, such as Steve and Jenny Glover who were both prolific contributors to the APA, as was Tommy 
Ferguson of Belfast who contributed Thingy.  

Via Tommy, what seemed like the whole of Young Belfast Fandom joined up in TO: there was Eugene 
Doherty with The Obdurate Duplicator, the machine in question for which his apazine was named formerly 
belonging to Walt Willis, no less. There was Peter Dunn, fanatic Patrick McGoohan obsessive, whose apazine’s 
title The Butler Did It was by far its best feature. And with a variety of titles such as Space Doubt, and with a mop 
of blond hair on head and face (“Is that a beard or did someone throw a cat at you?”), there was Joe McNally, 
indisputably the APA’s most entertaining writer in a gonzo speedfreak way, posting ninety mile an hour rants about 
his then-employers, a Belfast newspaper, and anything else that came under his beady eye. Joe went on to more 
congenial employment with Fortean Times and got to commission articles from Dave Langford about Eric Frank 
Russell.  

Another member who resembled Joe, in both hairstyle (slightly darker but equally frizzy and copious) and 
in professional writing potential, was the editor of a computer-printed apazine named Death Squad, one Charles 
Stross. Even in 1988 Charlie already had his sights set on pro-writer status and turned out his apazines in between 
huge quantities of unsaleable stories –then, at any rate – which led the Leeds fans of the day to make rather a figure 
of fun of him. Charles, I am sure, laughed all the way to the bank. Or to his multiple recent Hugo awards, at any 
rate.  I wonder whether I’d get any bids if I put my run of Death Squad up on eBay?  

There was Edinburgh’s Jane Carnall, who was a very ‘out’ young lesbian (much to my discomfiture back 
in those unenlightened days) who was more interested in writing homoerotic stories about Kirk and Spock, or 
worse still, characters who weren’t even from an SF series, like Bodie and Doyle. In my first contribution I wrote a 
___________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
* If I can interrupt for a moment, I’ll just mention that Joy Hibbert and I took one look at each other and decided 
we weren’t going to get on at all.  I found her letters and mailing comments to be invariably wrong-headed, 
seeming to miss the point of whatever topic was under discussion, and she appeared to have no trace of any sense 
of humour. Here’s a silly little example; in the first Prolapse I quoted three different definitions of my title, 
deliberately (and for effect) omitting the most obvious and well-known meaning.  The irony of course went right 
over Joy’s head; she solemnly admonished me that “what words mean in a dictionary is often irrelevant to what 
they mean in real life.”  Gosh, I thought, you don’t say!   Then I saw some of that ‘venom’ coming out and decided 
to keep well clear.  You did well, Sandra, to last out seven years. 
 



 
mailing comment to her, challenging what I perceived as a reverse-sexist remark, but then my courage failed me 
and I corflued it out before running off the stencil, which led to Jane asking me what I’d suppressed at regular 
intervals for years before I finally confessed. Somehow or other, Jane and I became friends nevertheless. 

And then there was Kev McVeigh, always a prickly fellow, who became the first of the neofans whom Joy 
had recruited to fall out with her. Hypocritically, I kept on the sidelines of this one to begin with, since at the time I 
was trying to keep on the good side of both, a tightrope which very soon proved impossible to walk and led to my 
entering a full-blown and very silly feud with Kev. It was, with hindsight, probably unwise of me to write for the 
APA a parody of the ‘Not The Nine O’clock News’ sketch ‘Constable Savage’ and call it ‘Constable McVeigh’, in 
which McVeigh was carpeted by his superior for constantly arresting Joy on “ridiculous, trumped up and ludicrous 
charges like ‘walking on the cracks in Wilf James’ logic’ and ‘walking around with an offensive life’”. 

 
I confess that I no longer recall the pretext for Kev and Joy’s row, but I do recall that it led to Kev quitting 

the APA forthwith and Joy being defeated in an electoral vote for Godparent by Jenny Glover. There was much 
electioneering about minac quotas and the status of the ‘envelope account’, a small sum of money mainly 
comprising funds from ex-members who had failed the said minac quotas and which was used to buy mailing 
wrappers.  Joy had, it was alleged, been using recycled envelopes for the mailings when there was money in the 
fund to buy new ones. It all seemed very silly. 

William McCabe stood as a third candidate in this election and received one vote, mine. I’d met William at 
my first Novacon and, while he had a reputation for being something of a social leper, I actually found him rather 
fascinating, a little birdlike man with glasses who spoke in a quiet monotone but who knew about a lot of things 
other than science fiction. After that Novacon meeting I bumped into Rob Hansen in the bar and, to make 
conversation, told him “I’ve just been talking to William McCabe and he was telling me all about Richard Burton.” 
Rob’s reaction was spectacular: he leapt in the air, his hair frizzed out, his jaw dropped, and he exclaimed in a 
squeak “What the hell does HE know about Richard Bergeron?!” 

By now I was a student at University College London, and when Jenny Glover looked round for a 
volunteer to take over running the APA, I stood forward. For 1990-1991 I was Godparent of The Organisation. The 
feeling of power was… underwhelming. I got to collate the mailings once a month, moan at people who didn’t send 
enough copies, and generally smooth ruffled feathers. 

I recruited, of course, or tried to. I hauled in former APA-B member Eunice Pearson, new and enthusiastic 
London fan John D. Rickett, and another Londoner, Nina Watson. Then came a feud which pretty much destroyed 
my enjoyment of the APA. One member whose name I’d better not mention had been cheerfully writing about his 
experience with magic mushrooms and other dubious substances. Another member, newcomer Nick Atty of 
Cheltenham, pitched a fit, wrote a viciously prim and self-righteous mailing comment about how the use of illegal 
drugs was immoral and damaging the fabric of the country, or some such twaddle, and finished up with a barely 
veiled threat to shop the first member to the police if he ever wrote about the subject again in an apazine. 

Fans being both libertarian and anti-censorship on the whole, this led to vast amounts of negative feedback 
being heaped on the helpless Atty’s pointy head, and the issue threatened to consume the whole APA for two or 
three months despite Atty’s only real supporter being his brother Steve. 

By now I was approaching my final year and had also been co-opted onto the Mexicon committee, so I was 
glad enough to palm off the Godparentship onto Tommy Ferguson, and it wasn’t too long after before I gave up 
entirely. 

Several years later I dropped back in for a brief visit. A few of the old names were there still, including the 
perennial William McCabe and the Atty brothers, but somehow it didn’t seem the same and my renewed 
membership didn’t last long. As someone remarked, you cannot put your hand into the same water twice, and for me 
The Organisation was so much a part of my late teens and early twenties that I couldn’t put myself back into the 
same frame of mind. Too much had changed, either about me, about the APA, or both. The Organisation no longer 
made me an offer I couldn’t refuse.     // 
____________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Thank you, William and Sandra, and that’s probably as much as we really want to know about The Organisation, 
although I understand it has continued until the present time.  How strangely things turn out, sometimes!  
_____________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
THE FINAL ROUND-UP 
 
While this issue hasn’t turned out quite the way I expected, I’ve had a lot of fun in putting it together.  More than 
anything it has been a vehicle for those long-lost letters but perhaps it also may serve as a small piece of British fan-
history.  Artwork this time from Steve Green & Arthur Thomson.  Planned for the next issue is ‘Weir Tales’, another 
symposium culled from the e-list, and ‘I Remember Brumcon,’ in which the time-machine goes back even further, to 
what I’d like to regard as my first convention in 1959, even though I wasn’t actually there.  And we’ll see what sort 
of postbag this issue brings in!  // 

 


