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Foreword

In my foreword to Bixelstrasse: The SF Fan Community of 1940s Los
Angeles, I described the story that unfolds in its pages quite accurately as:

a saga featuring fans and pros, communists and homosexuals,
madmen and mystics, Hollywood stars and spies.

OK, so it was only one spy. Nevertheless it’s a bit disheartening to still
come across stuff like this little anecdote from Jeff Schalles, founder of the
Facebook Mimeograph Users Group:

A while ago I was contacted by a researcher working for
National Geographic magazine. She was looking for material for
an article on mimeo and ditto printing of the Greenwich Village
Beat poets and writers scene and poetry chapbook creators of the
1950s.

I responded by suggesting she contact the late Lee Hoffman
concerning the gatherings in her Greenwich Village apartment,
where musicians like Dave Van Ronk and the poets, writers,
musicians, and other local Beats, would jam all night. Lee had a
reel-to-reel tape recorder and taped many of the parties.

Lee also had a mimeograph and produced Science Fiction
fanzines, including the long-running Science Fiction Five
Yearly, published every five years until Lee died [in 2007]....

The Geographic researcher was only interested in “The
Mimeograph Revolution” and its beginnings. Her response to
my suggestion that she contact Lee, who was by then living in
Florida, was that there was... absolutely, positively, no
connection between the Beats and Science Fiction Fandom. She
was very rude to me, and obviously had no interest and little
knowledge of SF Fandom. I just sighed and stopped
corresponding with her. I blame Rupert Murdoch’s purchase of
National Geographic for hiring an idiot like her.

I’m of the opinion that SF fan mimeographers [...] had
something to do with teaching the Beats how to use the
technology. The Geographic researcher insisted that was
impossible, and that SF Fandom was just a bunch of teenage
amateurs amounting to nothing. [1]



It’s amazing to me that such ignorance still exists, because even if this did
describe the average fan of this century (it does not) it certainly doesn’t
describe the fans of the last who contributed to its culture and politics in
ways that are mostly unknown to outsiders. What that researcher’s
ignorance tells me is that it’s time to explore their stories.

The number of fans who became professional writers, scientists, or
engineers is too long to go into here. I will however note that the nature of
fandom is — or was — such that many of those who came up through the
ranks did not cease being active in fandom just because they were now pro
authors, the sub-culture remaining important to them. As examples I give
you John Brunner — first novel Galactic Storm (1951), last fanzine Noise
Level (1958); Bob Shaw — first novel Night Walk (1967), last fanzine
Perspex Parrot (1980s); and Christopher Priest — first novel Indoctrinaire
(1970), last fanzine Deadloss (1988).

Greg Benford went on to be both an SF pro and a scientist. In 1967 he
joined Lawrence Livermore National Laboratory (he stayed there until
1971), having been hired by Edward Teller, a man often referred to as “the
father of the hydrogen bomb”:

It was natural for me to ask him finally about science fiction’s
connection with both scientific discovery (my work on tachyons)
and science policy (the Manhattan Project). He said:

“For long range thinking I trust in the real visionaries — the
ones I prefer to read, at least. The science fiction writers. I haf
always liked Mr. Heinlein, Mr. Asimov, of course Mr. Clarke —
they are much more important in the long run than any Secretary
of Defense.”

So we talked on about how he had read magazines in the
1940s in Los Alamos, bought similar hardbacks as they began to
appear in the 1950s, and eventually from the press of events kept
up with only a few favourites — the hard SF types, mostly but not
exclusively.

There’s more, in particular about Heinlein as “Anson
MacDonald” in “Solution Unsatisfactory” [May 1941
Astounding]. It even gets the principal events in the war in the
right order.

“I found that remarkable,” Teller said, describing how
Manhattan Project physicists would sometimes talk at lunch
about SF stories they had read. [2]

Science fiction and its fandom was an undercurrent that wound its way



through the events of the twentieth century in often surprising, usually
unacknowledged ways both great and small. Indeed, Undercurrent was a
title I considered before settling on Beyond Fandom.

In this volume you’ll meet SF fans who fought in the Spanish Civil
War and World War II, and others who were jailed for their pacifist
beliefs; fans who marched against the bomb in two separate decades a
generation apart, and fans who published the first music fanzines. You’ll
meet the fan who became a famous movie critic, the fans who became
famous rock stars, learn of the part various fans played in increasing
LGBT visibility, and discover who got beaten up by cops and arrested
during the Stonewall riots. One fan even became a government minister.

During my research I uncovered a few things that were new to me,
but most of this stuff I already knew and considered common knowledge
within SF fandom. However, as has been become apparent recently, quite
a bit of what I regard as common knowledge is now decidedly uncommon.
As one gets older this is increasingly the case:s hence the importance of
sharing that knowledge, as I am doing so here.

In keeping with my usual approach, virtually all the writing by others
featured herein has been lightly edited and/or re-titled, and some pieces are
only partial reprints or cobbled together from several smaller bits.

As always my thanks all those who have provided help and support —
to Mike Moorcock for reading and commenting at length on an early draft;
to Pat Charnock for her proofreading (with the caveat that Chapters 8, 20
and 29 were added after the version she worked on) and Bill Burns for
further feedback; to Steve Johnson for information on Art Wilson (see
Chapter 20: The CIA Pilot); to Fanac.org for making so much old fannish
material easily accessible online; to Fancyclopedia 3 for much relevant
information; to Dave Langford for his editorial feedback and production
and publication work; and to various habituees of a certain online group
for those of their suggestions that led me down paths I hadn’t known
about.

— Rob Hansen, November 2023.

[1] https://www.mimeographrevival.com/per
sonal-narratives/

[2] Greg Benford in New Legends, ed. Greg
Bear (Legends, 1995)

Glossary:


https://www.mimeographrevival.com/personal-narratives/

e APA — Amateur Press Association, e.g, FAPA, SAPS, OMPA, TWP
etc.

e BNF — Big Name Fan

e BSFA — British Science Fiction Association

e Fannish fanzines — i.e. devoted primarily to fandom and amateur
journalism — “ajay” — rather than to science fiction. This describes the
majority of fanzines.

e Gafia — getting away from it all —i.e. leaving fandom

e LoC/loc — letter of comment

e Sercon (serious and constructive) fanzines — ie. focused on science
fiction, these are likely to contain author interviews, reviews, critical
essays, and possibly poetry and amateur fiction. Sercon fanzines are
what outsiders assume all SF fanzines to be.

Many of the people featured herein have entries in the Science Fiction
Encyclopedia and/or Fancyclopedia 3:

e https://sf-encyclopedia.com/
e https://fancyclopedia.org/Fancyclopedia_3
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1. The Anti-Fascist

The belief among some who know nothing about them that science fiction
fans aren’t politically engaged is an odd one, since fans have been
interested in and debating the political currents of their day almost since
the beginning. For example, in 1938 Fred Pohl published several issues of
The Flatbush Artery (“Lenin, Leibnecht, Luxembourg” announced one
cover, while on another it was “Lincoln, Douglas, Washington™).
Commenting on this zine, Joe Siclari wrote:

Although not exactly an SF fanzine, this is edited by a fan, Fred
Pohl, and has articles by fans John Michel and Helen Glaser. It
does answer any question people may have about whether Pohl
had any Communist leanings. In a 1989 conversation I had with
him, Milt Rothman still blamed his association with Pohl for his
inability to clear security regulations for working in nuclear
research in the 1950s. [1]

Since Pohl’s 1978 autobiography The Way the Future Was includes a
chapter titled “Boy Bolsheviks”, I didn’t think there was any doubt as to
the Communist leanings he had in his youth.

So then, while it wasn’t inevitable that a fan would have fought with
the Abraham Lincoln Brigade during the Spanish Civil War, it’s not at all
surprising that one did.

Clifton Holman Amsbury was a Bay Area fan and one of the founders
of the Science Correspondence Club:

With reference to February 1933, [Algol #26 contains] the flat
statement by Frederik Pohl that “fandom did not yet quite exist”.
Even making allowance for his tender years and Brooklyn
provincialism, this requires correction. What I may refer to as
“Very First Fandom” had been in existence for some time. First
there were people writing to each other, getting names and
addresses from letter columns of Amazing Stories and Weird
Tales. Then Ray Palmer got us organized and issued an official
organ. Later the original name of Science Correspondence Club
was changed to International Scientific Association. Some time
after that Aubrey MacDermott organized Eastbay fans (Berkeley
to Hayward in California — later a few San Francisco members)
into the Eastbay Scientific Association.
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After several years as president of the International, Ray
Palmer declined to run for reelection and it passed to someone in
the area of New York. By 1931 the president was a guy named
Eason in Atlanta, Georgia. In 1932 Aubrey MacDermott became
president, and editor of the journal, Cosmology. That spring I
graduated from the University of California and that summer I
visited members of the Association in Oregon and Washington,
then Ray Palmer in Milwaukee, and a local group in Chicago.
President of the local club was Walter Dennis.

In December 1932 (Christmastime — two months before
Pohl’s “not yet”) I visited a very active local group in Boston,
and Connie (for Conrad) Ruppert in South Ozone Park, New
York City. Connie put out a beautifully done, very readable
fanzine called Science Fiction Digest. [2]

Later, while taking issue with a book review, Amsbury revealed how he
had done all that travelling:

“A hobo camp during the Depression may not seem the most
auspicious opening scene for a fantasy novel.”

Casting back to ones I was in, every one of them was
eminently fitting for such an opening of such a story. Whatever
one might project from such a scene would be either fantasy or
horror. Fortunately I had another reality outside that one, so I
could leave. I left it because I could see what the old bindle stiffs
became.

A “bindle” was a “bundle”, the slung roll of all one’s
possessions. It was a great life for a young man in spring,
summer and Indian Summer (early fall). It was no life for winter
or for the winter of one’s years.

A few days before Christmas, 1932, we piled off a freight
being broken up in what then were the largest railroad yards in
the world in Galesburg, Illinois. It was no longer snowing, but
snow lay piled deeply and it was bitterly cold. The yard crew
directed us to the police station not far away. A corridor led from
the entrance between two long blank walls. Obviously beyond
the right-hand wall were the realms of the police, for at the far
end was a counter facing the entrance to the jail. On the end wall
between them was a big sign with jail rules and concluding:
Transients one night only DO NOT COME BACK.

We were still cold there in line as the police chief
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personally registered us in. Whatever coats and head coverings
we had, shoulders hunched, collars up, necks pulled in, shivering
and stamping.

The chief looked sharply at the man ahead of me and
demanded, “You ever been here before?” “No,” he answered, “I
don’t think so. Oh, maybe three or four summers ago.” The chief
pointed to his right. “You see that sign? Well,” he glanced back
up the corridor at the entrance. “Well, I’ll let you stay tonight,
but,” and he pounded on the counter with each word, “DON’T
YOU EVER COME BACK!” What a memory!

On the other hand I recall an August evening in a secluded
jungle south of Omaha’s line of silo-like grain elevators. And
across the tracks a field of corn coming into lovely milk.
Mmmm. [3]

While studying at the University of California, Amsbury had joined the
Army Air Force Reserve Officer Training Corps, ROTC being a
programme offered at colleges and universities across the United States
that prepared young adults to become officers in the U.S. Military. So he
already had some training under his belt when, on 18th August 1937 he set
sail for Spain on the Aquitania. After receiving his basic training in
Tarrazona de la Mancha, he served with the Lincolns on the Ebro front. He
received a wound to his right femur on 10th March 1938 at Letux and was
evacuated to a succession of hospitals. By the time he had healed
sufficiently to rejoin his unit, the international brigades were being sent
home. He returned to the US on 20th December 1938 aboard the Ausonia.

He enlisted in the US Army in February 1941, so he was already in
uniform at the time of the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor in December.
[3]

Amsbury was a convention goer and participant in fandom
throughout his life. Among other things he wrote book reviews and reports
on west coast conventions for Lan’s Lantern. In 1978 he visited the Soviet
Union with a fannish tour group that included Forry Ackerman, Joe and
Gay Haldeman, Art Widner, and Charles N. Brown, which resulted in this
piece by him:

Joe and I and the USSR

In the August 1983 Analog, Joe Haldeman has an account
of his experience of the USSR and Soviet Publishing. Essentially
the same essay introduces Nebula Award Stories Seventeen. The
best account of our trip is by Art Widner in his FAPAzine, Yhos.
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I also wrote up a few things Art missed, but Joe introduces a
whole new dimension. We went as fen; he’s a pro.

Joe has some insight into the humanness of the people we
met, but he perceived the differences between the publishers
there and here, while some of us fen saw the deep similarities.
He also says that coming home (on Finnair) he felt safe for the
first time in two weeks. To me it was just the opposite. Who is
really safe on the streets here [in the US], especially after dark?

I was “safe” in Madrid in 1978, with glaring lights and with
crowds and with guards all over the place. But in 1982 in Kiev
and Leningrad there were no great crowds, no more light than
here, and no “militia” (civil police) or soldiers anywhere, but the
people were friendly and good at sign language and we (I and
those with me) felt safe. It reminded me of Berkeley before the
Cold War.

Joe speaks of having been exposed to “the rhetoric of
Stalin”, but what he had been exposed to was what he read in
American books and newspapers. He mentions the Russian
machine guns in Vietnam. My experience was different. Fighting
against the Fascist conquest of Spain I was very happy to have a
Russian Maxim and a belt or two of bullets for it. And if Joe had
shown me his scar I would have shown him mine from a strafing
Fiat, and would have expressed my outrage, not at those who
sent arms to the Vietnamese, but those who sent Joe there —
those who played in Vietnam and Chile, and now in Central
America, the role which Germany and Italy played in Spain.

So how do we understand the Soviets in terms of our own
history? The first question is: when was our revolution against
absolute monarchy?

It was in England over 300 years ago. Russia’s was 66
years ago. From whom did Stalin learn to run a state? From
tsarist police and the Black Hundreds, which were the prototypes
of Fascist stormtroopers.

Khrushchev, building on a base laid by Stalin, fixed things
so that there would never be another Stalin, but the Soviets today
are in many ways more like England under Cromwell than like
the US under Gerald Ford. That answers a lot of questions, but
let’s take some more specifically.

Joe recognizes that here also we have to submit to
publisher’s choice. He probably knows that as concentration of
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control narrows, we have less and less freedom for writers. If he
wanted to buck the censorship of those who pay well for what
they want, he might find publication, but he wouldn’t be paid
anywhere as well. As anywhere, it is not “the state”, but the
stomach, which compels one to “take a useful job.”

In fiction, the ideal here is “no ideological content.” In
practice that means “the same as the publisher’s.” So the
publisher picks an editor whose “taste” (ideology) he approves
and the problem is solved. There are fewer and fewer publishers
and hence less variation or leeway in ideology. If Joe doesn’t
chafe under that, it just means that they approve of what comes
naturally to him.

And after all, that’s the best way.

As to his reference to “review by committee”; in scientific
publishing I’'m so used to “peer review” and “refereed journals”,
that between irritations I rarely think of it. Just as scientific peers
and magazine publishers often base their judgments on ideology
rather than other merit, the Soviet Communist Party is
specifically charged with moral (ideological) education and
development of the Soviet People. Remember, their revolution
was only 66 years ago. Some of the things they object to which
make writing “not nice” include racism, aggressive warfare,
advocating exploitive social systems, pornography, violence
simply for excitement, and specific attacks on or distortions of
socialism as they see it. In the early United States, each state
might have an established church. The established churches had
the role of moral (ideological) guidance. After 1870 it was
realized that the XIV Amendment (“equal protection of all the
laws”) applied the first amendment (no established church) to all
the states. That amendment was passed 90 years after our own
revolution and 200 years after the English Commonwealth
established the “rights of Englishmen” for which our ancestors
(mine, anyway) were fighting.

The XTIV Amendment was not passed with religious liberty
in mind.

And even now would-be church establishments still have
power in some places to ban books (and burn them), to block
ERA [Equal Rights Amendment] and other things, and even
control elections.

Yes, history is powerful.
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Joe protests that there are “no left-handers” in the schools.
When I went to school, and in some schools here today, you’d
better not try to be left-handed. Revolutions are not instant
affairs.

Joe and I are very sloppy dressers. But I had learned that
the Soviets, or at least the Russians, have a concept of nie-
culturny, which means “not cultured” or ill-bred, much like the
Spanish malcriado. And they think that if you’re not actually
doing a dirty job, don’t wear dirty or sloppy clothes. Customs
gave Joe a bad time. I dressed up and was never told to open my
bags going or coming. Well, no, that’s not true. Coming back
through Seattle... [4]

Outside of fandom Amsbury was an active member of the San Francisco

Bay Area Post of VALB (Veterans of the Abraham Lincoln Brigade) and
remained committed to progressive causes, especially opposition to U.S.

interventionism around the world. In 1987, he travelled to Nicaragua....

...with a VALB contingent to deliver Toyota ambulances for the
victims of the U.S. proxy war against the Sandinista government.
To the very end Clifton remained committed to the good fight.

[5]

That same year the speech he gave at the 1987 WESTERCON (reprinted
in The Obdurate Eye #6, July 2020, ed. Garth Spencer) was from his
viewpoint as an anthropologist and covered the importance of unions. Nor
was this the only time his political convictions made their way into a
fanzine, hence this comment in Southern Fandom Confederation #vol 6,
no.8 (April 1997):

I wasn’t going to comment on the January, 1997, ish, but that
last loc got through to me. The question concerned the
Confederate flag. I was raised in Kansas and California and my
Kentucky grandfather was an officer in the union army. He used
to say the reason so many soldiers were killed was because the
officers were using all the trees. I take a strictly legalistic attitude
to the display of the Stars and Bars.

Under free speech anyone, acting personally, has free right
to its display in anyway they choose.

But in an official capacity, as an official of, or authorizing
its display by, a unit of government from town to state (as in a
state flag), it is a symbol of rebellion, and anyone involved in, or
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advocating, such use should be arrested, prosecuted, and
punished as a traitor to the United States of America.
Strictly legalistic.

Amsbury’s reminiscences about the Abraham Lincoln Brigade were taped
for the Manny Harriman Video Oral History Collection in the mid-1970s,
now filed at the Elmer Holmes Bobst Library of New York. [6]

The only other fan known for sure to have fought in the Spanish Civil
War is the UK’s Bob Richardson. (Fred Pohl apparently tried to volunteer,
but was turned down.) Bob was:

a naval officer during World War 11, serving as a frogman [on
miniature submarines] and commando, and was holder of the
“Dangerous” Certificate for in-fighting and close combat, being
in addition a judo expert. [7]

However, it’s possible he may not have fought on the same side as
Amsbury. In an email to this writer, Keith Freeman explained:

I’m not positive which side Bob fought on though I think it was
Franco’s. The reason for this is that while on holiday in Spain I
bought, as a souvenir, a Spanish Army sidecap (at least that was
the name the RAF used). Light khaki with a red tassel. I
remember the red tassel but there was no chinstrap or “gold”
badge and I’m not sure if there was a thin red line around the top
or not and definitely light khaki, not green.

I used the hat as part of a fancy dress at LXICon [the 1961
Eastercon] — and Bob grabbed me and wanted to know how
much I wanted for it as he’d had one when he was fighting in
Spain. I would, naturally, have given it to him — but he insisted
on swapping an old helmet for it. That was the only time the
Spanish Civil War came up between us (though Eric Jones did
confirm Bob had fought in it).

My reason for thinking it was on the side of Franco was a
picture of an officer in Franco’s army. Heavier material and
hence darker khaki than mine — and, of course, khaki (or “gold”)
tassel — and an entirely different badge. (16 August 2023)

All circumstantial and no one should feel comfortable claiming that
Richardson fought for Franco based on this alone, given the wide variety
of ragtag attire worn by the International Brigades, but it is intriguing. As
for who Eric Jones was, Keith says:
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I knew little of Eric’s past — other than his wartime service in the
RAF (461 Squadron, Coastal Command) flying as an engineer
on Sunderland flying boats (I once found him very excited
having found a reference in a book to the only U-boat sinking his
aircraft was credited with). At the time I knew Eric he was
working for GCHQ, and hence didn’t talk of his work. [8]

After the war Richardson and Jones were both part of the Cheltenham SF
group and founders of the Order of St. Fantony.

[1] https://fanac.org/fanzines/Flatbush_Arter
y/ (Note: 1940s corrected to 1950s. Rothman

didn’t graduate until 1952.)

[2] Algol #27 (Winter 1977, ed. Andrew 1.
Porter)

[3] Lan’s Lantern #42 (May 1994, ed.
George Laskowski)

[4] Lan’s Lantern #17 (July 1985, ed.
George Laskowski)

[5] https://alba-valb.org/volunteers/clifton-h
olman-amsbury/

[6] File 770 #150 (June 2007, ed. Mike
Glyer) — Amsbury obituary

[7] Skyrack #52 (April 1963, ed. Ron
Bennett) — Richardson obituary

[8] Prolapse #8 (August 2007 ed. Peter
Weston)
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2. The Pacifists

British fans of the late-1930s were no more apolitical than their US
cousins, nor uninfluenced by the huge socialist and pacifist movements of
the day. Over here the most prominent of the latter was Dick Sheppard’s
Peace Pledge Union. In October 1934 Sheppard, Britain’s first “radio
parson”, had written a letter to The Times speaking out against the growth
of fascism and the possibility of war. Hardly an innovation but, towards
the end, he added that any men who felt as he did and wanted to do
something should send him a postcard with the words: “We renounce war
and never again, directly or indirectly, will we support or sanction
another”. This was the peace pledge, and within weeks Sheppard had
received over 100,000 postcards bearing pledges. From this grew the
Sheppard Peace Movement, later re-named the Peace Pledge Union, and
among its distinguished sponsors were people such as Siegfried Sassoon,
Vera Brittain, Aldous Huxley, and Bertrand Russell. Naturally, there were
fans who “took the Pledge”, the first in a long line of British fans who
were to become involved in the peace movements of their day.

Copies of the PPU publication Peace Pledge Folder went out with the
November 1937 issue of Novae Terrae, official organ of our prewar
national SF organization, the Science Fiction Association. In this, and in
the socialist views put forth in Eric Williams’s “Are You a True Science
Fictionist?” along with Albert Griffiths’s “The Future”, articles that
appeared in that same issue, American fan Donald A. Wollheim saw
enough of interest to write a piece titled “Commentary on the November
Novae Terrae” for the January 1938 issue. In it he outlined the basic tenets
of “Michelism”, a movement named after New York fan John B. Michel
and launched on 31st October 1937 in the “Mutation or Death” speech
written by Michel and delivered by Wollheim at the Third Eastern Science
Fiction Convention in Philadelphia. In the Novae Terrae piece Wollheim
defined Michelism thus:

MICHELISM is the belief that science-fiction followers should
actively work for the realization of the scientific socialist world-
state as the only genuine justification for their activities and
existence. MICHELISM believes that science fiction is a force; a
force acting through the medium of speculative and prophetic
fiction on the minds of idealist youth; that logical science-fiction
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inevitably points to the necessity for socialism, the advance of
science, and the world-state; and that these aims, created by
science-fictional idealizing, can best be reached through
adherence to the program of the Communist International.
MICHELISM is the theory of science-fiction Action.

This caused a sensation in US fandom, being the first time any of the
Michelists had publicly admitted their creed was essentially Communist
but, with the exception of Dave Mcllwain’s denunciation of Michelism in
the first issue of The Satellite later that year, reaction over here was rather
more muted. Not that British fandom, too, hadn’t been getting politicized.
As the inclusion of the Peace Pledge Folder indicates, British fans on the
whole tended towards pacifism, but that wasn’t all. While the Michelists
had been getting interested in Marxism, British fans appear to have been
much affected by the appearance, in 1937, of H.G. Wells’s The Star-
Begotten. In a piece called “Wake Up, Fans!” in the December 1937
Novae Terrae, Doug Mayer asked “why it has taken so long... for the fans
to turn their attention from the outpourings of hack writers to the problems
of humanity...”, and answered:

Whatever the cause, it is pretty certain, I think, that little of this
new outlook had attacked British fans before the beginning of
1937. It is also certain that prominent British fans of my
acquaintance began to stray from the accustomed path towards
the end of July. Perhaps some of the magnificent ideas expressed
in Star-Begotten were responsible for this awakening. In the
Leeds Branch, at least, the change from amateur scientists to
idealistic sociologists took place following the introduction of
this book, and my half-humorous comment that fans were
slightly star-begotten.

After commenting on Michelism approvingly (“...a few of our American
colleagues who shared the same beliefs decided in a typically American
fashion that action, and not theorizing, was required”), Mayer concluded:

I am asking that all thinking fans should admit that science-
fiction in itself is a mere nothing; it is what lies beyond science-
fiction that counts. I am also suggesting that it is a practicable
possibility for persons who share these ideas to unite in an
attempt to DO SOMETHING, and I certainly believe that the
matter is one that should be seriously and actively considered in
further articles, and at the forthcoming British Conference.
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True to his word, Mayer used his speech at the next convention to spread
these ideas, that speech being reprinted in a pamphlet titled The Purpose of
Science Fiction that was distributed with SFA mailings over here and
reprinted for US distribution by the CPASF.

The Committee for the Political Advancement of Science-Fiction was
the brainchild of John Michel and Don Wollheim, and produced a handful
of publications during its short existence. Among these was a song sheet
passed out at the Newark Convention in 1938 containing lyrics written by
John Michel for “The Science Fiction Internationale”, to be sung to the
tune of the Socialist anthem.

Awake, ye science-fiction readers!
Awake, ye star-begotten fans!

For science fiction is advancing!
Its fate is one with Man’s.

The torch of science goes before us,
The flag of reason is unfurled.

We are the Vanguard of the Future,
We’ll build a new and better world!

’Tis the final conflict,

Let each stand in his place;
The International Council
Shall be the Human Race.

Such ideas were not without popular support in fandom, but while it had
been possible to be both a committed socialist and a committed pacifist in
the early 1930s, that wasn’t the case by the end of the decade — the British
Left having abandoned pacifism en masse when the Spanish Civil War
broke out in 1936, as mentioned earlier. Since a lot of British fans were
committed pacifists this would seem to have precluded much socialist
activism. There were a number of reasons for this fannish pacifism but the
Christian principle — turning the other cheek and the like — was not one of
them. World War I lay only 20 years in the past at this point, and not only
had almost every family in the land lost someone in the trenches during
that terrible conflict but, when visiting the shops, you were inevitably
confronted by a small procession of crippled veterans outside Woolworth’s
and other big stores, chests bedecked with medals, begging — yet
compelling as it was, even this wasn’t the main reason. No, fans of the
time were convinced, no less than a later generation facing the possibility
of nuclear holocaust would be, that war would lead to the end of
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civilization. If you managed to survive the explosives and the poison gas
you were sure to be killed by the plague that would follow large-scale
death. Many fans were willing to endure anything rather than contribute to
that collapse, a position that was to prove increasingly hard to maintain in
the years that lay ahead.

Among those who sought to become Conscientious Objectors,
however, were some of the major active British fans of the day, such as
Douglas Webster, John F. Burke, Dave Mcllwain, Walter Gillings, R.G.
Medhurst, Mike Rosenblum, and Ron Holmes. Holmes would be assigned
to a Pacifist Service Unit in Liverpool, but not everyone who applied for
C.O. status was granted it. Walter Gillings was turned down so, having
been fired from his newspaper job when he made his intention to apply for
C.O. status known, he eventually had to join up to prevent his family
starving. But these were the exceptions. Most other UK fans accepted
conscription philosophically and performed the duties asked of them by
their country.

C.S. Youd was initially a pacifist but soon changed his mind, going
on to argue against it with people such as Burke, who also eventually
joined up. Mike Rosenblum was to be the most significant British fan to
become a C.O. After being thoroughly quizzed about fans and fandom he
was assigned to farm work near his home in Leeds. His appearance before
the tribunal even made the local newspaper under the headline “Jewish
C.O. Before Leeds Tribunal: First of His Faith in the Area”. [1]

Despite spending all day toiling in the fields for next to nothing, he
was still to be largely responsible for keeping British fandom alive during
the war years through his fanzine Futurian War Digest, which he kept
publishing under very difficult circumstances. At one point the authorities
decided he was publishing seditious material and put him under police
observation. This was almost certainly because of this piece, published in
the second issue in November 1940:

Now for a quote:

The trouble began I suppose when the colonel got hold of
the Court Martial Guide and Friend that I had in my possession.
I had 2 or 3 terrific stormy scenes with him as soon as I came
here and he as good as told me that I could expect no Court
Martial from him. I would have had to stick an indefinite series
of short terms of detention. I got 14 days and was handed over to
the regimental police at the head of which was as brutal a
sergeant as I ever have met.

On Sunday three of us decided to refuse to work partly in
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support of a chap who had gone on strike a few days previously
and had been beaten up several times for his pains. I was thrown
about a bit and we were all put on bread and water. On Monday
we again refused to work and this time I was properly beaten up
by the sergeant and his assistants. We were all put in solitary
confinement, my cell being less than 4 feet wide and 10 feet long
with no light at all. T was given one blanket to keep warm at
night and the floor was tiled. The nights were terrible. In
addition we were aroused at twelve, two a.m. and four a.m. and
paraded around the playground in our shirt sleeves. My head was
completely shaved on Wednesday morning, doubtless to add to
my humiliation.

Unquote.

No it isn’t a Nazi concentration camp — it’s England
fighting for liberty. The quotation is taken from a personal letter
written by a personal friend of mine and I will absolutely
guarantee its truth in every particular. It’s the treatment given to
a C.O. in Liverpool, this September; a Leeds boy 21 years old
who is as sincere a Pacifist as anyone I know. So don’t think a
C.O. can get away with it quite easily because Doug Webster
and myself were lucky enough to obtain some form of
exemption. And it is luck, for a more hideous caricature of
justice than our local C.O. Tribunal would be difficult to
imagine. Ask Ron Holmes who saw it in action for a few
minutes, and left hurriedly while he was still in control of his
temper. [2]

Not wanting to risk FWD being forcibly shut down, Rosenblum was more
cautious about what he published in future issues.

In much the same way that Rosenblum was a leading pacifist among
UK fans, Arthur Louis Joquel II may have occupied a similar position in
US fandom. On both sides of the Atlantic most of those serving in the
armed forces got along just fine with other fans who were conscientious
objectors, Mike Rosenblum in particular receiving a string of visitors in
uniform during the course of the war. A mature and civilized accord that
most were happy to adhere to, but not all (see “The Heinlein Letter” in
Bixelstrasse). During the war Joquel edited and published several pacifist
screeds including issues of The Peace Witness and a leaflet about the
Society of Juridica, a civil rights group. These may well have also been
printed on the duplicators in the famed Los Angeles Science Fantasy
Society clubroom on Bixel Street. Strangely, and despite the FBI having
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an informer in LASFS from mid-1943, US authorities appear to have have
ignored Joquel, presumably because they were more interested in reports
on those members who had joined the Communist party. [3]

However, Joquel’s fellow LASFS member and Conscientious
Objector Charles D. Hornig did not escape their attention....

Forrest J Ackerman:

We’re here at the Club tonight — 221st meeting — to bid farewell
to Charlie Hornig. CDH heads for Hood River, Oregon, under
governmental instructions — March 28th, to meet his fate in the
wartime set up. He is leaving various imperishable valuables
with Bruce Yerke, including such perishable unvaluables as his
neckties. In other words, he is leaving all his ties behind him...
Carry on, curious! [4]

Charles D. Hornig (1942):

Saying good-bye to the L.A. gang for the ninth time. Date March
26th, 1942. One day of freedom remains. As of Saturday, I will
belong to Uncle Sam — with reservations as to serviceability.
(Yeah, I am a C.0O.) I'll be stationed up on the Columbia River,
1200 miles north of here — and by the mess of work clothes I’1l
have to bring with me, looks like I’'m slated for muscle building.
CPS Camp No. 21, Cascade Locks, Oregon (Fans, please drop
me a line!) under the U.S. Forestry. Every time I chop down a
tree I’ll make believe that it’s destined to become the next
Astounding, or something.

Oh, well, it’s an ill wind. I just love to travel, and for the
first time in my life, I’'m gonna get a nice long ride absolutely
free — even if it is up the river (Columbia). This CPS Camp
(Civilian Public Service) will solve one of my problems. I won’t
have to pay any 1942 income tax. We get $2.50 per month! [4]

Hornig would spend a year at the CPS camp, followed by the better part of
a year in McNeil Island Penitentiary.

Charles D. Hornig (1946):

The purpose of this letter is to comment on instalments two,
three and four of Moskowitz’s Immortal Storm, wherein my fan
and professional activities of the 1930s are noted — especially
with reference to The Fantasy Fan and The Science Fiction
League. I think this type of article has an important place in
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fandom, and my old friend Sam the Vociferous is to be
congratulated for his thoroughness and detail. I have a few
criticisms, however.

...concerning my “alleged pacifistic beliefs”. I feel that the
picture given of me is that of a man who worried his draft board
and went into the Medical Corps, maybe after the war was over.
I never gave the draft authorities any trouble, but was classified
in 1941 (not recently) as a conscientious objector upon
presentation of evidence of my sincerity. I refused, not merely
combat service, but all military service and war work. In 1942 1
was sent to a CO camp; I left there in 1943, and later that year
went to prison as an absolutist. I believe I am more of an
absolutist even today — next time I won’t even register for the
draft.

The foregoing paragraph will probably have little interest to
science-fiction fans, as it does not concern the subject, but I did
want to clear up the point for those who might be interested. I
am on the inactive list (an ex-fan, you might say, with only a for-
old-times-sake interest in science-fiction), but I still think highly
of fantasy and the value of scientific prophecy through fiction,
although more important things must claim my time now. [5]

So far as I’'m aware the only fan imprisoned for his pacifist beliefs in the
UK was Jack Burns who spent six months in prison during 1942 for
refusing to submit to a medical examination for service in the armed
forces.

[1] Yorkshire Evening Post (15 December
1939)

[2] adapted from THEN: Science Fiction
Fandom in the UK 1930-1980 by Rob
Hansen

[3] see “The Communists” and “Hoover’s
Man” in Bixelstrasse (2021, ed. Hansen)
[4] VOM #22 (April 1942, ed. Forrest J
Ackerman & Morojo)

[5] Fantasy Commentator #12 (Fall 1946,
ed. A. Langley Searles)
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3. The Warriors

During World War II many fans were called up to serve in their
nation’s armed forces. These are some of the experiences of five
who saw combat, not all of whom survived the experience:
America’s Joe Gibson and Earl Kay, Britain’s Ted Carnell,
France’s Georges Gallet, and Germany’s Herbert Hdussler.

(i) May 1940: DUNKIRK - Georges Gallet (one of 14 men left of 43)

Since May 9th I have been through many adventures, I should say:
hell, nothing fits better. You know, maybe more than I do about the whole
thing. Soldiers are always more or less kept in the dark.

Now that everything is over and that France awakes to a grim reality
after years of happy dreams, I may tell you about my part in this war if it
can be called a war as it was rather a one-sided struggle. It would lead me
too far if I tried to give you only part of what the French — the soldiers who
took part in the fight more than the others of course — think about the men
who had the nerve to declare war upon Germany knowing as they must
have known, our state of preparation for such a crucial effort against an
enemy who has not hidden its intentions in case of war and also had toiled
for years to possess the best Army in the world — unequalled for the quality
and quantity of its material or its men.

So on May 10th, we took the road from St Quentin and vast columns
of the best picked men of the French troops with the best material moved
on towards Belgium... and Fate.

I was just one of the little cogs of this big machine and arrived near
Liege on the morrow morning. I was in command of a small party of five
heavy ambulances and detailed to one of the forward relief posts. At nine
o’clock on the same day the German bombers came and did their worst
about the small town we were in....

Crossroads, railway crossings, railway station, gas plant etc... were
destroyed methodically... and that was that from that day on.

Our troops fought trying to hold the German drive but we lacked air
support and our armoured corps were too few in numbers. The worst come
when the Germans broke the line near Ruthel, in the Ardennes, and fought
their way with comparative ease to the Channel ports, closing the door
behind us.

Of course we did not know about it at the time and it was only after
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days of travel from Belgium to Picardy and back to Flanders that we
realized how we stood.... and we were in Dunkirk. A very small area
where hundreds of thousands of men fought without hope, almost without
ammunitions and food. Four French divisions held the Germans back with
the help of our navy base at Dunkirk to protect the British and French
troops which were slowly withdrawn by all sorts of seacraft.

It is almost indescribable. A nightmare: on sea beaches without any
protection swarms of men were marching from one little town to the other
in the vain hope of finding a ship to embark in... and the German bombers
were sinking those ships! Everywhere in sight anti-aircraft guns, machine
guns, pompoms were firing trying to protect the ships. Everywhere on the
gray North Sea ships were sinking or on fire. The beaches were lined with
corpses sent back by the waves. Thousands of cars, of material of every
description were abandoned all over the place blocking the roads even the
railroads and the canals. Horses were galloping wild.

Eventually I succeeded after wading in the cold (!) sea to the armpits
to take hold of a seat in an English launch. Then I was transferred to a
small coast guard [vessel] and after three hours of an eventful crossing
reached Margate, a well known sea resort at the mouth of the Thames.

The day after we were at Plymouth and crossed back to France on the
Ville d’Alga, one of the best packet boats of the Mediterranean equipped as
an auxiliary cruiser just back from Norway. A sub chased us but was left
away behind.

Coming back to France after what we had seen — and also I must say
after a marvellous reception in England (times have changed since then)
we took hope again... but you know what happened.

Now there I am without news from anyone in the whole world since
more than two months, my darling wife still in Paris, my parents in a small
country village in Vendee so much south of the Loire where no one would
have believed that the Germans would come, my young brother — a
lieutenant in the Artillery of the Maginot line, prisoner or what? My sister
and my brother’s wife and baby where? Every day I hope to have a letter
from someone: none comes. The hours and the days are heavier than they
ever were... it takes more courage to endure such circumstances than to do
your little bit in the fight. When shall I find back my dear ones? Of what
shall be made our future? No one knows. Of course when I will be near my
wife or even when I will get those dear letters I am waiting for so eagerly
I’11 face the world and try to organize a new life....

I envy you and dream of the day to come when I will be able to
resume my activities, think about science fiction and maybe launch my
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magazine. I may not find time enough to write to all my American friends
very soon. So if you can do it in some way please extend my greetings.
(Garonne, France, 12 July 1940) [1]

(ii) December 1943: Eight Months — Ted Carnell

Over thirty thousand miles in eight months of travel is the latest
achievement of your Sandsman; we knelt in homage to the first rain and
fog we have seen in almost that length of time. The last rainstorm we had
the pleasure of shower-bathing in was the clash of three mighty electrical
storms somewhere in the Indian Ocean near the Equator. Since then it has
been very stormy for the Nazis and Italians, to our lasting satisfaction.

To our regret we never quite caught up with Sphinxy Temple — we
arrived in Cairo only to find that he had moved on to the Tunis area a
month before; we moved from Sicily into Italy to find that he had followed
us into Sicily; and now we have left Italy we hear that he has arrived in our
footprints there and is probably chasing the tedeschi [Italian for Germans]
still further back. Of other fans in the Middle East we saw and heard little,
although we had some amazing meetings with non-stf people we knew
from the old home town, and many were the carousals on looted Italian
wine.

The past eight full moons have borne great significances in our
travels. Each one has brought new scenes and places and stranger
adventures — until our travels have read stranger even than fiction. So that
these glimpses of life in the raw are not lost upon posterity we have been
writing a book about them — Foo-Ey, a Travelogue of the Little Foxes will
never see print owing to its rawness, but may make interesting reading to a
private audience after the war.

March full moon found us sweltering in the heat of the tropics
somewhere off Freetown, Sierra Leone. The long weeks of idleness with
nothing to read produced from three of us a naval game taking six hours or
more to play. The game became the craze of the ship, and seems to have
spread throughout Fleet circles, for when we reached a North African port
a few months ago we found that it was being played by Officers and Men
there complete to the final details of rules. (Patent applied for).

At this time, too, we undertook to edit and produce a four-page ship’s
newspaper every other day. Tropical Times became quite a success during
our eight-week voyage, and we wrote several controversial articles anent
astronautics, ghosts, and telepathy which raised local storms. Astronautics
was hotly debated in the Officers’ Lounge and we finally had to give a
lecture to some 200 of them, explaining the simpler more fundamental
principles — our brain couldn’t go deeper than that, not having the depth
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that Pilot Officer [Arthur C.] Clarke has. Needless to say that the old
bogey of whether a rocket could work in space or not cropped up, and
many bets have been placed upon our proof or disproof of the fact.

The full moon in April was under idyllic conditions — it shone across
the outline of Table Mountain, Cape Town, while we were delving in a
variety of second-hand bookstalls loaded down with pro mags — loan only,
as the supply had been stopped from USA. May saw us watching a movie
show in an open-air cinema at Suez — it happened to be Disney’s
“Fantasia” again, while June moon leered down at us from across the
mountains in the heart of Syria. July illuminated the Sphinx and Pyramids
under a mysterious light, and for fleeting moments of magic woven by the
sonorous voice of an Egyptian guide we were transplanted back to the days
of the Pharaohs.

July saw a different scene — the battle of Catania Plain in Sicily, with
huge fires burning from the aerodrome; of cones of red flak floating
skywards in the protection of our ports and beaches; the roar of artillery
barrages, and the chatter of machine guns.

August brought almost a total eclipse of the moon, a calculated fact as
we stealthily crept in on a commando raid on Messina, allowing us to get
ashore under darkness only to be pinned down on a mile stretch of road for
a whole day by German and Italian guns from the mainland.

September saw us again watching a movie, this time only a few miles
behind 8th Army frontline in Southern Italy, with General Montgomery as
guest of honour. So rapid has our movements been that, October full moon
shone on us once again at a movie show, this time back in N. Africa while
the November one peered fitfully down upon us in the setting of our
Editorial address.

Our return trip from Italy to N. Africa was marked by one of those
mysteries of the sea, very common in warfare. We crossed the
Mediterranean in bad weather for small craft, and as dawn broke one
morning we found we were some five miles off Cape Bon, Tunis. Away
on our starboard quarter floated something which at first we took to be a
U-boat, but upon closer examination turned out to be the broken stern of a
US LCT, which had broken her back during the night owing to the rough
sea. No sign of life came from her — only the US flag fluttered
occasionally from its mast. Like pirates of old we boarded her, for there’s
still prize money to be had for derelicts, as well as loot aboard.

The crew had gone overboard on the life rafts as far as we could make
out. In their quarters a gold wrist watch still ticked away beside a bunk;
everything was normal except for the foot of water slopping round the

27



mess deck... and then we made a find. The February ASF, and one of
Thorne Smith’s books, The Glorious Pool.

A postal from Les Johnson somewhere near Algiers was received by
us somewhere near Algiers! Despite ten days of enquiry we failed to dig
him up although we were probably only five miles from him.

We hear that Sphinxy Temple obtained some Verne books printed in
[talian while in Sicily. Presumably he bought them with legitimate
Military Money — the sucker! And we were there in the first throes of
looting and couldn’t find anything worth lifting in the book line, except
some moth-eaten copies of “La Vie Parisienne.” [2]

“Sphinxy” Temple was William F. Temple, who in 1938 had a
story published in Tales of Wonder titled “The Smile of the
Sphinx”. Child actress Shirley Temple had been Hollywood’s
number-one box-office draw from 1934 to 1938, hence the
“Sphinxy” nickname for Bill. An account of his own wartime
service can be found in Temple at the Bar.

(iii) February 1945: Liberation — Georges Gallet

My last letter to you was dated 24 September 1941, more than three
years ago. It is a long, long way back and that period has been crowded
with happenings... I won’t try to tell you all. It would take a book, at least,
to do it.

The Germans came into Southern France. We had to keep on living
somehow and believe me it was quite a problem — it still is — with black
market prices soaring, for food, for everything in fact. I wrote science
articles for serious papers, gossip for movie magazines, stories for
juveniles.

With 1944, the bombings by air became more frequent and the bombs
had a deplorable habit of falling much too near my house. August came
and Liberation, with fighting in the streets. Happily, except for windows,
doors and shutters smashed, a few window panes broken and some
perilous adventures during the battle in the town, my wife and I came out
of it all rather nicely, after a little more than two weeks of living in the
cellar, which, by the way, was not too uncomfortable in the warm summer.

New dailies and magazines were born out of the various underground
organizations. I resumed my writing with the first weekly to be published
in liberated France — it is an illustrated called V — and, later, with some
others. This permits me to wait until better times. That is to say when the
paper restriction slackens and I will be able to take up old plans. Needless
to say, as you know, these are all concerned with scientifiction. And it has
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been one of my greatest privations since 1940 to be unable to get new
American science fiction books or magazines, although I managed, during
all that period, to receive English, and occasionally American, magazines,
through friends in the Swiss diplomatic service. I had to be rather careful
of course as the Germans considered this a capital offence.

I feel I have forgotten the more important things I wanted to tell you.
Professor Messac, the nice University man who was so much interested in
science fiction and a good friend of Dr. David Keller, was arrested by the
Germans and sent to Germany without explanations. He was a great
invalid of the first world war. His wife has had no news of him for over six
months. My own brother is still a prisoner in reprisal Oflag XC....

(Marseille, France, 22 February 1945) [3]

Gallet having spent most of the war living under the Vichy
regime, Don Wollheim accused him of being a collaborator but
offered no evidence. Investigation by others led to the accusation
being dismissed. [4] [5] [6] [7] [8] [9] [10] [11]

(iv) April 1945: Death Throes — Private Joe Gibson

So here I am in Germany knocking you out a missive on a Heinie
portable that has the keys mixed all to blazes, besides which I haven’t
touched a typer in some months, maybe a year. So here I am wheezing on
a Chelsea [a brand of cigarette] and reporting on the activities of Gibson’s
Galactic Raiders Ml. We came into Krefeld behind the Infantry joes. We
crossed the Rhine and have been going like a bat out of hell courtesy of the
Ninth Army ever since. We helped in the assault on Hanover. Now of
course we’re way the hell past Hanover. In fact we would like very much
to visit Berlin. In case you don’t remember, I’m in heavy artillery. Only
we’ve been kicking these heavy artillery pieces along like they wuz 105’s.
Now is that or is that not the way to win a war?

Things have been very quiet with us nevertheless. I now have a Jerry
sub-machine gun that’s the equivalent of our Tommy gun. No Luger
though, dammit. Guess I’ll have to knock out a damned machine-gun nest
to get one of those.

Combat really takes you out of contact of those groups who peddle
the discussion on postwar peace and stuff. The civilians back home I guess
are kept up pretty much on that, so youse fans must have plenty to talk
about. I hated to see Roosevelt cash out at a time like this, but I guess that
now the people won’t be so inclined to depend so entirely on a national
leader to make the peace decisions for them, and take a greater interest in
seeing that they are made for the best.
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Combat really takes you out of contact with the ways of civilized
peoples, too, if there is such. I can imagine how us guys would be if we
landed in the middle of Los Angeles right now. We’d walk into a beer
joint, point at all the whiskey, stick a gun in the bartender’s belly, and say
“Verboten!” Whereupon we would proceed to liberate the godly nectar.
All slaves of the Hollywood producers would be freed and treated with
gusto, especially those more prominent and better known figures. ((Such
as Carol Landis and Lana Turner? — FJA)) Flatly speaking, we would
simply tear hell out of the place in the usual custom. Liberation is a
wonderful thing.

What gripes my xxx is to hear some of these xxxxxx Heinie civilians
xxxxxxxX about a bunch of busted dishes.

The Stars and Stripes mentions that the Army bigwigs in Washington
see the end of organized resistance by the Nazis in a matter of days. Those
xxxxxx xxxxxx should come out here and find out what the hell the score
is. Those Nazi rats will be organizing patrols and bandit raids on us for the
next ten years. This is strictly Injun territory.

(Somewhere in Germany, 15 April 1945) [3]

(v) April 1945: Eavesdropping in the E.T.0.* — Sgt. Ted Carnell

Ten years ago this column used to be called “Trans-Atlantic
Commentary”, and it was turned out for Mac’s Oklahoma News, an
interesting little privately-circulated maglet some of you may remember
reading. Now Dan (Good Intentions) McPhail asks that I continue it along
similar lines, but designed to suit his latest Journal. If you can take it, I’1l
keep giving it, buddies. Where we’ll get to in our mental travels remains to
be seen, for I’ve been around on three continents and oceans during my
wartime travels and may be able to talk about places some of you are now
stationed in.

* “E.T.0.” in the title refers to “European Theatre of
Operations”. [Ed.]

This G.I. Journal idea of Mac’s is a fine idea — one of the finest
gestures a civilian pal can offer to his buddies in the Armed Forces, and I
feel very gratified that he has asked for a column from myself — the part
that tickles me is that this will be read by some of his friends parked on
atolls in the Pacific, as well as back-tracking to colleagues in the ETO, and
being perused by G.I.s (and gals?) stationed in the US. I have the feeling
that Mac has the basis for a world-wide news-sheet at least for the duration
of the two wars.

There is something so very hopeful about Spring. It is the growing up

30



of the year — the opening out of all the hopes and promises that the year
holds forth — and on the crest of this year’s Spring the tide of battle in
Europe spreads all-engulfingly against the Nazis. As I write this (to be
read so many months later by you guys way out on the borders of Japan)
the Allied armies are sweeping into Germany on all sides. and for the first
time in six long weary years of war, the people are talking of the coming
victory. Never doubting that victory would one day be ours, although once
all we had was faith and courage in the belief that God would aid the
righteous (has that not been proven now?), the people have never before
talked about victory and the nearness of the end of the European war with
such sureness and certainty.

After five and one half years of Service life the idea of the war
suddenly ending (and it may well be over long before you read these
lines), has come like a cold shower on a blistering hot day to myself, and
where five odd years ago I was wondering and worrying over what my
Army life would be like, I'm now wondering and worrying about how I
will ever fit into civilian life once more. The thought is almost frightening,
for I’ve grown to love the danger and excitement of my own particular job
in this war, and the idea of returning to the humdrum routine of snatching
a living from the busy metropolis of London is almost appalling. You’re
going to find the difference too, Joe, when you get round to thinking along
the same lines. Or maybe you never quite fitted into this battle existence?
If not, you have my sympathies, because unless you can adapt yourself to
the vast change-over from a civilian to a professional killer, you can’t have
got the utmost atom of enjoyment out of Life.

Don’t think, G.I. Joe, sweating it out on a burning coral island, that
I’m just a chair-borne philanthropist airing my views, because I have just
about run the gamut of battle (with the exception of killing Japs — a task I
would relish as much as a good rat hunt on a sunny summer afternoon*),
from the first sickening breath of Death on a battlefield, and of seeing the
awful maimed wrecks that close-quarter fighting can do to men, to being
lost behind enemy lines, blown up in a minefield, being a pin point target
for enemy artillery, attacked at sea by U-boats and planes, and, of course,
the commonplace practice of killing the enemy. No, at the moment I’'m
resting up after a long session of fighting, so I don’t think you’ll refuse me
the rest.

* Shocking to modern sensibilities, but at that time an
unremarkable sentiment as a consequence of wartime propaganda,
Japanese atrocities, and their treatment of Allied prisoners of war.
See John W. Dower’s War Without Mercy (W.W. Norton & Company,
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1986.) [Ed.]

All T wish for you is that you too can get that well-earned rest back in
that shady corner by the verandah, or out in the back-lot, watching the kids
hammer a baseball round the vacant lot, or see the heat shimmer off Main
Street on a blazing hot Western afternoon — or perhaps you’re a city guy
and like to doze off to sleep lulled by the ever-present murmur of a big
city. Whichever it is, the sooner it comes the better pleased I’ll be.

Maybe I’ll be dropping in on a few of you island-dwellers in the near
future — after all, it’s our turn to play away from the home ground, so keep
a lookout on the road to Tokyo — I've just dropped off the road to Berlin.
[12]

Herbert Hdussler was the only known pre-war German fan. He
had been an American prisoner-of-war for over a year when he
wrote the following:

Herbert Haussler:

I got drafted into the Army in June ’40 and went to Poland as well as
to France to take part in the occupation, but for the greater part to get the
training there. In ’41 we went to Russia and I was in the combat till the
beginning of December. Because of illness in my left hand and my frozen
feet I was transferred to the hospital and stayed in some of them more than
two years, leaving it in May ’44. For combat service I was no longer
eligible (I wasn’t sorry for this) and got to be a payclerk. At this I got
captured one Sunday noon in the little Bavarian town Dillingen on the
Danube. I rose only to the rank of a Pfc during five years. The long stay in
the hospital I needed, because I got not fixed up any sooner. I lost four toes
on my left foot and I’'m hindered a little by walking. I can’t endure to keep
staying for a long time or walk as I used to do.

Now I am in a work camp for German prisoners here in northern
France. When shall we go home? I don’t know. Hope this will be soon.
My home is situated in what is now the Russian zone of occupation. As I
mentioned before I still have no news from my wife, except the card when
she wrote that she still lives and is going well. My little son Wolfgang died
last February of pneumonia at the age of 7%.

I am very glad that this worldwide war is finished. I hate wars and the
mass killing of soldiers and civilians alike.

We live here good, the food is too good and enough now, if also we
had very scarce times.

I want to return home to my life, to get a job and go on working in
peace and for peaceful purposes. I lost my father in World War I and never
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was for a dictatorship. Knowing so many friends of the different nations
and countries through my correspondence in Esperanto I heartily want the
peoples to come to an understanding one with the other. Why should it be
impossible, to live in harmony and peace together? I see no reason, why
this couldn’t be done.

This letter is written in a great hurry, but I hope that the next time I
can write some more details. [13]

(vi) May 1945: Earl Kay’s Mysterious Last Mission

Fanewscard was a weekly newszine in the form of a postcard
that was started in July 1943 by Bob Tucker, who stuck with it
until issue #13 in October. Ed Connor and Frank Robinson took
over with #14 and continued until #51 in the summer of 1944.
Robinson did a final, multi-page duplicated newsletter #52 by
himself in July then handed the reins over to Walter
Dunkelberger of Fargo, North Dakota.

Dunkelberger would continue with the newscard —
interspersed with the occasional Fanews newsletter, for the rest
of its run. In Aug/Sept ’44 Earl Kay came aboard as co-editor
and was listed as such until #209 in Sept °45, though his actual
final issue as co-editor was #133 (March 1945), in which he
announced his departure:

“For the past year I have enjoyed the many associations with fandom that I
have had. I would like to thank Dunk, Lorraine, Everett Evans, and the
members of the Minneapolis Fantasy Society for the many happy hours I
have had.

“I am now fit for active service again. I have applied for a certain
type of duty which will enable me to get even with the rats that sent me
back from Anzio. I’ll try to keep in touch with fandom thru Dunk.

“This issue of FNC is my farewell... adios... Earl Kay.”

The story of his mission unfolds across the following reports,
which demonstrate the uncertainty of war.

Fanews #134 (28 March 1945):
Earl Kay has received his new assignment and will leave for
Washington for details within the week. Plans to visit fans where ever the

assignment may take him.
Good luck, Earl.

Fanews #147 (24 April 1945):

33



In a joking mood Bob Tucker answered our recent request for news
with the material below, prefaced by this paragraph.

“So it’s news you want? I don’t know what the hell for. There hasn’t
been a Newscard in here for several days. You’re slipping. It is easy to
[see] who was doing the work, now that Kay has left. Hah. Hah!”

Tucker was kidding, but we’re not. We are very very much aware —
now that he’s gone — of how much Earl did. When we first took over
Fanenewscard it was mainly to give Earl something to do (he was back
from Anzio in a dazed condition — “Battle Fatigue”) Most of the time we
selected the news items and dummied the issues. Earl took over from
there.

Last weekend we had it brought home to us just how much Earl had
taken things out of our hands. He has enthused us so much with the spirit
of doing things for others that Lorraine and I spent until the wee hours
Sunday morning, most of Sunday, all Monday morning, and Lorraine
spent all Monday afternoon, doing what we used to be able to do (with
Earl) in a few spare hours. We stencilled and mimeo’d a five page (legal)
school paper for a neighborhood school (a student did the typing and we
did the illustrating, headlines and mimeoing), my NAPA zine, a ten page
(half-sheet format) PSI DELTA KAPPA ALUMNI “Newsletter” pamphlet
(which also had to be assembled) and some pages of FFF #208 (our final
issue for Julie*).

* Julius Unger, publisher and editor of Fantasy Fiction Field for
most of its 215-issue run. Dunkelberger is credited with mimeoing it
from #144 and is later listed as associate publisher/editor. [Ed.]

What we’ve been trying to point out — in a rather round about way —
is that we miss Earl Kay and that we’ve discovered too late how true the
phrase — “You never miss them ’til they’re gone” is.

Our last word from Earl (and it will be the last for several weeks) was
received Saturday. He informed us that he was going on the mission that
he and Orville Kerkow had talked about. The one he had volunteered for
now that Orville was gone... His address will have to remain in c¢/o Dunk
until he gets somewhere that mail can be forwarded to him... This last
letter was written during a short visit spent with Capt. Ed Olson who is
attached to General Patton’s tank units... Earl mentioned taking a ride with
Ed in his tank and talking over good times with Ed’s brother Dan. Then
after a pleasant afternoon Earl — “shoved off into the unknown”.

One consolation that we received was that Earl hopes to be back in
Fargo again by late July or early August in time to visit with Evans, who is
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expected here then.

Pardon our rambling, but Bob’s kidding made us stop and think and
appreciate the friendship and help of a swell guy. A guy who is now out
risking his neck that we may continue to enjoy our inalienable rights of
life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness.

We pray that he will return soon to help us enjoy them — Dunk

Fanewscard #152 (7 May 1945):
Kay missing in Southern Germany 5/2/45, Report from Pfc A W.
Lincoff says he’s “deep in the wilds of Germany”, but 0.K.

Fanewscard #158 (27 May 1945):

EARL BELIEVED DEAD

A report from Cpt. Ed Olson says that one of Ed’s men has recovered
a novelty identification bracelet worn by Kay from a prisoner. Kay’s
mission had been completed. Details later.

Fanews #159 (28 May 1945):

In FNC #152 we mentioned that Earl Kay was missing in Southern
Germany. In #159 we printed the report that he was “believed dead”, but...
we still haven’t given up hope.

When Earl left us at Eastertide, it was to perform a task of his own
choosing. At Anzio, he and Orville Kerkow spent a night in a foxhole with
a German they had taken prisoner. The prisoner was very talkative
concerning developments around his. home in Southern Germany.
Possibly this information was just bragging, but Orville, Earl, and their
company’s Intelligence Officer didn’t think so. The two “K” men
extracted a premise that if “anything” was done about the information they
had helped procure that, if possible, they would be “in on the show”. Kay
was sent home from Anzio and later offered a Medical Discharge. He
refused the MD until the outcome of his previous “obligation” was known.
When Kerkow was killed in the “Battle of the Bulge” (FNC #132), Kay
felt the responsibility was his alone and began action to see what he could
do at once.

The Army hadn’t forgotten and his offer of “one more assignment”
was accepted (FNC #134). Kay had begun work on this as soon as Orville
had been reported “missing”.

He was reported at various places — Washington, DC (FNC #142),
Paris, and with Patton’s Forces (FNC #147).

In the next column [i.e., below] appear excerpts from a letter from
Capt. Ed Olson, the last person of mutual friendship to see Earl Kay.
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Somewhere in Germany — May 8th, ’45

Dear Dunk:

So today is supposed to be V-E Day. Well, well, our enemy
don’t seem to be able to get it thru his thick skull, but we’ll make
it penetrate, one way or another.

I don’t know what our assignment is going to be, at the
moment we’re just taking prisoners, so many that it’s getting
damned monotonous. And to think we’ll have to treat the b
ds like babies. Heh! heh!

As you know from Kay’s letter, he visited us several weeks
ago and we had a very enjoyable visit. We talked of things at
home and of the swell times he’s had at your place. He spoke
often of the many little things you and Lorraine and the kids had
done for him. I’1l tell you all about it when I get back, but I must
tell you one thing before then though. It concerns your “missing
pipe”. By this time you’ve at least suspected where it went. Earl
took great joy in telling about it.

One evening, while you were at work, Earl was sitting
around reading. A book titled The Dreamer or some such title.
((Behold This Dreamer by W. de la Mare)). Lorraine had just put
Jon to bed and was out in the Kitchen doing some dishes or
something when Jimmy came in and sleepily told anyone who
was interested that he wanted to go to bed. As “L” was busy Kay
helped Jimmy wash and get his PJs on, then tucked him in bed.
Jerry came in and went to bed and Jacque started helping
Lorraine. Things were quiet for a little while and then the patter
of little feet interrupted Kay’s reading and he looked up to see
Jimmy standing in front of him holding your slippers and your
pipe. Earl tried to tell him that he’d made a mistake, but Jimmy
was either sleep walking or was too sleepy to know what was
going on. So Earl untied his shoes, Jimmy pulled them off and
slipped on the slippers and then handed him the pipe he’d laid
down on the floor. Then Jimmy put Kay’s shoes away and came
bringing in a can of tobacco. As soon as Earl had stoked up and
it was going satisfactorily he patted Jimmy on the tuchus and
told him to run jump in bed. Jimmy hadn’t spoken a word the
whole time so Earl doesn’t know whether he was awake or
asleep.

He cherished that moment, Dunk, he cherished that moment
as one of the high points of his life. It was a sign that he was
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“accepted” as a part of your family and that, to him, was a very
great privilege.

While he was with me and got to monkeying around in our
machine shop ((Ed is in a tank unit and they usually have a
mobile machine shop around their supply base)), there we each
made an identification bracelet from the metal of some shells.
Brace yourself, Dunk. Earl’s bracelet has just been returned to
me by one of my men. It was taken from a prisoner. This doesn’t
mean that Earl is dead, but something has happened.

When he left his mission was well organized. His men,
good men and dependable, were “sold” on Earl. His mission was
completed to the satisfaction of all. Just because he is “overdue”
and his bracelet has turned up is no reason to suppose him dead.
Let’s hope for the best, that he’s no more than a German
prisoner.

Keep your chin up fella, he’ll show up when we start
getting our prisoners back.

Love to all,

Ed.

Fanews #163 (8 June 1945):

In a letter from the War Department received this past week we
received a letter from Earl Kay. This letter was marked “To Be Sent in
Event of I Do Not Return™.

Accompanying it was a note from the War Department saying,

The enclosed letter was to be delivered to you in event of the
non-return of the writer.

As the writer is now six weeks over-due from his
assignment, he must be presumed lost.

This does not mean that he is dead, but only missing.

The letter went on wishing for his quick return, etc.
We sincerely hope that he may return shortly.

Fanews #167 (22 June 1945):

A letter dated May 10th (two days after the letter of Capt. Ed Olson
reported in Fanews #159) has just been received from Earl Kay. It is short
but definitely sweet.

Can’t get as much as I’d like on a V-Mail, but here goes. My
mission was accomplished with complete success, so they tell
me. I don’t know what happened to the rest of my men, but for
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myself I was “blotto” from May 2nd until yesterday. There isn’t
anything wrong with me except that I’ll get another Purple Heart
and would sure like to know what happened during the
“blackout”.

The Docs say I’ll be up and around in another week then
I’m going to head for home. I am going to try to see
Cunningham and Rothman if possible. I hope you sent FNC to
Ed Olson and Cunningham’s new address was published. I think
I can find Rothman without an address though. I don’t know
where Ed is now, but I’'m going to try to find him before coming
back.

Love to everyone, See you soon.

Earl

Fanews #220 (1 October 1945):

KAY DEAD

Home on his terminal furlough, we were visited by Capt. Ed Olson,
who — you will recall — was first to inform us that our former co-editor
EARL KAY was missing. A subsequent letter from the War Department
made this official.

Ed expressed his belief that Earl is dead and cited the return of Earl’s
novelty identification bracelet made while visiting with Ed during the big
drive and just before leaving on his final mission. Ed told us of the mission
and its satisfactory accomplishment. Explained how the men split up
afterward for their return to our own areas and the subsequent non-return
of Kay.

Ed showed us and told us of the recovery of Earl’s bracelet from a
prisoner and the subsequent questioning of other prisoners from the same
area. From the answers expressed by these prisoners Ed is convinced that
Earl was captured and executed during the last few hours of the war. While
he hasn’t seen the grave himself he is attempting to get some sort of
official report on the reported location.

Words fail us in attempting to express our loss. A phrase keeps
coming to our mind though from some place or other... “Departed friends
are as magnets drawing us to the next world.”

We miss you, Earl.

In October, Fanews published its second oversized annual. The
cover featured a photo of Earl beneath which was printed:
Dedicated to Earl Kay. Inside, Walter Dunkelberger wrote:
“This issue is dedicated to Earl Kay, our former co-editor, who
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died in Europe in the last few hours of the war.”

Earl Kay had done his stint, and been offered a medical
discharge. His war was done, yet with everyone knowing the war
in Europe would be over within weeks he was allowed to go on
one last mission as a “matter of honour” based on intelligence
he himself had gained and to avenge some grievance or other he
had suffered at Anzio. What mission could be so important at
that stage of the war, I wonder? Whatever it was it was
apparently successfully concluded, yet this didn’t prevent him
from being the last fan to die in WWII while serving in Europe.
RIP, Earl.

On 1st March 1946 the first postwar SF convention was
held in Newark, New Jersey. It was opened by chairman Sam
Moskowitz:

The boys are back. That is, most of them are back. But for many who lie in
a geography book of lands whose pages they have turned, there is no
returning.

Among those boys were science-fiction fans. With the same sincere
enthusiasm for a better visioned world of tomorrow as you and I. Among
those were our friends.

In paying tribute to them I chose as a symbol Walter Sullivan, not
only because I knew him personally, but because he was typical of the
average science-fiction fan.

Coaxed into activity after vigorous protestations, Walter soon
established a reputation for himself as a reporter (of science-fiction events)
of unusual clarity. Much of the charm of his work lay in the fact that as he
wrote his words seemed to caress the incidents written as though they
meant much to him. For at heart Walter Sullivan had been a lonely person
with his only companion his powerful short-wave set which he now
beamed to the stations of the world and with scholarly zeal soon became
the world’s greatest expert on the fantastic in radio.

Walter Sullivan didn’t have to die! At the time of his death he had
done his share of air-missions as a radio operator and had been assigned to
duty as head instructor in the radio school at the airfield feeding the Burma
theatre of war. But they were so short of men that only a week before his
death Walter Sullivan refused transfer to another base in India, and instead
volunteered to resume his work in the air. Somewhere, near the notorious
“Hump*”, he lost his life.

* Allied pilots’ slang for the dangerous eastern end of the
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Himalayas over which India-Burma-China military transports had to
be flown. [Ed.]

Because Walter Sullivan loved the science-fiction world. Because in
the company of people like us he found his greatest joy; and because I
believe Walter Sullivan to be typical of every boy who gave his all in this
past war, I ask the assembly to rise and stand a moment in his memory.
[14]

Among our dead from World War II are: [15]

e Stanley Davies, 1940, from injuries sustained at Dunkirk

e Ted Wade, 29 August 1940, killed by exploding bomb dump (during
air raid?)

e Alvan Mussen, 23 June 1942, on Bataan Death March.

e Francis L. Ellissen, 12 September 1942, the notorious Laconia
incident

e Blaine Dunmire, April/May 1944, ship sunk in the Mediterranean.

e Walter Sullivan, 23 May 1944, air crash in China.

e Antoine de Saint-Exupéry, 30 June 1944, crash (likely shot down)
over the Med.

e Bob Madsen, 4 July 1944, submarine sank in the Pacific.

e Harvey Greenblatt, 5 August 1944, killed in France.

E.F. De La Roi, 14 September 1944, ship sank in the Great Atlantic

Hurricane.

Orville Kerkow, 26 November 1944, MIA in Germany.

George Keith Hickman, 30 November 1944, air crash in Belgium.

David Wright O’Brien, 11 December 1944, shot down over Berlin.

Alden Ackerman, brother of Forry, 1 January 1945, Battle of the

Bulge.

Lee Eastman, 7 April 1945, died while taking Cologne.

e FEarl Kay, May 1945, MIA in Germany, just hours before the war’s
end.

[1] VOM #8.5 (September 1940, ed. Forrest
J Ackerman & Morojo)

[2] Sands of Time #10 (December 1943, ed.
Ted Carnell)

[3] VOM #42 (May 1945, ed. Forrest J
Ackerman)

[4] Fanews #173 (July 1945, ed. Walt
Dunkelberger)
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[5] Fanews #179 (July 1945, ed. Walt

Dunkelberger)

[6] Fanews #183 (July 1945, ed. Walt
Dunkelberger)

[7] Fanews #188 (August 1945, ed. Walt
Dunkelberger)

[8] Fanews #189 (August 1945, ed. Walt
Dunkelberger)

[9] Fanews #202 (September 1945, ed. Walt
Dunkelberger)

[10] Stefnews #10 (September 1945, ed. Jack
Speer)

[11] Fanews #210 (September 1945, ed.
Walt Dunkelberger)

[12] Mac’s G.I. Journal #? (1944-1945, ed.
Dan McPhail)

[13] VOM #49 (July 1946, ed. Forrest J
Ackerman)

[14] Fantasy Times #12 (June 1946, ed. Sam
Moskowitz)

[15] Expanded from list in Fancyclopedia 3
“War” entry

41



4. The Lesbian Pioneer

When Forrest J Ackerman proposed to fellow fan Tigrina in June 1945 she
rebuffed him but did not reject him outright. The two regularly dated after
her arrival in Los Angeles and everyone considered them a couple, but
despite how smitten he was with her things between them did not work out
as he had hoped:

When we went to movies together, I would come out raving
about Marlene Dietrich and she came out raving about... Marlene
Dietrich, not Gary Cooper. Like me, she liked Betty Grable’s
legs, not Clark Gable’s ears. It finally dawned on me — before
she herself even realized her nature — that she must be (a word
spoken only in whispers then) a... lesbian! [1]

Tigrina had slowly come to this realization herself. As she later recalled:

One day when I was sunning myself up on the top of the garage
of the place where I had a room. Some other girls that lived in
the building came up and spread out their towels and started to
talk among themselves. I noticed that although there was plenty
of talk, they never mentioned boys’ names. I thought, Well, gee,
that’s refreshing to hear some people talk who aren’t always
talking about their boyfriends and breakups. I got started talking
to them just out of friendliness.

I don’t know what brought up the subject, but one of the
girls turned to me and said, “Are you gay?” And I said, “I try to
be as happy as I can under the circumstances.” They all laughed.
Then they said, “No, no,” and told me what it meant.

The next week or so they took me down to a gay bar called
the If Club. The girls could dance together there. I started
dancing with one or the other of them who would come over and
ask me. I never asked them. They asked me because I was
obviously feminine. I had my hair long and I wore jewellery. [2]

So who was Tigrina?
Edythe DeVinney Eyde was born in California in November 1921,
and raised on a ranch that was several miles from the nearest town.

My parents, although kind and understanding in some ways,
have never understood my liking for the weird and occult,
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Therefore, they would never understand or approve of my
keeping up a correspondence with those who share my
enjoyment of terrifying and gruesome things. In fact, if my
secret were discovered, I would be denied the privileges I
already enjoy, such as an occasional horror show, or spooky
radio program. Although I am of college age and should be able
to do what I please along these lines, when I am home and under
the dominance of my parents, it is hard to voice any objections
without having to disturb peace in the family as far as I’'m
concerned. Every time I buy a copy of Weird Tales, for example,
I get an exclamation of horror and disgust from my mother and a
frown and a shake of the head from my fatherandal—-o-n-g
lecture on why I should not fill my so-called mind with such
“childish fancy and degrading filth.” [3]

It was through the letter page of Weird Tales that she began a
correspondence with Ackerman, and became intrigued by his tales of
LASFS, the Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society:

If T ever get down that way I shall certainly try to drop in at the
Clifton’s Cafeteria and get a glimpse of the meeting place of the
Weird Tales Club [it was also where LASFS met at that point]
and perhaps also a glimpse of a few of my neighbor-weirdists!
This is just a fanciful dream of mine, but if it ever materializes, I
will try to write you a note and let you know all the details.

If... you should ever see a girl about five feet and one and a
half inches tall, with blue eyes and brown hair, and who wears a
white skull pin over her heart, walking into a horror show, that
will be me.

Here is a question I have been wanting to ask you for a long
time. How many members are there in the Los Angeles Fantasy
Society? ((Nearly 30 now.)) Also, I noticed that in the picture
that Fojak [Ackerman] gave me of Morojo and him in Chicago
(or was it New York?) ((Chicago)) at the Fantasy Convention,
there was another girl in that picture. Who is she? ((Pogo)) She
certainly is attractive. I would like to meet both Morojo and her
some time, but I doubt if I will ever have an opportunity. [3]

Ackerman would visit her in San Francisco several times.

Calling herself Tigrina (the name she would use for fan related
activities throughout her life) and labelling herself a Satanist (which
appears to have been no more than teenage rebellion on her part) she first
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came to the attention of science fiction fandom at large when she
published Hymn to Satan. This lithographed production contained both
words and music and impressed reviewer Harry Warner Jr:

The last-named is the first thing of its sort I’ve seen, and I have
two objections. First, it should have been transposed down to F
flat or D or thereabouts, because it would take someone with a
voice like [LASFS member Ray] Bradbury’s to hit that top A in
the third-from-last measure. Second, it should bear the same
relation to a real hymn as a Black Mass bears to the Catholic
rites, and it doesn’t. Maybe I’ll try my luck at something similar
some of these days. On the whole, though, its very nicely done,
and I’m extremely curious as to the composer. I know of no fan
skilled enough in harmony to have done it except, ahem, me:
that is, the grammar is good, in the notation, which is the real
test of whether a professional musician or a dabbler did it. [4]

Eyde’s encounter with fandom at this point was a glancing one, but she
came roaring back a couple years later, eventually moving to Los Angeles
and joining LASFS. As described in Bixelstrasse, this was a golden age for
the club and she threw herself whole-heartedly into its fannish activities
and social whirl, gaining much fanzine-production experience in the
process.

She came out in the secretive L.A. lesbian scene at some point in
1946 and the following year, while working as a secretary at RKO
Pictures, decided to publish a small fanzine aimed at lesbians under
another pseudonym — Lisa Ben, an anagram of “lesbian”.

I was by myself, and I wanted to be able to meet others like me.
I couldn’t go down the street saying “I’m looking for lesbian
friends” ... [Vice Versa] gave me a way of reaching out to other
gay gals — a way of getting to know other gals....when I had
something to hand out and when I tried to talk girls into writing
for my magazine, I no longer had any trouble going up to new
people. [5]

In her job as a secretary-typist at the film studio she had been told there
was not enough work to keep her occupied full time but that she still
needed to “look busy”. So, no doubt with fanzines in mind, she began
working on Vice Versa, producing what had long been known in fannish
circles as a carbonzine. Issues were typed and re-typed using carbon paper,
so that no more than ten copies were ever produced of each. Tigrina would
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give these out at lesbian venues, asking that they be passed on to others
once they had been read. She produced nine issues in all (link below), only
stopping when she lost that job in February 1948. But by then it had done
what she had hoped and widened her social circle.

Though still a secretary by day, Eyde performed under the name
“Lisa Ben” as a singer-songwriter in numerous gay venues throughout the
1950s, often penning gay parodies of songs of the day. In 1960 the lesbian
organization Daughters of Bilitis released a 45 rpm record of two of her
songs as a fundraiser. Not surprisingly this is now an extremely rare
collector’s item, though you can listen to it online.

Throughout their lives she and Ackerman appear to have remained
friends (he even contributed some items to Vice Versa under the name
“Laurajean Ermayne”) and as Tigrina she was the author of several stories
in SF collaboration with him. What she didn’t realize at the time was that
her scrappy little zine was the first lesbian magazine to be published in the
US. Eventually she would be honoured for this. In 2010, she was inducted
into the National Lesbian and Gay Journalists Association’s Hall of Fame
for her pioneering work with Vice Versa.

[1] GAYLAXICON V Programme Book
(1994)

[2] http://gaytoday.badpuppy.com/garchive/

people/090897pe.htm
[3] VOM #17 (Aug/Sept 1941, ed. Forrest J

Ackerman & Morojo)

[4] VOM #15 (June 1941, ed. Forrest J
Ackerman & Morojo)

[5] “Vice Versa: America’s First Lesbian
Magazine” — Rodger Streitmatter (American
Periodicals Vol. 8, 1998)
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5. The Voice of America

Dating back almost to the very beginning of organized fandom, Willis
Clark Conover Jr was a New York area fan who in 1936 was co-editor
with Corwin F. Stickney on the first three issues of Science Fantasy
Correspondent. Both were members of the Science Fiction Advancement
Association, and in 1939 Conover was on the committee of the first
Worldcon, or World Science Fiction Convention. None of these is what
he’s most famous for, however.

Ted White:

I was a jazz fan throughout high school, but I listened to other kinds
of music too — mostly on my radio. I’d always followed the pop hits, via
shows which played the week’s top ten hits (sometimes the actual record,
sometimes recreations performed live), and when rock and roll happened I
was aware of it. I bought Bill Haley’s “Shake, Rattle and Roll” as a 78
single, and I bought his subsequent singles, including “Rock Around The
Clock” (almost a year before it became a hit when it was used in the
movie, Blackboard Jungle).

A fellow named Willis Conover did a local show, an hour a night,
week nights, on a local “hillbilly” station, WEAM. He called it The House
of Sounds, and he played jazz. At the time I don’t think I knew that
Conover was a former fan (from the late ’30s), but I did meet him at an
Open ESFA* Meeting (in Newark, New Jersey) in 1961, a very convivial
meeting, since by then he knew me as a published jazz critic. Willis gave
up his local show to do a jazz show for Voice of America, and I taped his
final House of Sounds, mostly for his between-the-songs talk. In the early
1970s I found that tape and gave a copy of it to him, for which he was
quite grateful.

* Eastern Science Fiction Association, founded December 1945
in New Jersey. [Ed.]

I was grateful to Conover for the jazz he exposed me to in the
mid-’50s. Each night he played music from albums which I immediately
purchased, and I never regretted any of those purchases. [1]

John Baxter:
Almost nobody programmed jazz on Australian radio. For that, we
looked to shortwave and the Voice of America. Not then outed as a CIA
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front, the VOA broadcast Music USA, a nightly two hours of jazz, half
New Orleans and blues, the rest devoted to the moderns. My adolescence
passed to the growl and moan of Duke Ellington, Thelonius Monk’s
enigmatic noodling, and an edgily precise Art Pepper, Chet Baker, Shelly
Manne and Milton “Shorty” Rogers, embodiments of Californian cool.
Each track on Music USA was patiently annotated by presenter Willis
Conover in his “Special English”, a style of speech slowed to a crawl for
the benefit of his core audience; not we Anglophones, but middle
Europeans and Russians with limited English. In his deliberate diction,
names unfolded like Chinese paper flowers dropped into water. I suspect
he programmed certain tracks intentionally. How else to explain his relish
in identifying Dizzy Gillespie’s “Night in Tunisia” as “Night... in... Too...
nees... ia” and lingering over the name of an obscure New Orleans bass
player so that it emerged as “Al... cide... ‘Sloooow Drag’ Pav... a... geau.”?

A lifetime of Chesterfields (an addiction that finally killed him) had
cured Conover’s husky baritone to the suppleness of an old tobacco pouch.
His nocturnal murmur, as instantly recognizable as Charlie Parker’s alto
sax or Billie Holiday’s voice, articulated like no other the sadness of that
“dark night of the soul” where, as Scott Fitzgerald wrote, “it is always 3
a.m.” Augmented by Bill Evans playing “In Your Own Sweet Way” or
Peggy Lee singing “Black Coffee” (“Feeling mighty lonesome, haven’t
slept a wink...”), melancholy had no more lulling medicine.

Almost unknown in the United States, Conover was a celebrity in
eastern Europe, where to tune in to his program was an act of revolt. When
he made a private visit to Poland, mobs greeted him at the airport. As he
was driven through Warsaw in an open car, crowds lined the streets and
cheered. I assumed he was sui generis. Certainly he had no rivals in
Australian radio, where admiration was reserved for commentators who
could gabble out at machine-gun speed an account of a horse race.

Ron Smith [was] a Hugo winner for his fanzine Inside Science
Fiction. Ron confounded my image of the Big Name Fan. Short, balding,
with pop eyes behind bottle-bottom spectacles, he had a casual interest in
SF but far greater enthusiasm for comic books and the humour of Harvey
Kurtzman as exhibited in the magazines Mad, Humbug and Help!

I don’t remember how Willis Conover’s name came up, but it tripped
a switch in a brain lavishly stocked with the lore of popular culture.

“Oh, sure. Conover,” Ron said. “He was a fan. Very big before the
“An SF fan?”
“Yeah. Had a ’zine. Science Fantasy Correspondent. Pal of

wadr.
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Lovecraft’s. They wrote dozens of letters back and forth.”

“H.P. Lovecraft?”

“Is there another one?”

Could a man who discoursed on “Black Bottom Stomp” as performed
by Jelly Roll Morton and his Red Peppers also find room in his brain for
the eldritch ramblings of “Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath”? I could feel
my horizons widening by the minute. [2]

Robert Lichtman:

As a 12-year old in 1936, he initiated a correspondence with H.P.
Lovecraft that lasted until HPL’s death the following year. In 1975
Conover published a magnificent book, Lovecraft at Last, reminiscing on
those days and that contact with Lovecraft as well as printing the
correspondence (and much of it in facsimile). Given the production values
and the size of the edition, it’s unlikely that Conover made any money on
the effort; but he left behind a magnificent publishing artefact that’s a
delight to hold and to read. It was reissued about five years ago in an
oversized trade paperback edition, but the absence of the fine-quality paper
stock, the multi-coloured print, and the quality hardcover binding makes
the reprint a mere shadow of the original even though all the text is there.

[3]

Nor was that the only thing he published during his brief return
to his roots. Here’s Dick Geis on the other one:

Dick Geis:

Willis Conover’s first issue (after 40 years) of the Science Fantasy
Correspondent, expensive and quality-oriented, arrived recently. It is $10,
per copy, three issues for $25. This is 64 pages plus covers, on heavy,
pale-tan paper, with a rich variety of materials by professionals such as
Robert Aickman, Brian W. Aldiss, Arthur C. Clarke, Robert E. Howard,
David H. Keller, Henry Kuttner, H. P. Lovecraft, Jack Williamson. A very
elegant publication. A prestige item, published (and priced) for a relative
few. [4]

Andy Hooper:

I found it interesting that Willis Conover Jr. had been an inspiration
to both [Baxter and me]. I was aware of his work for the Voice of
America, and his standing in the jazz community, of course, but it was his
adolescent correspondence with H.P. Lovecraft that had the most effect on
me. As a bored 13-year-old in the security-unconscious 1970s, my dad’s
status as a professor at the University of Wisconsin was a sufficient
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credential to permit me entrance to the stacks of the Memorial Library.
There, tucked among the endless rows of dissertations on sundry literary
figures, I found a copy of the first edition of Conover’s Lovecraft at Last,
which reproduced his correspondence with the writer during the last year
of the latter’s life. Although the exchange took place in 1936, when
fandom was still inventing itself, Lovecraft’s courteous and honest
answers to the young Conover told me that it was a place where
intellectual curiosity was respected, and youth was no impediment to
participation. Despite the fact that Conover described a world some forty
years in the past, I recognized immediately that I wanted to be a part of its
contemporary analogue.

At about the same time, I wrote a book report on L. Sprague de
Camp’s 1975 biography Lovecraft, for Ms. Twyla Rude’s 10th grade
English Class, which was West High School’s first ever science fiction
elective course. De Camp’s biography is reasonably accurate in detail, but
his editorial conclusions about Lovecraft’s “immaturity” as a writer and as
a person tell us more about the cult of competence and profitability to
which de Camp and his Depression-surviving contemporaries belonged
than it does about Lovecraft’s life. (Lovecraft, of course, did not survive
the Depression, and thus did not have to see the demise of the British
Empire, pulp fantasy magazines, or simple human decency.)

Conover’s correspondence was an antidote to this indictment, and I
recall I cited him in my defence of Ajays and Fanac, without ever having
undertaken any myself. This was a critical building block in my evolution
toward fandom, one which I doubt I’ve really thought of in many, many
years. [5]

Fred Smith:

Willis Conover was loved by everyone he met and, of course, was
well known in Russia and other Soviet bloc countries from his 42
broadcasts for Voice of America. At the same time he was little known in
the USA unless you had shortwave. Some think that VOA was a front for
the CIA but others have conjectured that it was more likely that the CIA
(and possibly the FBI) kept files on Conover because of his friendship and
reputation in Russia and the rest. This might be why he was refused
(twice) the Medal of Freedom in spite of letters sent by musicians and
other friends to the first President Bush and then to Clinton. It’s said that
Willis Conover did more to win the Cold War and break up the Soviet
Union than all the presidents put together. [5]

According to his obituary in the New York Times (19 May 1996), he
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produced jazz concerts at the White House, the Newport Jazz
Festival, and for movies and television. By arranging concerts
where people of all races were welcome, he is credited with
desegregating Washington, D.C., nightclubs.

[1] Motorway Dreamer #3 (2006, ed. John
Nielsen Hall)

[2] Trap Door #33 (December 2016, ed.
Robert Lichtman)

[3] Motorway Dreamer #4 (2006, ed. John
Nielsen Hall)

[4] Science Fiction Review #17 (May 1976,
ed. Richard E. Geis)

[5] Trap Door #34 (December 2018, ed.
Robert Lichtman)
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6. The Futurists

Between 1946 and 1953 members of London’s SF community, both fan
and pro, gathered every Thursday evening in the White Horse, a pub on
Fetter Lane, off Fleet Street. And those meetings occasionally included
some unexpected names, as Malcolm Edwards later observed:

It’s odd how one meets people who know about fandom. Not so
long ago I was talking to Rabbi Lionel Blue (he who is always
on Radio 4) and he said he was a keen SF reader and, indeed,
used to go to the White Horse as a teenager in the late *40s or
early *50s. [1]

For several years the only woman among the regulars was Daphne
Buckmaster:

To me the delight of SF has always lain in its presentation of
completely new points of view; new ideas about the nature of the
human race and of the universe; speculations about the results of
present day trends in our way of life; anything, in fact, which
lifts the mind out of the dull plane of accepted conventional
thought. In the early London Circle days at the White Horse, we
used to discuss such ideas and very stimulating it was, too.
Today, ideas are still discussed in some fanzines but they usually
appear haphazardly among the letter columns and are lost among
the general chatter. [2]

In what she refers to as “the time of McCarthy” — so the early 1950s —
Doris Lessing visited the pub one Thursday evening with an American
friend:

There was a room full of bespectacled lean men who turned as
one to look warily at me. This was a clan, a group, a family, but
without women. I felt I should not be there, though chaperoned
by my American, whom they knew and welcomed. What they
were was defensive: this was because they had been so
thoroughly rejected by the literary world. They had the
facetiousness, the jokiness, of their defensiveness. I babbled
absurdly about Nietzsche’s Superman, and the Revelations, and
they were embarrassed. I like to think the great Arthur C. Clarke
was there, but he had probably left for the States by then. [Clarke
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first visited the US in 1952.]

My disappointment with what I thought of as a dull group
of people, suburban, provincial, was my fault. In that prosaic
room, in that very ordinary pub, was going on the most advanced
thinking in this country.

[And] they were linked with people like themselves across
the world.

When lists are made of the best British writers since the
war, they do not include Arthur C. Clarke, nor Brian Aldiss, nor
any of the good science fiction writers. It is conventional
literature that has turned out to be provincial. [3]

Over the years all manner of people would find out about the Thursday
night meetings and decide to check them out. Had Frank Arnold’s
Visitors’ Book not gone missing after his death we would have a full
accounting of these, but in its absence here is Frank reminiscing about
some of them:

Following a change of management at the White Horse, the
group transferred to the Globe tavern, Hatton Garden. On the
very last evening, in December, some visitors brought in the
distinguished authoress Clemence Dane, who proved to be a
mine of information about SF and gave us a grand hour or two of
conversation. Then we were off to the Globe.

The first distinguished author to call on us at the Globe was
no less a man than C.S. Lewis (Out of the Silent Planet, The
Screwtape Letters, etc.) One of the great scholars of his time,
Professor Lewis was forthright in upholding his own views on
all questions of history, literature and theology. If they happened
to coincide with fashionable opinion, well and good, but if they
did not — well, it was rough luck on fashionable opinion! When
he came to the Globe, Lewis did not really know who we were,
nor did he need to — enough that here was The Master enjoying
an evening off amongst admiring pupils. What a feast of
conversation we had that evening! Lewis hated and loved SF in
almost equal measure, and I shall never forget how his eyes lit
up when I chanced to mention Lindsay’s Voyage to Arcturus.
“An evil book,” he called it, with relish, for he was as strongly
devoted to it as I am. So far from sharing A.M. Low’s belief in
the blessings of science, Lewis believed that science was the
especial gift of Satan — a view which has since been propagated
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by many much less exalted thinkers and agitators.

Dr. Lewis was brought to the Globe by our friend Joy
Gresham, the quiet little New York journalist who had come to
London soon after the War, found her way to the White Horse
and quickly settled in as a regular and “one of the girls”. Mrs
Gresham’s marriage had ended earlier, and a year or two after
the aforesaid meeting she had married Dr. Lewis. Their story has
been finely commemorated in The Letters of C.S. Lewis
(Geoffrey Bles 1966), a book deserving attention not only from
admirers of Lewis but lovers of SF generally.

Fleet Street called on us one evening in the persons of
Anthony Hern, then Literary Editor of the Daily Express, and his
leading book-reviewer, Nancy Spain. Well known as an author
and journalist, Miss Spain was also famous for her lively
performances on television and her unorthodox methods of
obtaining interviews, all of which had stirred up flurries of
mixed comment and criticism. But that evening the lady had
come to the Globe to relax, enjoy herself and have a good chat
with everybody; and I for one was quite charmed with her. She
had a genuine liking for SF, though you would never have
thought so from her article in the Express on the following
Saturday! Mr. Hern was a quietly amusing chap, whose talk
showed that he knew more about SF than he allowed to appear in
the public print.

I wish I could recall more about the visit we had from Dr.
Marie Stopes, the celebrated pioneer of Women’s Lib, who
called in one evening to see what the next generation was doing
in pursuit of the future. There remains the impression of a strong
and intelligent personality, one who knew that her aims were
worthwhile and was achieving them. Yes, only a brief
impression, but I’'m glad that I had it. [4]

It is, I think, very telling that Anthony Hern and Nancy Spain were unable
or unwilling to stick their heads above the parapets when it came to
expressing any appreciation for science fiction. Such was the prejudice
against SF in literary circles that the risk to their reputations was too great.
This was also true to some extent of reporters in the 1960s and 1970s, as
Michael Moorcock notes in his comments in the Appendix. With SF fans’
firm conviction that we would one day land on the Moon having been the
cause of ridicule for so long, one might have thought the success of the
Moon missions vindicating that long-held belief would mitigate this; but
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less than you might expect. Over Christmas 1968, Apollo 8 astronauts
Borman, Anders and Lovell orbited the Moon, the first humans ever to cut
the gravitational apron strings of mother Earth. Commenting on this in
1969, Ted White wrote in his editorial column in Amazing:

Today the news magazines and other mass media patronize us.
They have taken our wonders and marvels away from us from us
and made them mundane “news.” They speak of the Apollo
mission in glowing terms, and then they contrast it with what
they call “sci-fi” (a most ugly and contemptuous term for science
fiction). “This is real,” they say; “not like that sci-fi stuff.”

To them our dreams will always be only dreams and
nothing more. Rooted in the pedestrian realities of life as they
see it, the mass media are incapable of a sense of wonder,
incapable of dreaming dreams that might yet be realized in fact.
Theirs is a sharp dichotomy: reality is reality and dreams are
dreams. What is real was always real. What once we dreamed
must always remain only a dream — and it’s best put behind us as
a part of our feckless, romantic youth. And, most galling of all,
when our dreams break through into reality — when we succeed
in sending three men around the Moon and bring them safely
home — the mass media rejoice and then quickly rewrite history.
They always knew we were going to do it.

Sure, they did. [5]

And the sleight of hand continued. The 29 November 1971 issue of
Newsweek contained a piece about science fiction by critic Peter S.
Prescott — for two decades their senior book reviewer and a Pulitzer Prize
judge. Ted White was not impressed:

“A quick cram course in what has happened to science fiction
since you were a kid and used to read it,” he says in his opening
sentence, thus establishing his credentials: SF is kid stuff, on par
with Superman and Buck Rogers; the sort of thing you outgrow
when you discover girls.

“Science has outrun it. Not very long ago Astounding
Science Fiction presented Ron Hubbard’s crackpot theory of
dianetics as if it were a matter to be taken seriously, saying that
medical journals took too long to get the important news to the
public. Since then, Hubbard has founded a religion, Scientology,
the rest of us have landed on the moon, discovered DNA and
made blueprints of the coming ecological catastrophe.” Note
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how Prescott has distorted the facts to his advantage, linking a
1950 Dianetics article with present-day SF, while pretending that
SF ignored moon-landings, genetic manipulation and ecology. In
fact, of course, we were using all three in SF long before 1950,
and “science” has yet to outrun our imaginations. [6]

So, yes, any contempt SF fans have for the literary establishment is well-
earned.

[1] Then #2 (March 1989, ed. Rob Hansen)
[2] Esprit #13 (August 1960, ed. Daphne
Buckmaster)

[3] Walking in the Shade — Doris Lessing
(Flamingo, 1998)

[4] The Frank Arnold Papers (Ansible
Editions, 2017)

[5] The Amazing Editorials — Ted White
(Ansible Editions, 2023), July 1969 editorial
[6] Ibid, May 1972 editorial
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7. The Painters

Just as any number of fan writers eventually became professionals so did
many fan artists such as Harry Turner, a fan since the 1930s, and
1950s/60s fan artist Eddie Jones who painted hundreds of book covers
during the 1970s. But I want to focus instead on two artists who found
fame beyond our field.

Though not originally included in the artists’ group Fantasy Artisans
— which was founded in 1948 by Jerri Bullock, Ken Brown, and future
Tarzan and Magnus Robot Fighter artist Russ Manning — John Grossman
soon became a valued member. [1] Here’s a 1948 profile of him:

Our featured Fantasy Artisan this issue was born in Des Moines,
Iowa in 1932. He began his art study at the Des Moines
Technical High School, which he still attends in the 11th grade.
He is 16 years old.

John’s hobbies center mostly around the science fictional
field, being science fiction drawing and illustrating, pro-
magazine and fanzine collecting, and acti-fanning. His acti-
fanning, tho, is still quite young, as he is an active fan of only
one year.

In the space of this year of acti-fanning, however, John has
miraculously achieved a high reputation for his art work, having
his work in most of the top fanzines, among which can be listed
Fantasy Advertiser, Dream Quest, Peon, Gorgon, Loki, The
National Fantasy Fan and, of course, this fanzine. He helped
organize the Fantasy Artisans, and is at present its Vice-
President and West Coast Representative. And he is also a
member of the NFFF.

In addition he is co-editor and art editor of the new fanzine
Scientifantasy, and one-half of the formerly mystery-person “A.
Kage”. As such he has written fiction, poetry and articles, in
collaboration with William Kroll, the other half of “A. Kage”.

The future plans of John are quite extensive, first it is his
goal to become a professional science fiction illustrator for the
prozines. Also on his list is becoming a comic strip artist, then a
commercial artist.

However his plans are also not to leave fandom for a long
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time yet, instead he wants to remain an acti-fan for many years.
And that means we are sure to see much more of his swell work
in the various fanzines as the issues come out. [2]

Grossman’s best known single work in fandom is probably his cover for
the 1948 Fantasy Annual. As for Scientifantasy, it saw four issues in all

and was one of the most visually impressive and best designed fanzines of

the period, its lithography showing off the art within to best effect. An
exhibition of work by the Fantasy Artisans was staged at the 1949
Worldcon with Bill Kroll painting the backdrop for the main stage.

In 1952 Grossman became involved in a hoax convention:

On Friday, April John Shay and Hal Shapiro, on a three-day pass
from their radar station in Missouri, arrived in Minneapolis,
They had a gay time, attended a meeting of the Minneapolis
Fantasy Society [of which Grossman was by then a member] and
did the town in general that Friday night. Saturday was devoted
to personal affairs, and Sunday afternoon saw a meeting at the
home of Richard Elsberry between Shay, Elsberry, Shapiro,
Boggs and John Grossman for the ostensible purpose of putting
out a one-shot. Talk started, and with Shay mixing some very
potent hi-balls, conversation veered about the universe and back
and finally settled on a combination of great fan hoaxes of the
past and various convention antics. A probable convention was
discussed where everyone would act just as they felt and
inhibitions could be thrown to the winds. Things we would like
to see at conventions were also discussed.

That was the signal. As if it had been prearranged, someone
said that the weekend had been just like a small convention...
and the stampede was on. The Invention was planned in two or
three hours.

Then followed several weeks of frantic correspondence
while we planted stray rumours here and there with various
faneds. Very few of the rumours took. Finally, early in May, at
an all night session, Shay and Shapiro started cutting stencils.
The following day they were mimeographed, stapled and mailed
out. Other copies were distributed to all comers at the
MidWestCon in Ohio. [3]

According to The Invention Report that ultimately emerged from this, with

a prologue attributed to Grossman, INVENTION (INVitation-only

convENTION) was held at the Andrews Hotel in Minneapolis, Minnesota,
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over the weekend of April 4th-6th.

We figured that it was so obvious that most fans would see
through it at once and accept it for what it was, Redd Boggs
stated: “I thought the report as pubbed was very good, very
funny, and even if it fooled no one it was still worthwhile as a
tour de force.” [3]

It did fool some. Receiving a copy of the report at MidWestCon 3, Harlan
Ellison reportedly took great umbrage at not having been invited. The clue
that the con was a hoax was in the name. Then again, there’s since been a

UK convention unironically named this, so....)

A lot of things that were mentioned in the Report actually did
take place.

John Grossman does work in a new suit and bow tie. We
assume that he also wears shoes, socks and underwear. Oh yes,
he was drafted just before ChiCon and is now a member of the
U.S. Army. [3]

Grossman became a commercial artist and taught lettering and design at
the San Francisco Art Institute from 1960 to 1966, the year he began to
paint in oils. He had one-man shows in the city in 1968, 1969 and 1972. In
1967, then-Governor Ronald Reagan appointed him to the California Arts
Commission, of which he eventually became Chairman. Paintings by
Grossman were presented by Governor Reagan to the Emperor and
Empress of Japan in 1971, during his trip there as President Nixon’s
special emissary, and in 1972 to President Luis Escheverria during a
ceremony at the Presidential Palace in Mexico City. [4]

The other artist to be noted here is New Zealander Mike Hinge, who
contributed art to many fanzines. In 1952, he and Frank Dodd founded the
Auckland Science Fiction Club and in 1954 he published the one-off
Fanzine Time with Monica Naughton.

When Ted White became editor of the prozines Amazing and
Fantastic he turned to Hinge. Here’s what he wrote about him in his
editorial for the December 1970 issue of the latter:

I first met Mike in 1958 at the World SF Convention in Los
Angeles, shortly after he’d emigrated from New Zealand. Mike
was even then an artist of considerable talent, and was making
his way in commercial art and design. He moved to New York
City eight or so years later, to work at a succession of
advertising agency jobs.
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Oddly enough, Mike had never been able to interest any SF
publisher in his work, although he was successful in other fields.
I suspect it was a case of his ideas being too fresh, too original,
too different for tradition-bound publishers to accept. To me his
enormous talent was immediately obvious, and I felt it a crime
and a shame that he had no outlet for his work within our field.
Thus it was that when we changed and upgraded these
magazines I asked him to do the department head designs, and
began giving him story-illustration assignments. I’ve been quite
pleased — indeed, proud — of the work he has done for us, and the
proof of it has been your enthusiastic response and the acclaim
of his fellow professional artists. His first cover for us appeared
last month on Amazing, and you’ll be seeing one on this
magazine soon. [5]

Thereafter other prozines finally started commissioning work from Hinge.
While getting SF cover assignments might have been a challenge at first
the same was not true of mainstream publications. Hinge’s October 1971
cover for Time magazine featured Japanese Emperor Hirohito, while in
November 1973, as the Watergate crisis deepened, he provided the
magazine with a cover featuring Richard Nixon.

Both paintings are now on display at the Smithsonian Institution in
Washington DC.

[1] Science, Fantasy, and Science Fiction #4
(January 1949, ed. Frank Dietz)

[2] Science, Fantasy, and Science Fiction #3
(October 1948, ed. Frank Dietz)

[3] Ice #2 (December 1952, ed. Hal Shapiro)
[4] http://www.johngrossmancollection.com/
id2.html

[5] The Fantastic Editorials — Ted White
(Ansible Editions, 2023)
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8. The Record Company

FAPA (Fantasy Amateur Press Association) was founded in 1937 by Don
Wollheim, and in 1945 he helped found the rival VAPA (Vanguard
Amateur Press Association). According to Robert W. Lowndes, he and
fellow Futurians John Michel and Don Wollheim called on James Blish to:

try to propagandize him into joining the new APA which was
first “Gothic”, then “Modern”, and finally wound up as
“Vanguard”. We were pissed off at the situation in FAPA, and I
said to Don, “Why not start a new APA, and this time keep
control of it?” We had tried to introduce amendments to the
constitution, one of which would have made racial slurs grounds
for immediate expulsion. Anyway, the amendments did not pass,
and we felt that FAPA was hopelessly reactionary. [1]

Given the left-wing bent of this group the name presumably derives from
the Marxist-Leninist theory that “a two-stage communist revolution is
needed to replace capitalism. A vanguard party, organized through
democratic centralism, would seize power on behalf of the proletariat and
establish a one-party socialist state”.

Whatever the case, included in VAPA'’s first mailing in April (and
also in the thirty-first FAPA mailing) was a publication from Blish and
Lowndes announcing that they had secured funding to set up the Vanguard
Record Company (no relation to the mainstream company of the same
name established in 1950), a venture that would be producing 78rpm discs:

Most fantasy fans, as the Fancyclopedia complacently notes, are
music lovers; and a surprising number of them are composers as
well. Among the latter there has been considerable
correspondence and swapping of scores, but generally speaking
fans have had little opportunity to meet the work done by the
musical among them. The Slan Shackers [of Battle Creek, but
soon to move en masse to Los Angeles — see Bixelstrasse] are the
proud owners of a home recording of Walt Liebscher’s
“American Futurama” — now sadly worn by its enthusiasts — but
they represent the largest group in fandom which can claim
acquaintanceship with the piece, which certainly deserves much
better. Similarly, an APA mailing included a copy of James
Blish’s musical setting of Cyril Kornbluth’s “Cry in the Night”,
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but since not many people can read music well the main question
of “Is it any good?” must remain widely unanswered.

For these reasons it is a pleasure to be able to announce the
forthcoming appearance of an album of music of interest to
fantasy fans. Liebscher’s “American Futurama” will be included,
as performed by its composer; Harry Warner, Jr., one of
fandom’s most serious and gifted musicians, will be represented,
as will Blish; Albert Galpin’s “Lament for H.P.L.”, which was
printed in the Arkham edition of the Marginalia, is to be
included; the company has asked Chandler Davis for a
representative composition; and this does not by any means
finish the list. The complete album, which will bear the title
Vanguard Society Set Number One, will consist of six records —
12 sides electrically produced, bound in a colourful album, and
accompanied by a pamphlet giving details of each work and its
composer. These discs will be the equals of the very best French
studio recordings as to tone; they will be cast upon a glass base,
of standard weight and 10-inch diameter; and the performances,
when they are not by the composer himself, will be by
experienced and thoroughly capable concert artists. This is the
first time anything of this nature has ever been attempted in
fandom, despite the wide enthusiasm for music which exists in
the fan cosmos; and it is not an exaggeration to say that these
records are phenomenal under the circumstances.

The Set will be sold by subscription, and will cost $6.50. It
will be sent out in two sections, the first section to consist of the
first three records, the album, and the pamphlet, the second of
the succeeding three discs. In view of this issuing procedure, the
Company has agreed to instalment payments — $3.50 initially,
and $3.00 upon the publication of the final three records — of the
subscriber’s option. No specific date has yet been announced for
shipping the albums; the date is contingent upon the rate at
which the subscriptions are received.

Beyond the success of the initial album, the issuance of a
number of other records of interest to fans depends upon how
great the response is to Set #1. The Usher Quartet has expressed
interest in the new Company, and if the first Set proves popular,
some of the more extensive compositions of fans may easily find
their way onto succeeding discs; furthermore, the Company
plans to include in Set #1 a preference coupon, through which
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the music most popular among the album’s purchasers will be
selected for publication. The opportunity is thus doubled — fans
may own a substantial part of the music of the greatest interest to
them, and at the same time give the composers of that music a
substantial boost toward future recognition.

Only a limited number of the first Sets are to be printed. If
you want one, send your $3.50 to Jim Blish or Doc Lowndes at
once. [2]

In the second VAPA mailing (May 1945) Lowndes says he “had no
connection in its preparation — only turned ye old mimeo handle”, so the
above was all written by Blish. Harry Warner, Jr. notes that:

One fan composition, Chandler Davis’s “Song of Worlds
Unseen”, performed by pianist Bertha Melnik, was among the
works on Vanguard discs that actually got distributed. There
were ambitious plans for a fat album of music by various fan
composers. The company was in search of recording rights to
works by non-fans like Stravinsky and Bartok when it collapsed
after it lost an angel. [3]

Which suggests that while the first three records were released, the rest of
the set may not have been. I wonder if any copies of these still exist?

Since the subject matter of fannish fanzines has always been whatever
the editor felt like including, it was inevitable that on occasion some of
them would write about their appreciation of music. At this point Francis
T. Laney was best known for The Acolyte, a fanzine devoted to the works
of H.P. Lovecraft and still highly regarded by Lovecraft scholars. Here he
is discoursing on his other love in his FAPAzine:

Tuesday, July 3, 1946. This day was sacred to record hunting.
After three years of noodling around, I finally got hep to myself
and went down to Central Avenue. After hitting a number of
blanks, I finally discovered a coloured new-and-used platter
shop at 35th and Central which made the whole week
worthwhile from the Jazz standpoint. The place handles both
new and used platters, the latter being purchased and/or traded
for by them from non-juke box sources, largely negro ones.

The contents of their miscellaneous used bin (35¢ each and
take your own chances with badly beat records) were
unbelievable, and after I had knocked out both myself and my
finances, the proprietress mentioned that her good used records
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were on shelves behind the counter and would I like to see them?
Wow! This store had the best pickings I’ve yet found in L.A.,
and the payoff is that on a return trip two weeks later I
discovered their stock had changed so much that I got even more
than the first time. This place would not be regarded too highly
by the lover of white jazz, Dixieland, big swing bands, and such,
but if you like race blues vocals — old and rare ones — their stock
will drive you mad. [4]

A sentiment any collector will understand. Nor was his appreciation of
jazz confined solely to records, as witness this 1947 report:

Satchmo at Billy Berg’s — Francis T. Laney

On Vine, just south of Sunset, there is now appearing the
dean of all living jazzmen, old Satchmo Louis Armstrong. Billy
Berg’s, a nitery devoid of dance-floor and devoted usually to
rebop, is now the jazz center of America (at least for me) with
that golden horn of King Louis’s pouring out those wild flights
of musical fancy that have made Satchmo the king for a couple
of decades or more.

We’ve only heard him once, so far, but that evening was
one of the greatest musical events of my life. Come on, FAPS!
Spend an evening with Armstrong vicariously. Louis, for the
first time in fifteen years, is playing with a small and intimate
group. Forgotten are the unwieldy big bands which have so often
gotten in his way, forgotten are the hit parade and the demands
of the more unmusical public. Armstrong is now just playing
what he wants to, usually one of the numbers he first waxed for
the old Okeh label — and while he no doubt will eventually
organize another big band and go commercial once more, he
seems to be enjoying his vacation even more than I did, which is
saying a lot.

There are six pieces in the band: trumpet, trombone,
clarinet, piano, drums, and string bass. Piano and bass are
nothing outstanding, just a couple of local white musicians. The
trombone is in the capable hands of Jack Teagarden, who for my
money is one of the two or three greatest trom men of all time in
addition to being the best white singer. Clarinet is Barney
Bigard, one of the two greatest New Orleans reed men and for
decade and a half a mainstay with Duke Ellington. Drums are the
province of Sid Catlett, one of the best. And if that were not
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enough, there is Louis himself. What a band!

In each set, the band follows pretty much a fixed pattern,
Armstrong featuring himself on every other number; and taking
turns featuring Teagarden, Bigard, and Catlett on the others. One
of the biggest kicks of the whole performance is the way Louis
himself would be sent by the other men, particularly Teagarden,
and then Teagarden and Bigard would get so enraptured with
Armstrong’s solos that they’d just stand there — open-mouthed
and rolling their eyes like couple of bobby-soxers. Those boys
really love each others’ playing.

Superlative among a whole evening of outstanding
performances were Armstrong on “Them There Eyes” and
“Black and Blue” (you should have heard the audible gasp of
pleasure from the crowd when Louis announced the latter);
Teagarden on “Gotta Right to Sing the Blues” and one unnamed
blues; Bigard on “Tea for Two”; and Armstrong and Teagarden
duetting on “Rockin’ Chair”.

I could have done without one of the two drum solos by Big
Sid, expert as they were; and even my tough ears suffered from
the smallness of the room, which made one feel as though he
were sitting up inside the bell of Louis’s trumpet. But these were
minor flaws indeed!

I have heard it said that Armstrong is all through, that he is
a tired old man, that even if he were in his prime his music is
passe. Nuts! True enough, this was not the Armstrong of the late
20’s or very early 30’s. After all, Satchmo is 47 years old, and
has been blowing that horn for around 35 years. Not unlike an
athlete, a brass man loses some of his oomph as he gets older.
Louis no longer tries to see how high he can get, nor does he try
to carry the whole show with that slender horn. But any question
as to his being a has-been evaporated early in the evening when
he took “One O’Clock Jump” for the wildest ride it ever went
on, playing a series of choruses that no brass man today could
match, and which could have been surpassed only by the
Armstrong of 1929-33. And his tone is just as warm and rich and
compelling as it ever was, that joyously sad vibrato still tears
your soul out just as much as it ever did, and that unsurpassed
inventiveness is still right in there. And his singing, I do believe,
is better than ever. When he finished singing “Black and Blue”
half the people in the place had tears in their eyes. So did Louis.
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And you should have heard that horn back up Teagarden’s
blues singing!

And then you should have heard Teagarden return the
favour when Louis sang “Black and Blue”!

And heard Bigard play himself into such a complicated spot
on “Tea for Two” that it was even money if he’d come out of it —
then pull himself out of the hole with the wildest and most super
break I've ever heard in my whole life! (That right there was a
once-in-five-years kick.)

And the way Louis and Jack would look at each other and
then go off on another of those unbelievable brass duets, with
Bigard — great as he is — relegated clear off to one side.

That is the jumpinest band there ever was, the bluest, the
sweetest, the hottest. If Earl Hines had just been on the piano, I'd
quit listening to jazz, knowing that I’d never again hear anything
that satisfied me.

No wonder Jess Stacy burst into tears when he heard them.

Man! You should have been there! [5]

Like others that discussed music, the fanzine these appeared in did not
feature only that topic. A few more years were to pass before SF fans
would publish their first zines devoted solely to music.

[1] The Futurians — Damon Knight (John
Day, 1977)

[2] V-R Record Review #1 (April 1945, ed.
James Blish & Robert W. Lowndes)

[3] All Our Yesterdays — Harry Warner Jr.
(Advent:Publishers, 1969)

[4] Fandango #13 (Fall 1946, ed. F.T.
Laney)

[5] Fandango #15 (Fall 1947, ed. F.T.
Laney)
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9. The Folkzines

From the mid-1950s, SF fans began to publish whole fanzines devoted to
music. Based on its title (no copy has been located) it may well be that the
first of these was Mal Ashworth’s Jazz-Zine (January 1955). While it’s
possible — probable even — that music enthusiasts produced amateur
publications prior to this devoted to the music they loved (I have not
investigated this), Jazz-Zine may have been the first anywhere to
specifically self-identify as a fanzine. The concept of fanzines in the
fannish sense as being the product of an organized fandom evolved in the
1930s, and the term itself wasn’t coined until 1940. Michael Moorcock
came out with Jazz Fan in 1956 and US fan Lee Hoffman with her
folkzine Caravan in 1957.

Beginning in 1950, Hoffman had published the highly-regarded
fannish fanzine Quandry from her home in Savannah, Georgia. This saw
thirty issues in all until its demise in 1953. In 1956 she married Larry
Shaw — a fellow fan as well as an SF writer, and later prozine editor —
though the union was short, the pair divorcing in 1958. While they were
together they set up home in Shaw’s native New York City where
Hoffman became fascinated by the local music scene.

In 1952 she had joined FAPA, her APAzine being titled The
Chattahoochee, Okefenokee and Ogeechee Occasional Gazette — or
CHOOOCG for short. Issues often carried material by Hoffman about folk
music, the final few in 1957 being entirely devoted to it. At this point she
decided to publish a generally-available fanzine devoted exclusively to
folk, and in August 1957 the first issue of Caravan duly appeared. In its
editorial she explained (and, yes, she ran “folkmusic” together as one word
at this point):

A FOLKMUSIC FANZINE? WHY....?

Well, it started with CHOOOG, a magazine published in a
typical amateur press group. I put out two specialized issues of
CHOOOG, devoted solely to folkmusic. The response was
alarming. People who’d known me casually for years were
suddenly asking, “Oh, are you interested in folkmusic too?
You’ve got to come over some evening and hear my Cynthia
Gooding records,” or “I’ll lend you my tape of Dave Van Ronk,
if you promise to return it,” or even, “when are you going to put
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out another issue of the folkmusic CHOOOGs?”

So after discussing the matter with a number of fellow
folkmusic enthusiasts and amateur publishers, and hashing over
too many forms, formats and publication schedules, this is the
result.

Caravan is free to anyone who wants it badly enough to
write occasionally and let me know you’re still interested. In
fact, you’ll have to acknowledge this issue by September 1st, if
you want to be on the list for the second issue.

Caravan will be published the first of every month, as long
as reader-interest, my enthusiasm, and funds hold out. It may run
small some months, but that’s life. It isn’t likely to run large any
particular month, either.

Given that it carried letters of comments on CHOOOG from such as John
Brunner, Ron Bennett, Chuck Harris, and Dick Ellington, it can be seen as
a direct continuation of that zine. Being made available through Izzy
Young’s “Folklore Center” on MacDougal Street, it quickly found an
audience as the New York folk music scene expanded during the late
1950s. It also quickly became apparent that if it was to survive it could
only do so if Hoffman started charging for it. Contributors to later issues
included Dave Van Ronk, Mike Moorcock, Pete Seeger, Harlan Ellison,
and many others. Blind Rafferty, a Caravan editorialist, was actually Van
Ronk. In his later autobiography he wrote:

At that point, there was a great deal of overlap between folk
fans, the fringe left, and the science fiction crowd — all three
offered new, interesting ways of looking at the world and a
chance to mingle with like-minded souls who were equally
frustrated with the monochrome oppressiveness of Eisenhower
America. [1]

For Lee Hoffman on Van Ronk, see https://fanac.org/fanzines/Trap_Door/
Trap_Door23.pdf#page=17.

Caravan started featuring photo-offset covers from #8, went full litho
with #12, and Billy Faier took over as editor with #15 in February 1959.
Two months later, Hoffman published the first issue of a new folkzine,
Gardyloo. In her editorial, she explained:

In the summer of 1957, a neophyte to the Washington Square
scene took typewriter in hand and in a burst of enthusiasm
produced a small mimeographed magazine entitled Caravan.
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Now, almost two years later the same neophyte takes typewriter
in hand to produce a small, mimeographed magazine entitled
Gardyloo (known also as The Folkniks’ Gazette).

Caravan, in its less-than-two-years, grew all out of
proportion to our original intents and expectations for it. It
turned into an almost-full-time proposition requiring an editorial
staff. We had the good fortune of finding a man to take over the
publishing of Caravan and gather together an editorial staff, so
we happily put Caravan into his hands, and now we are free to
return to our first enthusiasm — a small magazine of news,
nattering, and articles about and/or of interest to people on the
urban folk music scene, particularly in New York. We hope that
you’ll enjoy this kind of little magazine as much as we enjoy
publishing it.

This saw seven issues in all, the final one appearing in the spring of 1960.

In the second half of the 1950s, Mike Moorcock published a slew of
fanzines of all sorts which ran concurrently, with Liverpool Science
Fantasy Society member Bill Harry coming aboard as his art editor
towards the end of that period. One of these was Jazz Fan, which later
morphed into the folkzine The Rambler while continuing the numbering.
At the time of the party he describes below, Moorcock had just turned
eighteen.

The Sing Party — Michael Moorcock
A report of the party given on 13th January 1958 by Eric
Winter of Sing.

A few were privileged to attend the party given by Eric and
Audrey Winter, publishers of Sing, the British folk music
magazine.

I was one of them, and the amount of talent under one roof
was hardly believable. There were The Southerners (“One of the
finest non-skiffle groups in the country”), Fred and Betty Dallas,
Hyam Morris, Sandy and Carolyn Paton, Johnnie Ambrose, John
Foreman, Ottilie Patterson, Alan Lomax, Guy Carawan — and the
one and only — Dominic Behan.

The Southerners started the evening with a rousing spiritual
(“Oh, Eve, Where Is Adam?”) and proceeded to show that they
were certainly an out of the ordinary group. Four men and two
girls (the men on three guitars and a washboard). They were
really worth hearing.
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Who wasn’t? Fred and Betty Dallas followed this group
with some English folksongs, several accompanied by Fred’s
banjo and some without any instrumental accompaniment. Fred
sang several songs which he had written himself.

Hyam Morris, playing American, English and Hebrew
songs as well as parodies (such as his always popular “Piccadilly
Line”). Also “Oh, for a Cup of Tea” (a plea for tea — London’s
coffee bars are taking over our teashops). He kept up, in the time
being, a steady exchange of wit with a Scotsman who was
proving for once and for all that Scots can’t hold their liquor.

And then — Sandy and Carolyn Paton, recently over from
the States, singing together to Sandy’s guitar accompaniment. To
hear Sandy and his wife sing is something which is well worth
going out of your way for.

To try and describe Sandy’s voice would be to tie myself up
in rhetorical knots.

But take my word for it, he’s damn’ good and if you get the
chance of hearing him sing some of those lovely New England
songs, take it.

After a bit, John Foreman came up and told a story. John
certainly is an animated young man, full of movement. An
expressive face, hands, even his body — his whole personality is
alive.

Then he sang. He sang a song which “his hero” Jack Elliott
sings. It isn’t a song actually but a verse and then a story. It
wouldn’t be worth telling the stories here — they’re the kind
which lose their flavour if written down.

After John, Hyam told a story — Hyam can tell a good story,
too, and, although the joke didn’t appeal to me as a good
example of the jokes told during the evening, it gave Hyam a
chance to display what I’d call histrionic talent if I could find
what it meant in the dictionary.

Someone whose name I don’t remember told a story which
was well told but not up to the Foreman/Morris standard.

Johnny Ambrose, who’s been singing around London for
forty years, sang songs in so many languages I lost count —
including “The Chivalrous Man-Eating Shark™.

Ottilie Patterson, along with Chris Barber (who didn’t sing)
turned up and sang some Irish songs. As she said, “I’ve been
singing blues six days a week — I’d like to sing some Irish songs
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instead.” And she sang some very well. She sings blues and
plays piano very well, too.

Alan Lomax turned up with Guy Carawan and they sang
some American songs including “Cripple Creek” (Guy’s
favourite — you can always count on him to sing that one),
several worksongs, “The Frenchman’s Ball” and “Frankie and
Albert”. These two players are, of course, masters of their
instruments (just as all the players present) and they gave us
some pretty good entertainment.

Alan told a couple of stories about his experiences when
hunting for negro songs. How, whenever he used to sing a song
somewhere where there were negroes one would come up to him
and greet him like a long lost brother — “You bin down the river,
bwah?” The reason being that these songs weren’t known
outside of the penitentiaries.

Then Dominic Behan arrived. Dominic was fresh from a
hard MacColl-type rehearsal. Still, Dominic Behan, perhaps our
finest Irish folksinger and certainly one of the most likeable,
although protesting that his voice wasn’t up to anything, sang a
whole lot of Irish songs, a poem by Burns (which was perfect)
and one or two of his own.

Stan Kelly, all the way from Cambridge, but Irish
nonetheless, sang very well — Irish songs. Dominic sang a
version of “Spanish Lady” which, he told me afterwards, he’d
picked up from an Irish labourer recently. It was, he thought, the
most authentic version he’d heard. And to me it sounded the
most authentic, too.

When Alan Lomax and Guy Carawan decided to leave, it
kind of broke up the party and people started to drift about
getting coats, talking to their friends and playing over blues on
the piano.

Hyam started, then Ottilie took over.

Then out into the cold, cold morning. Dominic Behan and I
were about the only people who lived in South London and so it
turned out that we couldn’t get a lift.

Eventually, Hyam, who was going nearer South than
anyone else, offered to take us to Turnpike Lane where we could
get an all-night *bus going somewhere.

Eventually we made it. Changed ’bus for cab, cab for *bus,
then another ’bus, then we parted — me to look for a cab, not find
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one and board a ’bus going in the general direction of my home.
I walked the last three miles home, but it was worth it.

On the way home, we talked about the American influence
on present-day British folk music. I won’t talk about that here,
but it reminded me of something that Carolyn Paton had said
earlier on in the evening. She said that she expected to come
over to England and find English folksongs. Every coffee-bar
they go into — what do they hear but “Midnight Special” and
blues.

There’s room for an entire article on this subject at a later
date, so [ won’t give my ideas here. Although I’ve got lots more
to say, I don’t think I have much more space to say it in without
starting another page, so maybe I’ll bring it up in another article
some other time. However, I would like to thank Eric and
Audrey, plus all the other organizers of the party, for one of the
best times I’ve ever had.

Eric tells me that there’s a chance of making it a regular
annual thing. He wants to call it a — SINGENANNY!! [2]

Moorcock wrote a song about this party, the lyrics of which he later
published in one of his many zines. It begins:

Well gather round everybody I want you to know

’Bout a little party we had a while ago

People came from the South and they came from the North
From San Francisco to the Firth of Forth....

For those benighted souls unfamiliar with the name, Alan Lomax was, to
quote Wikipedia:

an American ethnomusicologist, best known for his numerous
field recordings of folk music of the 20th century. He was a
musician himself, as well as a folklorist, archivist, writer,
scholar, political activist, oral historian, and film-maker. L.omax
produced recordings, concerts, and radio shows in the US and in
England, which played an important role in preserving folk
music traditions in both countries, and helped start both the
American and British folk revivals of the 1940s, 1950s, and
early 1960s.

The artists Lomax is credited with discovering and bringing to a wider
audience include blues guitarist Robert Johnson, protest singer Woody
Guthrie, folk artist Pete Seeger, country musician Burl Ives, Scottish
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Gaelic singer Flora MacNeil, and country blues singers Lead Belly and
Muddy Waters.

According to Mike Moorcock:

Mike Wilson, Pete Taylor and I were casual friends for a while.
I’m pretty sure we met him [Mike] at The Globe. Pete and |
“frequented” Soho in the late ’50s and *60s and occasionally met
up with Mike. Through Mike was how we probably knew Long
John Baldry when drinking at the As You Like It* in Monmouth
Street. Pete played washboard with the Vipers (later the
Shadows) from time to time (once or twice on BBC radio), when
their regular guy couldn’t make it. Pete was a good washboard

player. [3]

* Opened by Barrie Stacey in 1960, the As You Like It coffee house at
no. 27 was “extremely popular with the Theatre crowd and attracted
many famous names including Rudolf Nureyev, Quentin Crisp, and
just about every chorus boy in London”. The building is now part of a

hotel. [Ed.]

[1] The Mayor of MacDougal Street — Dave
Van Ronk with Elijah Wald (Da Capo Press,
2005)

[2] The Rambler #11 (January 1958, ed.
Mike Moorcock)

[3] Email to Hansen and Langford, 5
October 2023
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10. The Aldermaston Marcher

Noise Level was a fanzine that John Brunner produced for OMPA from the
second mailing in December 1954. Music criticism featured heavily in
earlier issues, but the contents of the tenth and final issue in 1958 (which
coincided with his becoming the London correspondent for Caravan) were
something different:

I suppose the whole darn thing really started as we were leaving
Caxton Hall on the evening of 17th February. We’d been
intending to go to a public meeting at Central Hall inaugurating
the Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament, but the response had
been so great the organizers had been forced to book two rooms
in Church House and the Grand Hall of Caxton Hall as well —
total accommodation about 5,000. And at that they’d turned
away about a couple of thousand additional applications. We just
managed to get into Caxton Hall.

I’d never been to one of these public meetings before, and I
must say that when I went along I was half expecting to find the
place packed with parlour pinks and redolent of unthinking
emotions. I was delighted to find the exact opposite, and I was
also pleased to discover that of the speakers, who were supplied
on a shuttle basis, it wasn’t the haranguing type as exemplified
by Michael Foot, but the people like Ritchie Calder and A.J.P.
Taylor who based their argument on carefully constructed
logical foundations who went over big with the crowd. I’d just
about come to the conclusion that here at last was what I’d been
hunting for — a campaign based on common sense — as we made
our way out of the hall.

Someone pushed a yellow leaflet into our path; we
obligingly took a copy (there were so many people pushing free
handouts in the vicinity it was too exhausting to worry
beforehand about what one was going to get). When we got
outside we read it, and that, really, was the first we heard about
the Aldermaston March....

“That looks interesting,” said Marjorie [his wife]. “I wonder
if David Burke would be willing to get up a party and run them
down to Aldermaston on Easter Monday for the final rally?”
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David Burke is a large man with a cockney background and
a habit of taking truckloads of people to unusual places, the
record to date being India with a party of Australians. Marjorie
met him by going on a continental holiday with his truck.

“That’s an idea,” I said. “Let’s ask all the people we know
who sing or play instruments to come along.”

David proved most obliging. “Produce sixteen people and
we’ll do the whole weekend,” he said and proceeded to make a
detailed plan while we looked at each other with slight dismay.
The dismay grew as it became plainer that he — a seasoned
campaigner himself — was thinking in terms of actually
marching.

Maybe I should clarify. The leaflet had told us that it was
planned to march from a Trafalgar Square rally to the Atomic
Weapons Research Establishment, a distance of about 55 miles,
taking the whole of Easter over it. We’d been intending to spend
Easter by the sea, relaxing. Well, anyway, we figured, the trip
could be a whole lot of fun if we got congenial company. If.

The following evening happened to be a Thursday, so we
went to the Globe and there made our first recruit — Michael
Myer, a guitarist-singer of our acquaintance. He took quite a bit
of persuading. “Well,” we said, “score one. Fifteen to go.”

Saturday we went to a Ballads and Blues Social and spent
quite a lot of the evening feeding our proposition to people. I’d
made my first hit with John and Rita Forman — provided they
could get a baby-sitter — when Marjorie called me over to speak
to Eric Winter, editor of the folksong magazine Sing. It turned
out that he was thinking of going and had already begun a
similar project to us, although he couldn’t do the Good Friday
trip owing to a union conference he had to attend. He was
talking in terms of a van, and he mentioned that John Hasted,
guitar-, banjo- and accordion-playing lecturer in physics at
London University would probably also be taking a vanload.

“Let’s co-ordinate our arrangements,” we said, seeing our
Easter trip to the seaside receding rapidly into the distance. Next
thing we knew, someone said the whole London Youth Choir
proposed to do the trip; Fred Dallas was bringing his van and his
banjo....

We went to see David Burke, and were informed that our
sixteen place truck had turned into twenty-six-seater coach. He
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was offering the surplus places to the Hampstead branch of the
Campaign, which was also sending a delegation.

We happen to know someone who works for Peace News
the pacifist weekly. The Aldermaston March was organized by
his people, a group of mainly Christian pacifists. When we first
heard about the march, we asked how many were expected.
“About sixty to one hundred,” he told us, and we said that wasn’t
bad. Now we inquired again, demanding for the love of Mike to
know how many people were intending to come along, and he
sort of shrugged and said nobody was sure any longer, but they
were making arrangements for ten thousand at some places
along the route. Just in case.

We said something appropriate and went back to organizing
our own plans. By now, of course, things had got completely out
of control, so we had to have some sort of co-ordinating meeting
— strangers took to showing up at 144, with and without guitars,
Peace Pledge Union badges, axes to grind, new songs....

Pat Arrowsmith, the secretary of the March Committee,
turned up to find out how our plans were maturing; she’s
astonishingly young, bright-faced, dark-haired, and dynamic. We
parked the musical instruments square in the lap of John Hasted,
the most experienced campaigner among us (he says he’s sung
on behalf of every organization from the Protestant Truth
Society to the Communist Party), and the commissariat and
feeding arrangements and so on were handled by Dave.

Slowly a plan emerged. There would be three musical
groups, one under Hasted, one under Fred Dallas, one including
the London Youth Choir and their folksong group, the
Southerners; each would go ahead of the march for part of the
time, drumming up interest and publicizing the Campaign, and
also sing on the march to keep spirits up (this turned out to be
quite unnecessary) and attract attention. We were all set to go.

Good Friday morning the coach collected the Hampstead
delegation, including us, and off we went to Trafalgar Square.

Things were sort of building up quietly when we arrived.
We made our rendezvous with John Hasted and found that they
were more or less (rather less) under control. We spent a while
wondering what were the meaning of the odd-shaped, rather
broken-looking symbol on the banners and placards of the
march. My best guess was that it was a stylized atomic nucleus
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being split, but it turned out to be based on the semaphore letters

ND, for Nuclear Disarmament. Then we left our meeting place

in Northumberland Avenue and went into the square itself to join

up with the London Youth Choir and others who were coming

with us. We didn’t bother to get within range of the speeches; we

figured we were the converted and didn’t want preaching to.
Then gradually we began to form up and move off....

You couldn’t organize a march like the Aldermaston March in
Russia; you couldn’t even do quite the same thing in the States
(though over Easter a group of pacifists, mainly Quakers, did
stage a march on UNQ), because too many people fear to be
called communist by association.

In effect, though, while we are expending our effort, on
preparing for a war we allegedly don’t want and from which we
should emerge corpses in a radioactive desert, the totalitarian
states are quietly winning another and much more important war
— a war fought on the level of the individual, fought by the
agents who willingly share the suffering of the underdeveloped
peoples, who can point with pride to the technical achievements
of countries which within living memory were regarded as
barely civilized, who are idealist enough to practise such tenets
(given lip service by the majority of their opponents) as
disregarding the colour of a man’s skin. And that’s the kind of
war that stays won.

When one comes to a fork in a path, and one branch leads
over a precipice and the other leads you don’t know where, a
sane man takes the unknown chance rather than the certainty of
disaster. We are at such a fork now. We do in fact have enough
nuclear weapons to destroy mankind literally. Every move we
make towards delivering them increases the risk of a holocaust,
deliberate or accidental. Somehow, we’ve got to break the cycle
of the arms race, or it will break us beyond hope of recovery.
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This, the crucial issue of today and the Aldermaston March

issue of Noise Level, is published by John Brunner at 144

Fellows Road, London NW3, for the Off Trails Magazine

Publisher Association, and for circulation to interested parties.

May, 1958.
BANTHEBOMBBANTHEBOMBBANTHEBOMBBANTHEBC

Brunner’s Hampstead CND group ran an exhibition in Kingsway Hall in
July 1958 and he wrote the CND marching song, “The H-Bomb’s
Thunder”, which at one point was available as an EP rendered by the
London Youth Choir. It’s not known how many fans were on that first
march, but Joan Hammett was the Chair of the Midland Region CND
group when she and husband Paul departed the 1959 Eastercon midway
through to join the second, which this time started at Aldermaston and
terminated in Trafalgar Square.

Nor was she the only fan involved in organizing her local branch. Jim
Linwood recalls:

I was introduced to radical politics by Ivor Mayne in the late
’50s and met many of his various anarchist/pacifist friends
including Mike Randall and Pat Pottle, who later sprang George
Blake from Wormwood Scrubs. I was secretary of the
Nottingham Youth CND (1960-62) and was involved with the
Committee of 100. C100 advocated Gandhi-style passive
resistance [as an alternative] to the CND’s marching and singing.
Most of our fannish circle (Hale, Jordan, Rispin, Miller,
Kearney, Mayne) were all active in CND and radical politics and
Dave and I regularly had our mail opened. There was no
particular political orientation or organization among young fans
at the time — we considered ourselves anarchists, socialists or
liberals depending on who we were talking to and even took a
right-wing line occasionally against left-wing cant. Mike
Moorcock had a dog which he taught to bark ferociously when
he said “C-O-N-S-E-R-V-A-T-I-V-E”. [4]

In 1960 the Eastercon was held about a ten-minute walk away from
Trafalgar Square, so on Sunday a bunch of fans went over there to see the
arrival of those taking part in the third and final march. Of course, some
fans hadn’t been able to attend the convention because they were on the
march. Not every fan was behind CND, needless to say. Here’s Terry
Jeeves:
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I have the utmost contempt for CND and all it stands for. Too
much like the Chamberlain ostrich attitude of 1938... and I
fought in that war which resulted. [1]

Keith Freeman, while serving with the RAF, may be the only fan to have
actually witnessed the mushroom cloud resulting from an H-bomb
detonation.

Several months before the [1957 London] Worldcon I was
whisked away from Gloucester to sit on a desert island in the
middle of the Pacific and watch H-bombs being tested. [2]

He still vividly recalls suddenly being able to see all the bones in his hand
as the brilliant light produced by the explosion passed through it. Check
out his Zoom interview at fanac.org for more on this and on his fannish
career. [3]

To mark the thirtieth anniversary of the first Aldermaston march, John
Brunner published a mainstream novel about the events and emotions of
1958: The Days of March (Kerosina Books, 1988).

[1] Erg #12 (June 1962, ed. Terry Jeeves)
[2] Prolapse #8 (August 2007 ed. Peter
Weston)

[3] https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1Ak4

g-3A1MQ
[4] Letter to Hansen, circa 1990
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Cover art by Keith Roberts.
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11. The Political Prisoner

Born to parents who were members of the Communist Party of the USA
(CPUSA), Chandler “Chan” Davis joined the affiliated Young Pioneers of
America while in elementary school. In 1942, age 16, he received a
Harvard National Scholarship, briefly joining the CPUSA the following
year but leaving soon after so he could join the US Navy for officer
training. In 1944 he published his first fanzine. This was Blitherings
(1944-1946), an APAzine which he ran through FAPA and which saw
seven issues. He also edited macVert for VAPA (Vanguard Amateur Press
Association) around the same time, details unknown.

The Stranger Club, the first SF club in Boston, was formed in
February 1940 and originated the first series of BOSKONEs. Davis joined
the club at some point and attended at least one of these. The club met at
the home of R.D. Swisher, and Art Widner recalls a particularly
memorable meeting when John W. Campbell visited:

Not too many showed up, probably because Swisher was rather
quiet about it, knowing that if it were widely known that
Campbell was there, Mrs. Swisher wouldn’t be doing much but
baking tons of her famous pecan buns for a horde of voracious
teen-agers. So it was that besides the Swishers there were only
Art Gnaedinger (son of Mary Gnaedinger, editor of Famous
Fantastic Mysteries), Chan Davis, his cousin Allen Bell, and
myself to wallow in an afternoon and evening with the Great
Man. And wallow we did, for twelve hours, as it turned out. I
had a bad case of hero-worship, and Jack [Bell, a fringe-fan]
didn’t succeed in dragging me away until 2:30 a.m., with
everybody else propping their eyelids up with toothpicks.
Campbell played us like delicate instruments and we loved it; at
least I did. He predicted that the war (which we weren’t even in
yet) would be decided by (gasp) atomic power. [1]

In 1945, Davis graduated early from Harvard and also received a
commission from Naval Reserve Midshipman’s School and spent a year in
the US Navy as a minesweeper. In 1946, he returned to Harvard as a
graduate student in Mathematics, rejoined the CPUSA [he would quit, this
time for good, in the early 1950s], and joined the Federation of American
Scientists, founded by former members of the Manhattan Project. [2]
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The Stranger Club faded away with the war but was revived in the
Autumn of 1946, an iteration that lasted barely three years before it too
dissolved. This was to be the final end of the Strangers, but in 1989 the
club as a whole was made the collective Fan Guest of Honour at
Noreascon 3, that year’s Worldcon, which was held in Boston. Surviving
club members who attended as fan guests included Davis himself, Harry
Stubbs (Hal Clement), R.D. Swisher and Art Widner.

PACIFICON, the first postwar Worldcon, was held in Los Angeles in
1946 over the Independence Day weekend. Davis entered the masquerade
as Quanna (one of the main characters in C. L. Moore’s “There Shall Be
Darkness”) and — along with L.A. fans Morojo and Bob Hoffman — won a
prize for Most Elaborate Costume. The next year’s Worldcon, PHILCON
1, was held over the weekend of 30 August — 1 September, in Philadelphia.
Davis chaired the panel discussion: “Is Science Catching up with Science
Fiction?”. Then there was the partying.

At some point during the drinking session in the Hadley suite,
Jack Speer remembered that he had fireworks in his car. He, Al
Lopez, Ron Christensen, and Chan Davis went down, retrieved
the fireworks and started setting them off. After the police came
by and warned them to stop, they returned to the hotel and
started setting them off from the various fire escapes (in those
days a hotel was frequently festooned with fire escapes). [3]

Basically, Speer and Davis seem to have taken up strategic posts
on upper fire escapes, after Lopez and Christensen chickened
out. Firecrackers and skyrockets were alternated to provide
variety, and the pair changed fire escapes frequently. When
police returned, a strategic retreat ensued via back stairs and
another outside staircase. They paid $5.00 apiece at the 21st
District Station for disturbing the peace. [4]

Whether this was Davis’s first brush with authority is unknown, but it
wouldn’t be the last. As he later wrote:

I left Harvard for naval service from January 1945 till the
summer of 1946. During that interlude I continued my science-
fiction interest, and among the things I wrote were my first two
professional stories, “The Nightmare” and “To Still the Drums”.
From 1946-50 I proceeded towards my Ph.D. in math at
Harvard, and married my historian wife Natalie. I spent 1950-54
teaching at the University of Michigan. I was expelled from
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there in 1954 in the Great Fifties Red-hunt, in an action-packed
thriller which left me permanently excluded from regular
academic appointments in the US. [4]

This began with the FBI looking for the author of Operation Mind, an
anonymous pamphlet distributed on campus proclaiming that the House
Un-American Activities Committee (HUAC) was not welcome in Detroit.
Though the pamphlet had actually been written by his wife it was Davis’s
name on the printer’s invoice, so he took the fall for it rather than land her
in trouble. However, this led the Feds to look deeper into his associations,
which may have caused problems for another fan, as Bob Madle explains:

Milt [Milton Rothman] had just gotten his PhD in Nuclear
Physics and was expecting to go to Oak Ridge, Tennessee, at
any time. And I had applied for a job in Charlotte, North
Carolina, and I’d heard through the grapevine that I would get
that job.

It turned out that I did go to North Carolina, but Rothman
did not go to Tennessee. There was an author named Chan Davis
who was a member of the Communist Party and who was a
science fiction correspondent of Rothman. This was in the
middle of the McCarthy era, and it turned out that the FBI had
been conducting surveillance on Davis for some time.

They finally raided his house and took all his
correspondence, and what should they find but all these letters
from Milt Rothman, who was being considered for a security-
clearance job in Oak Ridge. It came out that Chan Davis had
asked him to become a member of the Communist Party and
Rothman had said no. But in the FBI’s belief, he hadn’t said
“no” definitively enough! So he didn’t get the job. [5]

Rothman’s own belief as expressed to Joe Siclari was that it was his
involvement with Fred Pohl that torpedoed this (see Chapter 1: The Anti-
Fascist) but it may well have been both. Where one such association could
have perhaps been written off as a coincidence, two must have looked
suspicious.

The year was 1953, and not long after the raid Davis received a
subpoena to appear before HUAC. Nor was he the only academic targeted.
His University of Michigan colleagues Clement Markert (a Spanish Civil
War veteran), and Mark Nickerson were also summoned to appear at the
HUAC hearings, which were held in Lansing, Michigan. All three refused
to cooperate, Makert and Nickerson pleading the Fifth and their right to
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avoid self-incrimination, while Davis went with his First Amendment right
to free speech, hoping to establish a precedent that HUAC could not
question witnesses on their political affiliations. As a result of their refusal
to cooperate with HUAC, all three were fired by the university. Some
people turned against Davis over this:

...my personal friendship with John Campbell regrettably ended,
but I kept writing, and some of my SF friendships proved
permanent. During my spell of unemployment in 1954, I wrote
two of my best stories. [1]

Years of appeals followed, but in 1959 the US Supreme Court refused to
hear his case, which meant he had come to the end of the line. In 1960,
Davis became a political prisoner, receiving a six-month jail sentence,
which he served at a prison in Danbury, Connecticut. On his release he
found himself unable to find a permanent position in academia in the US,
so he and his wife emigrated to Canada in 1962, where they began highly
successful careers at the University of Toronto. During his time there
Davis opposed the Vietnam War and was chair of the Toronto Anti-Draft
Committee.

In 1991, by way of amends, the University of Michigan initiated the
annual Davis, Markert, Nickerson Lecture on Academic and Intellectual
Freedom. And in an interesting bit of synchronicity, a book titled The
Prosecution of Professor Chandler Davis by Steve Batterson was
published in August 2023 by the Monthly Review Press while I was
researching Davis in old fanzines.

Another fan-turned-academic worthy of mention here is John Boardman,
who in 1950 was one of the founders of the University of Chicago Science
Fiction Club (see also Chapter 19: The Kings of Pornography):

Tom Seidman, George D’Asaro and I sent out a call for a
meeting, and were answered by a large crowd which proceeded
to elect officers, perform a ritual exorcism upon Shaver’s dero-
tero cult, and put out a fanzine. I didn’t stay with the club for
very long, as I was overawed by the superior fannish background
of most of the people who showed up for the meeting.

Ray Nelson didn’t show up at UC until the 1951-2
academic year. He was then married to Perdita Lilly, his first
wife [Boardman was her third husband]. He, Tom Seidman,
Mike Girsdansky [her second husband], Seymour Nelson and I
obtained some brief notoriety in that year as the result of a
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planned Black Mass. (Seymour is no relation to Ray; his version
of the common surname was originally Katznelson.) We had
planned to conduct a Black Mass at a Halloween party in 1951,
with Ray serving as the high priest and Perdita as the altar.
However, the story got out. A Catholic student heard about the
proposed diabolism, and carried to the university’s chaplain a
story that we planned to steal communion elements. The
chaplain told Cardinal Strich, the Cardinal told the university’s
president, and the principals in the escapade were confined to
quarters. [6]

Boardman later transferred to Florida State University to study for a Ph.D.
in theoretical physics. While there he got involved in the civil rights
movement against racial segregation, and in December 1956 he invited
three black international Florida A&M University students to an FSU
International Students Club Christmas party on the FSU campus.

On January 26, 1957, FSU announced that Boardman would not
be allowed to re-enroll at the University because he “violated the
regulation of the University which provides that meetings may
not be held on the campus in which the races are mixed. This
regulation is in accordance with the Board’s long time policy...
[Boardman] stated that he had no intention of abiding by any
regulation of the Board of Control regarding racial tensions.”
Not only had Boardman violated this rule, but he had also been
actively participating in civil rights demonstrations around the
city and continued to do so despite a January 22nd Board of
Control statement warning that “Participation by students in
demonstrations or other activities calculated to, or having the
effect of, inflaming the public, or inciting strife or violence will
be considered as endangering the welfare of our universities.”

[7]

Boardman earned his Ph.D. from Syracuse University in 1962, and was a
professor of physics at Brooklyn College.

Boardman is credited with founding Postal Diplomacy, which was
popular in fandom in the 1960s and 1970s, and publishing its first fanzine.
A long-time member of the New York fan group the Lunarians, he was
treasurer of the 1967 Worldcon, which was held in that city, and Fan Guest
of Honour at Lunacon 41 in 1998. He published a large number of fanzines
between 1960 and 1990, many of them for APAs.

Florida State University has been a lot slower in seeking to make
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amends than the University of Michigan. In a recent email, Joe Siclari
noted that:

my alma mater, Florida State University in Tallahassee, Florida,
is fighting with itself on whether to reinstate my former father-
in-law, long-time fan John Boardman, after they kicked him out
in 1957 for inviting a couple of black students to a party.

John was one of the club stalwarts of NY fandom for
decades, a bit stodgy but always there to help get things done.
He could also be considered one of the founders and mainstays
of gaming fandom. Someplace I have hundreds of his gaming
zines. [8]

The now 91-year-old Boardman has been nominated for an honorary
doctorate from FSU. Better late than never — assuming it’s awarded, of
course.

[1] Noreascon 3, Progress Report #1 (1989)
[2] Chan Davis’s Wikipedia page

[3] Fancyclopedia 3, Philcon page.

[4] All Our Yesterdays — Harry Warner Jr
(Advent:Publishers, 1969)

[5] Mimosa #30 (August 2003, ed. Richard
& Nicki Lynch)

[6] G2#10 (March 1962, ed. Joe Gibson)
[7] https://www.floridamemory.com/items/s
how/326634

[8] Email to Langford, 6 October 2023
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12. The Beat Generation

When I visited San Francisco in 1984 I was taken around and so got to see
the famous City Lights bookshop — whose owner Ferlinghetti was the first
to publish Allen Ginsberg’s “Howl” — and Washington Square Park — as
written about by Richard Brautigan. Later, back at the place on Ashbury
Street (yes, of Haight-Ashbury fame) where my hosts and fellow fans Rich
Coad and Stacy Scott then lived, I learned that Stacy’s parents were Beats
and that she got to meet Ginsberg when she was ten. Then there was her
maternal grandfather, who’d been a member of Al Capone’s gang! Small
world. My own antecedents pale in comparison. As for other links between
the Beats and our microcosm, here’s Ted White:

I don’t know of any direct connections to either Kesey or
Cassady. The latter was the most written-about member of the
beat generation before becoming the driver of Kesey’s bus. He
was a major character in Clellon Holmes’s Go, and the major
character in On the Road. Holmes was at one time Don
Wollheim’s assistant at Ace Books (in the fifties), which is why
Ace (of all publishers) published both Go and William
Burroughs’s early classic, Junkie (under the pseudonym of
“William Lee”). [1]

Fan connections to the big names appear peripheral, but Dave Rike lived
among the Beats and was somewhat dismissive of that “leadership”, as he
explained in RUR #10 (May 1958, ed. Rike):

The cats who’ve really beat the drums aren’t of this generation,
they’re old, dad. Allen Ginsberg is 32; Jack Kerouac is 36, a
WWII type, too; Kenneth Rexroth is, at 53, the grand-daddy of
them all; Lawrence Ferlinghetti is 40, and another WWII-er;
and, like that. These are all prominent “spokesmen” for the Beat
Generation, a generation that ranges in age from 16 to the middle
20s. (I’'m speaking from personal acquaintance with them... I
live within their Center here in Berkeley, besides having dug the
Beach over in SD on oh so many occasions.) I presume that you
are familiar with them and their works. If, not then how can you
pass judgement upon the Beat-ers if you know nothing about
them, if you haven’t read “Howl”, if you haven’t heard “Thou
Shall Not Kill” by Rexroth and the Cellar Jazz Quartet; or dug
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works like On The Road, The Subterraneans, or Ferlinghetti’s
article on the Howl trail. Now, these are really meagre
substitutes, by themselves, for really digging the scene in person,
and they are, so to speak, commentaries on what the crowd is
doing, but they are much much better than commentaries-on-
commentaries and the pap treatment given to the Beat-types in
the mass media press. Oh, you may think that you’re real hep
and Right-There after eyeing the article on SF in Life that
appeared last year, but so might have other persons, who having
read the article on stf and fandom that Life had around five years
ago (gee, has it been that long ago?) believed that they knew all
there was to know about this crazy, gosh-wow Buck Rogers,
stuff.

The feeling of being “Beat” is not something new. I can’t
pin down an article I read on this, but, for instance, Germany had
the steppenwolfe after WWI, which was analogous to being
“Beat”, besides there being contemporary examples in Russia
and elsewhere. And, the Beat-ones are, for the most part, silent,
sullen, and waiting. In their day-to-day existence, activities take
on a quasi-existentialist aspect (naturally, not French-like, but
within the context of American society) which expresses itself in
the general adolescent social and anti-social activity: Searching
for a woman to shack up with. Blowing pot, while digging cool
sounds and talking about how to extract the essence of the Inner
Meaning of Life and to eat of it, in concentrated form, in some
dingy pad. Or, maybe try to Turn On by using any old drug
available: peyote, cough syrups, barbiturates, and experimenting
with household spices (from the field tests performed, mace has
proven to be the best bet, taken in can-load lots). Sometimes the
stuff puts you Up-Side Down and sometimes it turns you Inside
Out. Mad, aimless wanderlusting (cf. On the Road) maybe by
thumb or on bikes, ala the Wild Ones. And then, some go real far
out by going homo or becoming dykes.

There’s no particular significance to any of the above, all of
them are symptoms rather then being a motivating factor. The
participants want to do Something, but... what? And who can
you trust? At every turn, they get their fingers burned (or their
beards singed). Yet; they want a Change; they want to be able to
Dig-The-Scene as human beings, before there isn’t any Scene to
dig at all. If it was October, 1956 and we were in Hungary,
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they’d be behind the barricades with the Freedom Fighters and
participating in the Workers’ Councils that sprang up. Some of
them would very much like to be down in Cuba, with Castro.
And, on Easter Sunday of this year, a lot of them were marching
in the pouring rain in front of the AEC offices in Oakland,
protesting nuclear tests.

However, for the moment, they’re silent, sullen, and
waiting; frittering away their lives in trivialities. What really
motivates them, makes them this way? In general — and this is
the only way I can put it down with any hope of quasi-accuracy
— they’re intellectuals who have as a primary facet of their
philosophy a rather thoro-going alienation from society. They’re
in this world, but they aren’t part of it: they don’t want a damn
thing to do with it, it’s Sick, Sick, Sick and, besides, out to
smash them... each and every individual one. So, they’re sitting
on the sidelines. Waiting. [2]

The publicity around the Beats — the books and the articles in magazines
such as Life — had the usual unfortunate consequences:

They aren’t pleased about all of the publicity since that means
commercialization, the taming of North Beach into a tourist
hang-out, higher rents, and the coming in of all sorts of squares
and weekend bohemians and out-right gawkers. With
commercialization, their bars are no longer places where you
know you can meet all of your friends at, since they are now
squeezed out by the tourists who simply have to dig these cuh-
razy people they read about in Life, Playboy, and Esquire. The
rents have gotten so high that even Lawrence Ferlinghetti has
moved out of the Beach and down to the Potrero Hill district,
besides numerous other persons. And the squares: you know the
type — they have a nice, Respectable job, white-collaring it
somewhere during the day, but wow, man, they gotta be with the
Crowd and be Hip and, like that, so they don their turtle neck
sweater, sandals, and frisco jeans and drive out to the Beach in
their MG-As (discreetly parking them in some dark alley, of
course). But that’s the way things go here in America. [2]

Then there was Ray Nelson, fanartist and creator of the propeller beanie
(“I never bothered to patent it. I never made a dime off it”):

The word “beatnik” was not coined by Life magazine but by my
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good friend Herb Caen in his column in The San Francisco
Chronicle. Life was just quoting him. Yes, it is a play on the
word “Sputnik.” Actually I prefer the term “beatnik” because it
does highlight my activity in the San Francisco bohemian
community, but separates me from the Beat Generation. [ was
friends with Allen Ginsberg and on occasion shared an open
mike with him, but I did not share the style and content of his
poetry. For example, I do not think it is possible to understand
his breakthrough poem, “Howl” without knowing his personal
circle of friends. Also I take issue with Allen’s hostile attitude
towards women and his exhibitionistic showmanship, which
included dropping his pants to display his scrawny butt and
uninspiring genitals. My French authoress date at his Paris
bookstore reading remarked that Allen had a pimple on that butt,
and that French poet Boris Vian had brought tears to the eyes of
hardened veterans of the French Resistance while, to quote my
lady, “No one will ever cry for this Ginsberg.” [3]

After Nelson met Michael Moorcock at the 1957 Worldcon in London, the
pair collaborated for a time in smuggling Henry Miller books from France
into the UK. Moorcock was caught, and Nelson forced to cease. [4]

And finally, here’s Greg Shaw on someone he would get to know in
the following decade:

Chester Anderson was born in Florida, possibly the town of
Hollywood. He was a rather straight young man with a strong
interest in classical music, and in the late forties he enrolled at
the University of Florida as a music major. He was an
accomplished player of many instruments, and his ambition was
to become a composer of good old classical music. Something
happened then, and he found himself involved in the early
beginnings of the beat scene. He moved up to Greenwich
Village, and spent about ten years in the same neighborhood of
MacDougal St. that plays such an important role in [his SF
novel] The Butterfly Kid. During these ten years he became
thoroughly involved in the beat movement, made the usual
pilgrimages to San Francisco, and established a far-flung
network of what he calls “smoking companions” that included
just about every hip artist and underground personage in North
America. He did some writing in those days — a couple of cheap
mysteries, some science fiction, some poetry and such. He
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acquired a literary agent. In December, 1966, he came to live in
San Francisco, with the intent of finding out just what was going
on there, to learn and contribute what he could... he’d been in the
beat scene for twenty years or so, and though he had been in San
Francisco only two months, it was easy to tell that he was on the
best of terms with virtually everybody of importance on the local
scene. [5]

[1] Epsilon #12 (August 1982, ed. Rob
Hansen)

[2] RUR #10 (May 1958, ed. Dave Rike)

[3] Flag! #17 (May 2016, ed. Andy Hooper)
[4] Ray Nelson’s SF Encyclopedia entry

[5] Starling #14 (May 1970, ed. Hank
Luttrell)
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13. The Film Critic

Film historian and author Roger Ebert was celebrated for his importance as
a film critic, first taking that position with the Chicago Sun-Times in 1967.
He came to be widely regarded as the country’s leading film critic and his
writing won him a 1975 Pulitzer Prize for Criticism, the first to be awarded
to a film critic. To most of the American public he was probably best
known for his TV work, primarily the show Sneak Previews he hosted
with fellow critic Gene Siskel, and several “At the Movies” programmes.
The pair’s humorous banter led to appearances on numerous talk shows,
increasing their fame. After Siskel’s death, Ebert continued their show
with various co-hosts until settling on Richard Roeper. A glittering career
then, and one that had its roots in SF fandom.

It began when Ebert founded the Urbana High School Science Fiction
Club, another member being his classmate Dave Stiers who later became
actor David Ogden Stiers of M*A*S*H. fame. They rented SF movies that
were shown in the auditorium, and made a tape recording of H.G. Wells’s
War of the Worlds, complete with sound effects. But probably their
greatest thrill came when Arthur C. Clarke visited the school and gave a
speech and they got his autograph afterwards. Ebert found his way into
fandom via the pages of Amazing Stories, whose regular “The Clubhouse”
column featured fanzine reviews.

Prozines and fanzines were two different worlds, and it was in
the virtual world of science fiction fandom that I started to learn
to be a writer and a critic. Virtual, because for a long time I
never met any other fans; they lived only in the pages of
mimeographed fanzines that arrived at 410 E. Washington St.
and were quickly hidden among the hundreds of SF mags in the
basement.... [1]

To appreciate why Ebert felt the need to hide them away from his parents
you have to understand just how rigidly conformist 1950s America was
and how subversive fanzines were in that context. Remember, while
sercon fanzines were often the staid collections of book reviews, amateur
fiction and poetry that the uninitiated imagine all fanzines to be, these
were in the minority. The fannish fanzines were altogether more
freewheeling, and thus “dangerous”.

Fandom grew out of and fed a world-view that was dubious of

91



received opinion, sarcastic, anarchic, geeky before that was
fashionable... we found an angle on America that cut through the
orthodoxy of the Fifties and was an early form of what would
come to be known as the Sixties. [1]

If you didn’t have a zine of your own to trade for them then locs — letters
of comment — were the primary currency that brought you future issues,
letters that would, of course, attract comments of their own:

Today I can see my name on a full-page ad for a movie with
disinterest, but what Harry Warner or Buck Coulson had to say
about me — well, that was important. [1]

While still in high school Ebert published the zine Stymie. His writing also
appeared in zines such as Xero, Yandro, Kipple and Psi-Phi. He’s known
to have attended at least one Midwestcon, hitching a ride with Bob Tucker
and Ed Gorman, a fan from Cedar Rapids who went on to be a journalist
and prolific mystery novelist. Tucker lived relatively nearby and was the
first other fan Ebert ever met in the flesh.

Ebert was a member of the Champaign-Urbana Science Fiction
Association, and in 1960 he won the Illinois AP first place news writing
award. The following summer, while in college, at the University of
Illinois, he made his first trip to Europe. Like many before and after him,
Ebert made the pilgrimage to Oblique House (170 Upper Newtownards
Road, Belfast) to visit Walt Willis and the other members of Irish Fandom.
We know something of this visit thanks to John Berry:

Illinois fan Rog Ebert, on a flying visit to Irish Fandom, was due
to be at Oblique House round about 8 p.m. on Sunday 3rd
September 1961. We weren’t sure of the exact time of his
arrival, because he had arranged to go for the day to the Giant’s
Causeway, a unique rock formation on the North Antrim coast,
about 90 miles from Belfast.

Ian McAulay, Madeleine and Walt Willis and myself were
in attendance, awaiting the appearance of Rog, and I suggested
that it would give me great pleasure to actually watch a game of
Scrabble, one of the major sporting activities at Oblique House
these days, and well advertised as being a gigantic battle of wits,
having such high 1.Q. personalities participating.

Fifteen minutes after the start of this contest, Rog Ebert
arrived. He sat down next to me and evinced considerable
interest at the titanic struggle. [2]
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Thereafter Berry’s account veers into his usual fantastical whimsy. Ian
McAulay also noted the visit, one of several Ebert apparently made to
Oblique House while in Ireland:

Irish fandom recently had a visit from Amerifan Rog Ebert. We
had a couple of good get togethers and even dragged out the
ghoodminton bats for a few rapid games. Rog is a trufan, and we
all hope he can come and visit us again soon. [3]

Ebert got to help produce the current issue of Hyphen, then regarded by
many as the world’s best fanzine, the colophon of #29 stating:
“Duplicating assistance from Rog Ebert”.

Years later, summing up fandom’s importance to him, Ebert wrote:

The influence of fandom was on my writing voice. I became
critical. I wrote smart-ass locs about other people’s writing, and
read them about my own. I was in a world that stood outside the
mainstream. Science fiction was the occasion for fandom, and
often the topic, but the subterranean subject was a kind of
kibitzing outsider world view. Because of fandom, we got to
1967 ten years before most of the non-fan world. [1]

Ebert’s relish for tearing entertainingly into bad films was sometimes
reminiscent of the 1980s UK “KTF” (Kill The Fuckers) school of SF
fanzine criticism. His two-stars-or-fewer reviews are collected in I Hated,

Hated, Hated This Movie (2000), Your Movie Sucks (2007) and A Horrible

Experience of Unbearable Length (2012), the last taking its title from his
description of Transformers: Revenge of the Fallen (2009):

If you want to save yourself the ticket price, go to the kitchen,
cue up a male choir singing the music of hell, and get a kid to
start banging pots and pans together. Then close your eyes and
use your imagination.

The plot is incomprehensible. The dialogue of the Autobots,
Deceptibots and Otherbots is meaningless word flap. Their
accents are Brooklynese, British and hip-hop, as befits a race
from the distant stars. Their appearance looks like junkyard
throw-up. They are dumb as rocks. [4]

Most of the other quotes by Ebert in this chapter are pulled from a piece by

him in Isaac Asimov’s Science Fiction Magazine (based on his
introduction to The Best of Xero) titled: “Thought Experiments: How
Propeller-Heads, BNFs, Sercon Geeks, Newbies, Recovering GAFIAtors,
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and Kids in the Basements Invented the World Wide Web, All Except for
the Delivery System”
Can’t argue with that.

[1] Isaac Asimov’s Science Fiction
Magazine (January 2005)

[2] Hyphen #30 (December 1961, ed. Walt
Willis & Ian McAulay)

[3] Hyphen #29 (September 1961, ed. Walt
Willis & Ian McAulay)

[4] A Horrible Experience of Unbearable
Length — Roger Ebert (Andrews McMeel
Publishing, 2012)

McAulay and George Charters standing;
Ebert in middle; Bryan and Walt Willis at
front.
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14. The Film Director Swami

Mike Wilson first made contact with fandom when he went along to a
meeting at the White Horse one Thursday night in 1951 while on leave
from the merchant navy. Among those he met there was Arthur C. Clarke,
a meeting that would change Wilson’s life:

A smoke-filled saloon bar off wet and foggy Fleet Street was a
strange place to learn about skin diving on coral reefs. Mike,
who had done this during a spell in the British Merchant Navy,
infected me with this enthusiasm, and I was soon learning to use
flippers and face mask in a London swimming pool. After a few
chilly dips in the English Channel (including an Aqua-Lung dive
to eighty feet in midwinter), we decided that this was a hobby
for the tropics. I traveled west to Florida, Mike east to Australia,
where we eventually rendezvoused on the Great Barrier Reef —
the thousand-mile-long belt of islands and shoals that runs up the
Queensland coast from the tropic of Capricorn almost to New
Guinea.

I have described our first small expedition, which took
place in 1955, in The Coast of Coral, it is significant here
because both Mike and I passed through Ceylon on our way to
Australia, and both decided independently that we would like to
come back and spend more time on the island. We were able to
do this in 1956. [1]

But before that, in 1952, Wilson was to play his part in a fannish hoax.
Vince Clarke explains that:

Mike, when he was about 17%, left the sea, and became a waiter
at a London hotel. During this period, he had some ideas of
producing a fanzine and actually bought a jelly hektograph...
often the First Step down the Purple Path... but was afflicted by
the general atmosphere of the London Circle at that time and
never produced anything. The only piece of fan literary activity
he undertook was a Cowboy-set-in-SF parody which he scrawled
on the back of about fifty menu cards and which he gave me to
type. Which I did, corning it up considerably in the process.
Where Mike had one poor pun I’d put in six incredibly bad ones.
I sent it back to him... it was unfinished, incidentally... and
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forgot it. I was rather glad to.

It was in the Spring of *52 (1952 I might add for the benefit
of those who may have been misled by the reminiscent tone of
this item), that Mike paid the penalty of his advancing years and
was called up, and one March evening in the White Horse he
approached me with bubbling good spirit.

“Vince, my papers have come, and my training starts in
Ballymena!”

“Ballymena?”

“Yeah. Northern Ireland. I'll be able to look in on Walt
Willis and the Belfast mob!”

“Glug!” I said, choking into a glass of cider.

In that shocked instant my moral defences were down, and
the Devil gripped my soul. Willis had been saying rude things
about Science Fantasy News [Vince’s fanzine] in rival fanzines.
Willis and Co. had only seen Mike once, at the 1951
Convention, and then they could only have caught rough
glimpses around the edges of Ackerman. Supposing...

“Er... good. Good! Ummm... come into the corner, Mike. I
have something to discuss with you... privately....” [2]

What Vince wanted was for Wilson to masquerade as a new fan — the
name James Wainwright was chosen — with a view to a fanzine article
being written later about “Operation Shamrookie” explaining how the
London Circle had succeeded in putting one over on Irish Fandom (whose
members included Walt Willis, Bob Shaw, and James White). As part of
the hoax Wilson was supposed to write something for Walt Willis, but his
training with the Ulster Rifles didn’t leave him much time to write
anything new, so instead he submitted the Cowboy-set-in-SF parody that
Vince had worked on, whereupon Willis wrote to Vince Clarke about this
new fan who wrote a lot like Vince Clarke!

Then, my history of the first five decades of science fiction fandom in
the UK, was first published as a fanzine part-work. The second part
appeared in 1989 and included a full account of the hoax, which resulted in
this loc from Arthur C. Clarke:

I was enormously intrigued by the account of the hoax which
Mike Wilson played on Bob Shaw and Co., when he visited
Ireland in 1952. What makes this even more timely is the fact
that I’ve just had a letter from Bob Shaw — who, at my
suggestion, has been working with Stanley Kubrick. Even more
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remarkable, Mike Wilson, now Swami Siva Kalki, walked into
the office this morning, and I have handed him the whole piece!
He seems to be in pretty good shape, though none of the old
White Horse gang would recognize him in his beard and monk’s
robes. [3]

Following his move to Sri Lanka (then still called Ceylon) in January
1956, Wilson needed to find a way of making a living and so started a
short-lived diving business with naturalist Rodney Jonklaas. During its
brief existence the pair dived the sea around Swami Rock at Trincomalee,
the local Brahmin asking them to keep an eye open for the lingam, a
circular column of great significance associated with the Koneswaram
Temple.

During this initial dive, and subsequent ones in the diving
seasons that followed, Wilson & Co. searched diligently for the
lingam, but without success. “All the columns and pillars we
encountered,” observed Clarke, “had obviously been purely
architectural, with alternating square and hexagonal sections.”

[4]

Clarke’s SF career really took off in in the mid-1950s and he made regular
trips to the United States to undertake lecture tours and attend conventions,
trips on which he was often accompanied by Mike Wilson. It was on board
a ship while returning from one such tour that Wilson met his future wife
Elizabeth Perera. Towards the end of the decade:

Wilson began to develop a reputation as a talented photo-
journalist, contributing to magazines as diverse as Time and
Playboy, articles from surfing in Australia to missionaries in
Borneo and Sarawak. He also covered Dave Brubeck’s 1960
Australian tour, and Brubeck requested him to shoot the cover of
his forthcoming album. [4]

In 1958 Wilson made his first foray into film making with Beneath the
Seas of Ceylon, a 25-minute documentary on 16mm film that was the first
to be shot underwater in the seas around Sri Lanka. This was followed in
1961 by Boy Beneath the Sea, a short fantasy film starring American
teenager Mark Smith. During the production of the film Wilson, Mark
Smith, and Bobby Kriegel (another American teenager) discovered a
wreck on the Great Basses containing freshly-minted silver coins. Arthur
C. Clarke later wrote of this....
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discovery of a wreck full of beautiful silver rupees, six miles off
the south coast of Ceylon. As I felt more mobile in the zero-g
underwater environment than on land [following an accidental
blow to the head in 1962 that had left him completely paralysed
for a while], I accompanied Mike on a return to the site, with the
results chronicled in The Treasure of the Great Reef. We have
still not discovered the origin of the wreck, though all the coins
it carried were dated A.H. 1116 (A.D. 1703). [1]

A number of these now reside in the Smithsonian Institution and the
British Museum.

In 1962 Wilson made his debut as a feature film director with Ran
Muthu Duwa, the first full-length colour movie ever produced in Ceylon.
This was made in Sinhalese with Wilson’s screenplay drawing on his own
diving experience. The film involves the discovery of underwater treasure
and was a big hit with local audiences, but more important than this was
how life imitated art. During a break in filming near the Swami Rock at
Trincomalee, Wilson went for a dive to cool off and this time he found it, a
perfectly circular pillar — the lingam! He delivered it to the Konesar
Temple where it was enshrined and has been worshipped ever since.

Wilson’s second feature Getawarayo featured a climax involving
hydroplanes, doubtless because of his fondness for all aquatic sports and
his love of racing his own hydroplane, Pegasus, up and down the waters of
Lake Bolgoda. Another of those sports was surfing, which he appears to
have brought to the island:

Ever wonder how surfing came to Sri Lanka? Who, when,
where?

It turns out that Mike Wilson, renowned waterman, diver,
underwater film maker, explorer and ocean farer introduced the
very first surfboards to Sri Lanka and taught the “local surf
gang” in the mid ’60s the wonders of surfing on the island.

This predates what we had previously heard and we were
pleasantly surprised.... [5]

In 1966 Wilson’s third feature was Jamis Banda, which pitted Hitler’s
illegitimate son against Sinhalese secret agent Jamis Banda. A fourth
feature around this same period with Satyajit Ray would have been a
“vedic science fiction film” (!) starring Peter Sellers, but sadly this never
came to pass, the relationship between the pair dissolving in acrimony.
And that was effectively the end of Wilson’s career as a director.
Nevertheless he had made a significant contribution to the Sinhalese film
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industry, actors and others who had worked with him going on to greater
things in that industry.

In the 1970s, at the age of 40, Wilson put aside worldly things and
took the name Swami Siva Kalki in what his friend Richard Boyle says...

was no hasty act of renunciation but a premeditated
metamorphosis that began twenty years previously with his
highly significant and symbolic discovery of the legendary
Swayambhuva Lingam of the Konesar Temple.

After he donned robes, Swami Siva Kalki did not let his
spiritual preoccupations constrain either his intellectual pursuits
or his abiding interest in the arts, especially film. Indeed
throughout his years as a Swami, writing for the screen remained
a bridge that linked him to his former life. In the mid-1970s,
during the initial stage of our friendship, I collaborated with him
in writing several, ultimately unproduceable, screenplays with
spiritual themes, such as The Gospel According to St. Thomas
(concerning the apostle’s reputed sojourn in India) and A Story
for the Older Child. [4]

Wilson would remain a devotee for the remaining twenty years of his life.
The boy whose journey had started in “a smoke-filled saloon bar off wet
and foggy Fleet Street” in 1951 had come a long way.

[1] Greetings, Carbon-Based Bipeds! —
Arthur C. Clarke (Voyager, 1999)

[2] BEM #6 (Summer 1968, ed. Mal
Ashworth & Tom White)

[3] Letter to Hansen, 23 August 1989

[4] http://kataragama.org/sages/sivakalkil.ht
m

[5] Salty Swamis Facebook page, 16 January
2021
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From left to right: Mike Wilson, Fred Robinson, Vince
Clarke, Bob Shaw, and Jimmy Ratigan in 1951 or 1952.
Photo from the Vince Clarke collection.
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15. The King of Greenwich
Village

During the summer of 1955 Dan Curran, Dick Ellington, Bill Donaho and
Art Saha started discussing the possibility of finding a New York
apartment large enough for all of them. The one they found was at 299
Riverside Drive, on the eleventh floor of a twelve-storey building, moving
in during October. This became known in fannish legend as the Dive.
According to Art Saha:

This one had five bedrooms so we asked Chuck Freudenthal,
who was living in an apartment near the Holland Tunnel if he
wanted to join us. He did, and the Dive contingent was complete.

As one entered The Dive there was an entry area which on
the right had a doorway which led to a butler pantry and through
that into the kitchen. On the left were two small bedrooms and a
small bathroom. The entryway — a fairly large room in itself —
led to the living room. We moved in on the last weekend of
October.

Our New Year’s Eve party [...] marked the first appearance
at the Dive of two people who would later play a significant role
in its history: Pat Werner and Dave Van Ronk. Pat moved in
with Dick sometime later, and Dave became one of our more
frequent visitors. [1]

During the Dive days one of the events I remember vividly was
the time [Canadian fan] Boyd Raeburn came down and set up
his tape recorder on my kitchen table and proceeded to tape a
long session of Dave Van Ronk singing and playing his guitar.
This was long before Dave became a well-known folk singer.
Although this was late in the evening, none of the other tenants
protested. In fact many of them gathered in the hall to listen.
Years later I mentioned to Boyd that he probably had a very
important set of tapes. [2]

One of the fan clubs that existed in the city at this point was the New York
Science Fiction Circle, which had originally met once a month in member

Jean Carroll’s home but since shortly after the 1953 Philcon II had started

holding its meetings in Werderman’s Hall in Manhattan. Since Saha,
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Curran, and Donaho were members it was decided to move NY SFCircle
meetings to the Dive.

The 1956 Worldcon, NYCON II, was held in New York on the 19th
floor of the Biltmore Hotel over the weekend of 31 August — 3 September.
Arthur C. Clarke was the Guest of Honour. According to Dick Ellington:

One result of the con was the semi-disbanding of the New York
Science Fiction Circle. They had been meeting regularly here in
Riverside Dive. At the August meeting all three of the officers
resigned suddenly (all three were Divers — Saha, Curran and
Donaho) and the club was told it could find a new meeting place.

May seem like a brutal thing to do, but you don’t have any
idea what we had to put up with during a circle meeting here and
what we had to clean up afterwards.

The rest of the fans held a reorganizational meeting a week
or so ago and David MacDonald is the new director, with Dave
Van Ronk secretary and Carole Ingersoll treasurer. They’re now
in the process of looking for a new meeting place. The old one,
Werderman’s Hall, refuses to take them back — even for five
bucks per meeting. [3]

It was at a Dive party that Van Ronk met Terri Thal, who became his first
wife and later Bob Dylan’s first manager. She also went on to manage the
Holy Modal Rounders, about whom Van Ronk writes:

Peter Stampfel, who became the guiding light of the Holy Modal
Rounders and later one of the Fugs [...] has always been one of
my favorite people and is undoubtedly some kind of genius,
though so far no one has ever figured out what kind. [4]

Sometime after this Van Ronk and Ellington had a falling out. According
to Charles Freudenthal:

The feud between Van Ronk and Dick Ellington was entirely
one sided. It didn’t exist as far as Ellington was concerned. It
came about in this manner.

We had a couch in the living room on which crashers used
to sleep. The rule was a guest could stay three months and then
move on to make room for another needy person. Before he
started making money as a jazz/folk musician, Dave lived very
poor. He stayed three months and then Dick asked him to leave.

[5]
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This caused a problem with Dave Van Ronk who felt the rule
should not apply to him. Dick was the only one of us who had
the chutzpah to tell him to leave. Unreasonably, Van Ronk never
forgave Dick and even decades later held it against him. [6]

If so the pair appear to have nevertheless remained friends and worked
together afterwards, which given their shared values wasn’t surprising.
Both considered themselves anarchists and both were Wobblies, ie.
members of the IWW (Industrial Workers of the World). As Van Ronk
notes:

At that point, there was a great deal of overlap between folk
fans, the fringe left, and the science fiction crowd — all three
offered new, interesting ways of looking at the world and a
chance to mingle with like-minded souls who were equally
frustrated with the monochrome oppressiveness of Eisenhower
America. [4]

By the end of 1956 the Dive was no more, but that same year Lee Hoffman
moved to New York and she was interested in learning more about the
local folk music scene. This resulted in her eventually meeting Van Ronk
at the Libertarian League Hall, as below. (It should be noted here that at
this point libertarians in the US were still lefties and not yet the reactionary
conservatives who later appropriated the term.)

Dick and Pat Ellington [the former Pat Werner] were running
the Lib League and they put on regular chicken dinners there
that were open to all. My then-husband, Larry Shaw, and I went
frequently. Dick knew I was into folk music. He recommended
we come that particular evening because a folk musician friend
of his would be there.

The friend was Dave Van Ronk. After the dinner, he sang
and played. Then Dick introduced us. We struck it off
immediately. No surprise, since it turned out we had a number of
fannish friends in common.

Dave was just back from a hitch as a merchant seaman on
an oil tanker, and was staying with his mother in Brooklyn a
long subway ride from The Village. When we found that out,
Larry and I invited him to bed down at our place on Greenwich
Street, just a few blocks from Washington Square.

Dave was a good house guest. He was neat. He pretty much
lived out of his guitar case, which doubled as a suitcase for basic

103



necessities. He always folded up the sofa bed in the morning. He
took care of his own meals and laundry. [7]

When Hoffman started her folkzine Caravan in late 1957 (see Chapter 9:
The Folkzines), Van Ronk became a regular contributor. During a visit to
Jac Holzman of Elektra Records, then being run out of a small storefront in
the Village, Hoffman took along a tape she had made of him singing in her
living room. His first commercial record appearance was when Holzman
included two tracks by Van Ronk on a folk music sampler he later issued
featuring a variety of performers.

In 1959, Van Ronk put together a collection of folk songs, which
Dick Ellington organized and published, called The Bosses’ Songbook.
This parodied various left-wing classics. The title and some of the songs
came from his friend and fellow folksinger Roy Berkeley. As for some of
the other songs, according to Lawrence Block:

One night he [Van Ronk] and I and Lee Hoffman sat drinking in
her apartment — she was then married to Larry Shaw — and co-
wrote a batch of songs that wound up in The Bosses’ Songbook.
(Songs to Stifle the Flames of Discontent was the subtitle, and
nobody got author credit for any of the songs; a note in the
introduction explained that most of the authors were on enough
lists already.) Another song of mine, “Georgie and the IRT”,
wound up on his second album. Some years later, I provided the
liner notes for another album, Songs for Aging Children. [4]

One of those parodied was Pete Seeger, who can’t have minded since
according to Ellington he purchased three copies.

Around 1963, at a party in the Bay Area held at Bill Donaho’s house,
a young Greg Shaw (about whom more later) saw “Dave Van Ronk [...]
playing guitar and entertaining all of these serious science fiction writers!”
[8]

Apart from short periods like that one in California, Van Ronk
declined to spend a significant period of time away from New York’s
Greenwich Village, which earned him the nickname of the Mayor of
MacDougal Street. This was also the title of both a 2005 album of his
music and of his autobiography. The Coen bothers drew on the latter for
their movie Inside Llewyn Davis (2013), though the title character bears
little resemblance to Van Ronk. The album of that title within the movie
also had a cover styled after that of Van Ronk’s 1964 album Inside Dave
Van Ronk.

In his autobiography, Bob Dylan writes:
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I’d heard Van Ronk back in the Midwest on records and thought
he was pretty great, copied some of his recordings phrase for
phrase. [...] Van Ronk could howl and whisper, turn blues into
ballads and ballads into blues. I loved his style. He was what the
city was all about. In Greenwich Village, Van Ronk was king of
the street, he reigned supreme. [9]

From August 1959 when they first arrived in New York until February
1962 when they moved out to Brooklyn, Ted White and his then wife lived
in an apartment at 107 Christopher Street:

The area was known to be relatively safe for gays (it was
protected by the Mafia, which didn’t want a police presence), but
I was not aware then of any specific gay bars or hangouts. But
lots of gays lived in the Village (later known as “West Village”).
[10]

Five years later, in 1967, a gay bar opened at 57-59 Christopher Street. It
was called the Stonewall Inn.

On the night of 28th June 1969 the Stonewall Riots erupted. This
uprising is widely credited as marking the birth of the contemporary gay
rights movement. Among the thirteen people arrested at the Stonewall Inn
that night was Dave Van Ronk, who had been dining at a neighbouring
restaurant and joined the riot against the police occupation of the
Stonewall when it kicked off. He was dragged from the crowd and into the
building by police, who beat him to the point of near unconsciousness,
before handcuffing him to a radiator near the doorway. As he later
recalled:

There were more people out there when I came out than when I
went in. Things were still flying through the air, cacophony — I
mean, just screaming and yelling, sirens, strobe lights, the whole
spaghetti. [11]

The next day, he was arrested and charged with felony assault in the
second degree for having allegedly thrown a heavy object at a police
officer. He pleaded guilty to the lesser charge of harassment. [11]

Van Ronk’s involvement with fandom continued off and on, and in
1992 he was one of the Guests of Honour at Minicon 27, an SF convention
held 17-19 April at the Radisson South Hotel in Bloomington, Minnesota.
The con chairman was David Dyer-Bennett.

Van Ronk thought highly of science fiction but he had an odd way of
expressing this, as Elijah Wald explains:
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Dave was the most voracious reader I have known, and he would
send me home with thick volumes of history or slim paperbacks
of his favorite science fiction — “It’s mind rot, but good mind
rot,” he would say. (He loved those intermediate categories:
“That’s first-rate second-rate jazz,” he would say of something
like the Joe Venuti-Eddie Lang duets, and he took it as the
ultimate compliment when I said the same of his final jazz
album, Sweet and Lowdown. It was a way of maintaining
perspective, being able to love and acclaim something while
remembering that there are people like Shakespeare and Louis
Armstrong.) [4]

When this bit was quoted from on Van Ronk’s Wikipedia page it
mysteriously morphed into a disparagement of fandom thus:

he was active for some time in science fiction fandom, referring
to it as “mind rot”, and contributed to fanzines

Funny, that. (See Appendix: As Others See Us.)

Dick Lupoff later praised Van Ronk’s autobiography in one of Arnie
Katz’s fanzines:

Wonderful book, amazingly like a fannish memoir. This is not
surprising as the overlap of science fiction fandom, radical
politics, and the folk music revival was extensive. The book is
full of people we knew and loved: Dick Ellington, Jock Root,
Tom Condit, Lee Hoffman, Larry Shaw, Harlan Ellison, Chuck
Freudenthal, etc. There’s even a lovely photo of Lee Hoffman
with Van Ronk, undated but it looks like the late 1950s.

I don’t think I ever met Van Ronk, which is really weird
considering how many mutual acquaintances we had and how
often we were in the same scene — but I guess never quite at the
same moment. Really sorry I never met the guy. Or maybe I did
in some busy scene and failed to take note. [12]

Arnie Katz:

I met him only once, with Mike MclInerney, during a lull in
Dave’s fan activity in the mid-1960s. (He subsequently got more
active again, but I was gafia.) As a folk fan, I was very excited
about meeting him and prepared myself to talk music at least
semi-intelligently. So Mike leads me up to Dave, who takes one
look and says:

106



“So, Arnie, what’s new in fandom?” [12]

[1] Habbakuk vol.3 #3 (Spring 1994, ed. Bill
Donaho)

[2] Habbakuk vol.3 #4 (Autumn 1994, ed.
Bill Donaho)

[3] Contact #1 (October 1956, ed. Jan
Jansen)

[4] The Mayor of MacDougal Street — Dave
Van Ronk with Elijah Wald (Da Capo Press,
2005)

[5] el #21 (August 2005, ed. Earl Kemp)

[6] el #6 (January 2003, ed. Earl Kemp)

[7] Trap Door #23 (December 2004, ed.
Robert Lichtman)

[8] https://www.scrammagazine.com/greg-s
haw-interview/

[9] Chronicles: Volume One — Bob Dylan
(Simon & Schuster, 2004)

[10] Email to Hansen, 20 September 2023
[11] Dave Van Ronk’s Wikipedia page, with
cites

[12] Vegas Fandom Weekly #33 (June 2005,
ed. Arnie Katz)

Dave Van Ronk, Art Widner, Heather Wood (formerly of the folk group
The Young Tradition) and John (Mike) Ford at MINICON 27, April 1992.
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Photo by Jeff Schalles.
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16. The Friend the Beatles
Wrote For

Culturally speaking, the first few years of the 1960s were in many ways a
continuation of the 1950s, but change was on the way. The 19-year-old
Christopher Priest, still a year and a half away from his first SF convention
and not yet on the path to the writer he would become, came face to face
with it while working as an accountant. It was the winter of 1962 and he
and his colleague Tony had been assigned to audit in the small Welsh
market town of Ruthin, in the Vale of Clwyd. Here they met a couple of
girls who talked up the music scene in nearby Liverpool resulting in a visit
with them to the Cavern Club:

We reached a dark doorway, which was lit by a failing
illuminated sign and guarded by two monstrous bouncers. We
were told the place was full. While the girls argued I felt a strong
vibration coming up through the soles of my shoes, and I
crouched down and touched the damp paving stones: 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 what 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.

Gerry and the Pacemakers played first, then came the Beatles.

Gerry and the Pacemakers had been loud, raw, chummy and
incompetent; the Beatles were about twenty-five thousand feet
higher in the sky. They looked aggressive and uncouth, they lit
cigarettes between numbers, they abused the audience. But they
were also highly professional: the songs were well-rehearsed and
played, they had a group image, they were totally at ease with
the audience they so roundly insulted. They wore white shirts,
leather waistcoats and trousers, heeled boots. They had their hair
combed forward. (Heeled boots! Hair combed forward!) They
grinned at each other as they played, moved their bodies in time
with the music, shook their heads when they chorused. The
overall effect was to create a feeling such as I had never known
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before: a contradictory blend of fearful resistance to the
intimidating power of their appearance and music, and the way
they made the girls’ eyes glow... and of warmth and close
rapport and identification with what they seemed, obscurely, to
stand for.

Afterwards they took the girls home, still stunned by what they had just
experienced.

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 hoarse from the smoke and the
shouting, but we kept laughing. [1]

Not everyone was quite so lucky, as Mike Moorcock later recalled:

I remember a trip to Liverpool with various members of the
London group. We went up the newly built M1, I think. On
Saturday evening we were in a pub across from a venue Bill
Harry had already mentioned in his column for my music
fanzine, Rambler. He was very enthusiastic about this local band
he was talking up in Mersey Beat. He’d even published some
nonsense doggerel by one of the group’s members. “You must
come and see this group,” he insisted. “They’re amazingly
good.” “Bugger off, Bill,” I said. “I'm tired of having to hear
those awful fake American groups you’re always going on
about.” And that, of course, is how I never got to hear the
Beatles in the Cavern... [2]

Bill Harry was a member of the Liverpool SF group whose fanzine Biped
(initially co-edited with Peter Reaney) first appeared Easter 1956. It saw
three issues. Ploy 6 (June 1956, ed. Ron Bennett) reported that Jim
Linwood and Bruce Kidd were to collaborate on a fanzine called
Millennium, and Eddie Jones and Bill Harry on one called Scouse, but
neither of these appears to have ever materialized. A talented artist, Harry
contributed to many fanzines of the period. He also joined Moorcock’s
fanzine Jazz Fan (which became The Rambler, remember) as Art Editor in
1957.

Harry’s first convention was CYTRICON III, held in Kettering over
the Easter weekend of 1957. This was where the ceremony to “knight” the
members of the Liverpool Group took place. The Order of St. Fantony was
a mock medieval-style “chivalric order” created by the Cheltenham Circle
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earlier in the year in order “to honour the Liverpool Group for their work
in fandom”. The order’s officers were Eric Jones — Grandmaster, and Bob
Richardson — Knight Armourer. Harry was one of those so honoured along
with Eddie Jones, John Owen, John Roles, Dave Newman, Ina Shorrock,
Norman Shorrock, Norman Weedall, Archie Mercer, and Ron Bennett.
Harry was also at the UK’s first Worldcon, which was held in London later
that same year. According to Eric Bentcliffe he even demonstrated his
musical abilities there:

Before I draw a veil over the events of Friday (those few I
recall), I must make mention of Art Thomson and his Bengalese
Folk Music Skiffle Group. Patent pending. This group gave a
short concert in the main lounge around 1 a.m., and was
composed of Lars Helander, Mike Moorcock, and Bill Harry, all
in trad-style Bengalese costume. [Not really. From the photos
taken Moorcock appears to have a lampshade on his head. ]
Peter Reaney vocalized with the group, and also did an original
(very!) dance. During Peter’s second number I developed a
shocking headache and decided to retire. [3]

While still only 16 years old, Harry had secured a place at Liverpool’s
College of Art, studying typography and page layouts. In 1958,
presumably inspired by Moorcock’s musiczine, he borrowed the college’s
duplicator and published a musiczine of his own called Jazz, which
reported concerts at the Liverpool Jazz Society Club, the Temple Jazz
Club and the Cavern Club. At the college he met and became good friends
with fellow student Stuart Sutcliffe. Another friend of Stuart’s was John
Lennon:

A bit of a weirdo, I thought. The initial impression mellowed as I
got to know him, mainly because he was Stuart’s friend. [4]

He later also got to meet John and Stuart’s friends Paul McCartney and
George Harrison from the Liverpool Institute. The band Lennon had
formed with the pair began playing dances at Harry’s college, coming to
be considered its house band by many. At the same time, Harry had been
frequenting the Jacaranda, a local coffee house where he met various
people involved with the burgeoning local music scene and began to
realize most had no idea just how big that scene was becoming, something
he felt he could remedy.

The idea came to me to start a modest newspaper and help out
the new friends I was making... For several months I gathered
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information, visited dozens of local gigs. The newspaper was
already in existence in my mind.... [4]

But not yet in actual existence. Harry had worked out all the costings and
other details but such an undertaking was going to be more expensive to
produce than a fanzine. Fortunately, he was able to secure a loan and in
July 1961 the first issue of Mersey Beat duly appeared. On its front page
was a piece written by John Lennon titled “On the Dubious Origins of
Beatles”. Five thousand copies were printed and Harry distributed them
himself to various local outlets, mostly on foot. It was an instant success,
the print run increasing with subsequent issues, and with Lennon and
McCartney becoming frequent contributors to its pages. It was through
those pages that record shop manager Brian Epstein first learned of the
Beatles and of the thriving local music scene, becoming their manager
soon afterwards. The whole world knows what happened after that.

While Bill Harry wasn’t the first person from UK fandom to show up
on their TV screens — that would probably have been Arthur C. Clarke — it
still came as a surprise to fans when he did, as recorded in the Irish
Fandom annual Christmas card in 1963:

Walt: Did you see Bill Harry on tv last night? And Carol [their
daughter] tells me one of the Beatles is called Harrison [see The
Harrison Saga]. I tell you, the Liverpool Group have gone
aboveground and are taking over the world.

Madeleine: Well, I suppose it’s easier than publishing a
regular fanzine.

As a close friend of the Beatles, Harry was to make many such
appearances. There’s actually another fannish connection to the Beatles,
the novelization of their movie A Hard Day’s Night being written by old-
time Liverpool fan John Burke.
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G R
| The one, the only, the fab new novel
about those international sensations

- The BEATLES

| AHARD DAYS NIGHT

by JOHN BURKE

Now a swinging, pear* movie released by United Artists
and starring Ringo, Paul, John and George

Translation; the greatest

File 770 #159 (April 2011, ed. Mike Glyer) included the rumour that
“reputedly, Ringo Starr attended the Liverpool SF Group (likely as
Richard Starkey).” He was certainly a fan of the genre, but I’ve never
come across anything to support this and Bill Harry has never mentioned
such a visit, so no. According to him:

I remember Space Diversions [the Liverpool group’s clubzine]
sported Little Richard on the cover and when Richard appeared
at the Tower Ballroom with the Beatles, the Liverpool Science
Fiction Society were in attendance.... Ringo was, of course, a
major science-fiction enthusiast. When Frieda Kelly, their fan
club secretary, moved into an office next to me, I noticed several
tea chests completely stacked with science fiction paperbacks,
literally thousands of them. Ringo had mentioned he liked
science fiction and the books started pouring into the fan club. I
asked Frieda if I could borrow some to read, but the answer was
—no!

John Lennon was also a science-fiction enthusiast and his
particular interest was Philip K. Dick. When he was in his “Bed-
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In”, he phoned Dick to say how impressed he was by The Three
Stigmata of Palmer Eldritch and he wanted to buy the film rights
and produce the movie. Another of his favourites was Dick’s
Eye in the Sky.

When the first episode of Doctor Who was screened [in
November 1963, on the day after the Kennedy assassination]
Virginia [his wife] and I, together with Gene Vincent’s manager,
Henri Henroid, rushed to a nearby hotel in central Liverpool to
watch it.

At one time I took Mike Moorcock with me to Apple and
the Beatles made a contribution to New Worlds magazine. I must
ask Mike if he recalls the visit. [5]

Mike Moorcock does indeed:

Bill Harry was commissioned to do murals for the Flamingo
(then a jazz club) but passed the job on to Mal Dean, who did
many illustrations and covers for New Worlds. Bill also
organised a tour by me and Pink Floyd of various electronic
music studios including the BBC Radiophonic Workshop who
did the Doctor Who theme. He also took me to Apple who by
that time were so inundated with freeloaders that I refused
backing for New Worlds and told them just to buy some regular
advertising which they did for John & Yoko. Several New
Worlds staff, including me, appeared in the infamous Yoko Ono
Film Number Four (Bottoms). [6]

After Mersey Beat folded, Harry and his wife left Liverpool:

After five years of blood, sweat and tears I retreated to
Manchester to do some publicity for bands and then ended up in
London as manager of The Four Pennies. When they disbanded I
became a hack for the music papers and was asked to become
press agent for The Kinks and Hollies. Then I began to handle
press for music groups — Led Zeppelin, Free, Jethro Tull, Procol
Harum, The Beach Boys, Ten Years After, Mott The Hoople
(they do sound like fanzines, don’t they?) and am still engaged
in this work with artists such as Suzi Quatro, Mungo Jerry, Cozy
Powell and more of the like. [7]

Not that he had entirely lost touch with fandom:

From the late ’60s, each year Jim [Cawthorn] and Eric
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Bentcliffe would turn up at our London home with a bottle of
Scotch and we’d chat until the early hours. The annual occasion
had to do with Eric’s company holding a stand at Earl’s Court.
The visits ended when the exhibitions moved to the NEC in
Birmingham. [8]

Renewed contact was made just a few years later in 1974:

Ye gods, there I was in my local pub, cranking my aged arms in
the legitimate task of docking a pint of lager into the orifice
between my trembling lips when this fresh-faced young man
came striding by with a handful of fanzines. Peter Roberts by
name, he’d received a note from me previously regarding the
close proximity of our respective habitations. You could have
knocked me down with a Beanie, for atop this heap was
something I took for a very ancient document. A copy of Triode.
After helping myself to another medicinal pint I enquired
whether this familiar salmon-covered blast from the past was an
antique, and discovered it was a newly-inked cub of the old dog.

So, after twelve years in the wilderness, I take to the
typewriter again as on my first fan letter, trembling so much that
I once again get the typewriter stutter and litter the sheet with
typos and misspellings having written impeccable letters in the
course of my work during the past decade-and a-bit. [7]

And, apparently, made him curious enough to check out the monthly first-

Thursday meeting of London fans according to this LoC from Jim
Linwood:

The link to Charles Platt’s extract from his autobiography came
up with the same alternate vision of the Globe as in his otherwise
excellent Dream Makers. I was an infrequent visitor to the Globe
around this time and recall meeting Chris Priest, Bill Harry,
Graham Charnock, Greg Pickersgill and Roy Kettle, who didn’t
fit Charles’s description of drably dressed middle-aged men
swapping pulps, or pimply students. You were right not to
include Charles’s piece as it was dishonest — the Globe was
never like that. [9]

In 2010, Harry revealed he was still attending cons, but these weren’t the

conventions of yore:

I go to four or five conventions a year — but they are run by my
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son Sean. He’s been running them for 14 years and I sometimes
get the blame for switching him on to science fiction! They are
not the traditional SF conventions but are basically for fans of
the sci-fi shows Babylon 5, Star Trek, Farscape, Serenity,
Terminator, Battlestar Galactica. You name it and he’s
promoted a convention around the series. He books a hotel and
flies the stars of the series over from America. [8]

Maybe it’s genetic.

[1] Chuch #1 (1984, ed. Avedon Carol &
Rob Hansen)

[2] Prolapse #6 (April 2007, ed. Peter
Weston)

[3] Triode #12 (December 1957, ed. Eric
Bentcliffe and Terry Jeeves)

[4] Mersey Beat: the Beginnings of the
Beatles — Bill Harry (Quick Fox, 1977)
[6] Email to Hansen and Langford, 5
October 2023

[5] Relapse #20 (Autumn 2012, ed. Peter
Weston)

[7] Triode #20 (October 1974, ed. Eric
Bentcliffe and Terry Jeeves)

[8] Relapse #18 (Autumn 2010, ed. Peter
Weston)

[9] Relapse #15 (Autumn 2009, ed. Peter
Weston)
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Bill Harry in 1957.
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17. The Nazi Occupation Movie

This is a revised and expanded version of an article that
appeared in the 1984 Mexicon Programme Book to accompany
a showing of It Happened Here. Special thanks to Pat Kearney
for refreshing my memory over certain incidents and providing
additional anecdotes. Thanks also to John Baxter for the
background on Barrie Pattison. — Jim Linwood.

The Third Reich, My Part in its Downfall - Jim
Linwood

“So how would you like to join the SS next Sunday?”

Pat Kearney put the question to me during a party at the Kingdon
Road Slan-Shack in December 1962. Situated in North London, 5a
Kingdon Road, West Hampstead, was part of a large terraced Edwardian
house shared by Bruce Burn, Alan Rispin, Dick Ellingsworth, and myself.
We played host to some of the less conservative elements in Anglofandom
in the early sixties, including, at one time or another, Les Spinge editor
Dave Hale, Mike Moorcock, Barry Bayley, George Locke, Ivor Mayne,
Chris Miller (founder of the Oxford University SF Group), Ken Potter,
Tony and Simone Walsh, Cliff Teague, Rog Peyton, and assorted
girlfriends. The most significant event — although we didn’t realize it at the
time — occurred one evening when a breathless Moorcock crashed into the
communal kitchen announcing: “I’ve got New Worlds.” The card school
paused for a moment and then resumed play, not knowing then how those
four words would change forever both the fannish world we knew and
science fiction almost beyond recognition.

The position Pat was offering me was that of an extra in the amateur
alternative-world film It Happened Here; an ambitious project that
postulated a successful German invasion of Britain in 1940, and the
subsequent collaboration of the populace in helping the Nazis establish the
New Order. The project had begun as a hobby on 16mm in May 1956 by
an 18-year-old trainee film cutter, Kevin Brownlow, together with a
student and militaria collector, Andrew Mollo, aged sixteen.

In the Summer 1962 issue of Film, Brownlow wrote:

“The first film I made, The Capture, was based on a Maupassant story
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about the Franco-Prussian occupation. It was a failure and I wanted to
make another occupation film. I’d just gone into the film industry as an
office boy and walking from the laboratory, I saw a car draw up outside a
delicatessen. Some Germans jumped out and began conversing with each
other and it seemed vivid and odd. That was the click. In the beginning it
was supposed to be a sort of Hammer film about what it might have been
like in London, but slowly the interest of the situation developed and I
realized that to give it any validity, it must have political meaning.
Otherwise it would be just a romp in Nazi uniform. No anti-fascist film has
ever shown exactly what it is. And it is so long since the war that most
people think of it as concentration camps and great horror without
realizing that they have vast fascist potential in themselves.”

The initial abortive efforts had been a schoolboy’s impression of
Nazism, full of blood and thunder, which would culminate in the
destruction of northern England in an American atomic attack. After
teaming up with Andrew, Kevin scrapped his original footage and
recommenced the project, dogmatic that it should look 100% authentic
with histrionics replaced by detached political analysis. What emerged was
a stark, bleak film based on the premise that most of the British population
would either quietly acquiesce to, or openly collaborate with, the German
invaders — as did most citizens of occupied countries during the war.
Kevin launched a recruitment drive for actors, extras, and technicians who
would give their services free and, although this produced some oddballs
like genuine English fascists and ex-SAS men who wished to relive their
past glory, the cast and production team was comprised almost entirely of
enthusiastic amateurs. When a particular type of face for a scene was not
available from amongst the extras, Kevin often cajoled an innocent
bystander into donning a German uniform and leering into the camera. Pat,
Bruce Burn, and several other London fans had supported the film almost
since its conception; an in-group joke about Pat’s enthusiasm and the
shoestring budget is the battle scene in which Pat the German soldier
shoots Pat the Partisan. Because Pat attended most of the shooting
sessions, Kevin considered that his familiar face was becoming a liability
and so he became to be more frequently used as background fodder or as a
grip, a function he greatly preferred. Pat’s long devotion to the project was
finally rewarded by his name appearing on the credit titles.

Kevin’s attitude to the project was tough and uncompromising: “We
made no concessions to the fact that everyone was working for nothing.
When someone came on a session, we expected him to give his heart to the
picture, regardless of personal comfort. It Happened Here was a labour of
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love, made by people who liked each other, and who understood each
other. It was carried to completion by enthusiasm.” The amateur had
become a hard-boiled demanding director.

The only paid professional actor in the cast was Sebastian Shaw, a
star of ’30s and ’40s cinema, who was now primarily a stage actor. He
played the key role of the anti-fascist Dr. Fletcher for a nominal fee.

After Andrew pointed out that the uniforms Kevin was originally
using were a costumier’s invention, a request for authentic militaria
brought forth on loan from private collectors sufficient uniforms, weapons,
and vehicles to equip a regiment — quite terrifying in retrospect. Dogged
by men from the Ministry of Works, the uniforms and regalia were used to
startling effect in marches down Whitehall, mass rallies in Trafalgar
Square, and an eerie Nazi funeral rite. The police were only too eager to
turn a blind eye to such carryings-on by an apparently professional
company; expecting the usual “consideration” at the end of a day’s
shooting. Sometimes things didn’t go according to plan, however. What
was to be a spectacular shot of a Jagdpanther tearing up the Wiltshire
countryside had to be abandoned at the last minute when a man from the
Ministry of Defence appeared from nowhere saying: “You can’t do that
there here.” Not content to show an immobile panzer, Kevin faked its
movement by filming it from a mobile ancient wooden dolly at an angle to
exclude the road — the final result, with added sound, was quite realistic.
When watching the film it’s hard to believe that no stock footage was used
throughout, everything was done for real.

The picture’s most effective images are those of blitzed, occupied
London with propaganda posters on every wall urging support for the war
effort. German soldiers being photographed besides familiar landmarks,
pub-brawls between collaborators and ex-servicemen, and the brilliantly
conceived newsreel with Frank Phillips, the wartime newsreader,
providing the commentary. All of which created an atmosphere of
totalitarianism far more evocative than the television or cinema
adaptations of Nineteen Eighty-Four and reminiscent of the real
occupation of France and the Low Countries.

By 1962 the funds on the pocket-money production were virtually
exhausted, and it was feared that the six-year-old project would have to be
shelved: however, an angel in the form of Tony Richardson of Woodfall
Films appeared who, seeing the commercial possibilities, agreed to
provide the money to blow-up the 16mm film to 35mm. After being
assured that the existing footage could be blown-up for the commercial
cinema screen, Kevin and Andrew went on to complete the picture on
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35mm with reel-ends from Dr Strangelove kindly donated by Stanley
Kubrick — years of almost insane enthusiasm had finally paid off.

In the course of making the film Kevin and Andrew deliberately
adopted a documentary style, thinking that it was unnecessary to underline
the horrors of Nazism; instead leaving the audience to draw its own
conclusions — a decision that was to cause problems when production was
completed. The simple plot — such as it is — sees the German occupation
through the eyes of a District Nurse, Pauline Murray (both the name of the
actress and the character she portrays) who, blaming partisans for
provoking a Lidice type retaliation massacre by the Germans in Wiltshire,
moves to London to continue her profession, believing that “collaboration”
is the only way of restoring law and order. Her enrolment in the Immediate
Action Organization brings her into conflict with her friends and civilians,
who associate her uniform with the terror of the New Order. After helping
her friends shelter a wounded partisan, she falls under suspicion and is
posted to a “nursing home” in Wales. Pauline is told that the home is a rest
centre for Russian and Polish workers suffering from tuberculosis: only
when she finds a ward empty of the men, women, and children she had
“inoculated” the previous night does she realize its true purpose. She
finally resists and is arrested. During her return under escort to London she
falls into the hands of the partisans and American liberators, and is spared
execution because the Army of Liberation urgently require medical aid.
The film’s final scene is its bleakest: English collaborators are rounded-up
and machine-gunned down, as were the Wiltshire villagers at the
beginning of the story. A clear reflection of a remark made earlier by
Pauline’s friend, Dr Fletcher: “The most appalling thing about Fascism is
that it takes Fascist methods to get rid of it.”

It didn’t take much persuading to make me seek my fame and fortune
in the movies: this was, after all, the beginning of the swinging sixties with
its rise of the working-class hero. If Albert Finney, Michael Caine, and
Tom Courtney could make it, so could I. Sunday morning; and Pat and I
reported for duty at the Albany Street Territorial Army drill hall in a
Camden Town redevelopment area. The drill hall, which was the IAO
recruitment centre in the film, was the only building left intact in the half
demolished area: what the Luftwaffe had failed to achieve 20 years
previously had been accomplished by the builders George Wimpey and
Sons. Pat sought out Kevin Brownlow amongst the confusion of arc-lights,
cameras, and cables to introduce me as the latest recruit. Kevin, who was
busily taping distances for focus, was a studious looking intellectual with
an Oxbridge accent. He launched into a vivid running commentary of his

121



clash on location the previous week with a professional film company:
“There was Howard Keel running through Regent’s Park chased by these
fellows dressed up as Triffids, trying to look terrified, but looking as if he
was about to burst into song at any moment. Then our German marching
band passed in front of the Triffids and the cameras playing the Horst
Wessel. The director flung his megaphone on the ground, shouting, ‘Get
those Nazi bums outta here! Cut. Cut. CUT!*”

Kevin directed us to the changing room where we were to be kitted
out with our English SS members uniforms, and returned to his focusing
problems. I was sized up by the casting-and-costume girl and handed a
shirt, trousers, and a pair of jackboots — all in black. Pat scowled when
handed his usual plain outfit.

“I’ve been coming here for three years and I’'m still a private,” said
Pat with hurt pride. “Your first time, and they make you an officer”

“It’s the blue eyes and the blond hair, you Irish communist
degenerate,” I replied, after affixing the double lightning-flash insignias to
my epaulets.

I should have kept my mouth shut about typecasting until 1’d put the
uniform on; from the size of the trousers into which I dropped my skinny
legs, I deduced they were once worn by Hermann Goering, and the shirt —
which just reached my navel — was probably Goebbels’s. Both gentlemen
were not overly keen on personal hygiene judging from the BO that
emanated from the garments. The jackboots showed no signs of the
mystique given to them in lurid metaphors — just a pair of shrunken wellies
— which, after I’d shaken them to ensure that no escaped Nazi war
criminals were lurking within, I painfully inserted my legs. Looking at my
transformation in a mirror, I decided that I wasn’t quite master-race
material.

Pat’s hurt look of disappointment suddenly vanished from his face as
he noticed a stocky, middle-aged man enter the changing room.

“Look.” he said with excitement. “It’s Frank Bennett.”

Frank Bennett was one of the real Nazis in the cast, a member of
Colin Jordan’s British National Socialist Movement. He was a well-known
figure in the King’s Road, Chelsea, wearing a leather raincoat and
exercising his bull-terrier, Baldur. The dog was named after Baldur von
Schirach, leader of the Hitler Youth and Gauleiter of Vienna. Bennett
claimed to have shaken Hitler’s hand during the Berlin Olympics and had
escaped internment during the war by joining the Merchant Navy so he
wouldn’t have to kill Germans. Andrew and Kevin met him at a party at
which he become immediately enthusiastic about the film.
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“I shall play Hitler,” he had proclaimed.

Although he did affect a little moustache and hair brushed down one
side of his face, he bore a closer resemblance to Captain Mainwaring in
Dad’s Army than the Fuehrer. Pat introduced me and (having shook the
hand that shook the hand of Hitler) I began an un-subtle line of anti-Semite
baiting.

“I know a Jew called Bennett, any relation?”

“If I had one drop of Jewish blood in me,” thundered Frank. “I would
cut my throat to let it out!”

He then went on to explain — as most racists will — that it wasn’t any
individual Jews he disliked but the entire race; not realizing, of course, that
there is no such thing as the “Jewish Race” any more than an “Aryan
Race”. To prove his point he told me of an incident that occurred when the
unit was filming on location near a remote Surrey village. Bennett went
down to the local pub in the evening to celebrate Hitler’s birthday. Upon
discovering that the man who had just bought him a drink was Jewish,
Frank emptied his pint onto the floor explaining: “I never accept drinks
from Jews, but to show this is nothing personal let me buy you a drink.
What will you have?”

“A double whiskey,” said the Jew.

Pat later told me that Frank had turned up for shooting the next
morning with a black eye and badly bruised face. He was immediately cast
as a SS casualty which gave him the sudden inspiration: “I have this idea
for the final scene of the film. Pauline can prostrate herself with grief over
my body, and you can end with a close-up of her tears falling onto my
face.”

Frank left us to preen before the mirror and place a suitably arrogant
look on his face whilst we moved on to take up our positions for the
morning’s first take. My career in the movies was about to begin.

The take we were to participate in is the scene in which Pauline
collects her work permit from the IAO building — seconds in the finished
picture, which represented a whole morning’s work. The office, which was
crowded with 55 men and collaborators, was to be filmed through the
doorway: as Pauline entered I was to leave a moment later. Although the
extras in this scene were little more than props, Kevin gave each one of us
our “motivation.” I was to stand in front of Pat, who was seated behind a
desk, and chide him for his inefficiency, threatening him with a transfer to
the Russian front. Everyone was happy with their roles, except for one girl
extra, who burst into tears crying: “But I can’t feel the part, I just can’t feel
it.” She only had to give Pauline her papers.
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We went into rehearsal and I started doing my shtick with back to the
camera — poor Pat was out of frame. Within seconds he was badly over-
acting; trembling and fidgeting, his eyes bulging with fear; trying to cringe
beneath his desk. Only when Kevin shouted: “Okay, that’s fine,” and Pat
continued his Oscar-winning performance did I realize that it was I who
had been doing the over-acting: smashing my fists down on the desk —
doing a precognitive Basil Fawlty impersonation. Pat was genuinely
terrified. The scene was then shot for real, the microphone, luckily, not
picking up my rantings; after shouting “Cut” Kevin pranced around
saying: “Marvellous. Bloody Marvellous.” This was, I gathered, one of the
few occasions when a first take had been entirely successful. When
viewing my exit from that office, years later, I wondered how anyone with
such a large nose could have been chosen as a member of Hitler’s Elite.

As we awaited further directorial instruction, Pat and I chatted with
the film’s superstar, Pauline Murray, a doctor’s wife from Wales, who had
begun as an extra and was chosen for the lead because of her perfect
forties face. She was a pleasant, unassuming person, always eager to talk
with anyone connected with the production and give encouragement to
nervous newcomers. It wasn’t until the film was completed that Kevin
discovered that she suffered from frequent attacks of migraine — often
going through scenes in intense agony.

The take was so successful that Kevin told everyone to get lost for
two hours whilst the equipment was set up for the afternoon’s shooting.
Pat, and several other members of the cast, suggested that we find the
nearest pub and give the locals a scare by swaggering up to the bar in our
SS clobber. I tagged along, nervously expecting to be arrested under the
Public Order Act, which had been introduced in the thirties to prevent
Oswald Mosley’s bully-boys aping the Brownshirts: or worse, attacked by
the lunch-time boozers. However, as Camden Town had a large Irish
population, I hoped we might escape serious injury by being mistaken for
a local IRA outing. As we entered the chosen pub and faced the
incredulous stares my heart sank into my left jackboot, flipped over a
couple of times, and resurfaced palpitating at three times its normal rate.

We were greeted with utter, amazed silence.

The ersatz SS ordered a round of ale, deciding that demanding
Schnapps would be taking the masquerade too far. The tension was finally
broken when a Cockney voice called out: “Ere, do you lot think Hitler’s
still alive then?” Everyone in the bar convulsed with laughter and we
explained that we were not what we seemed, merely extras in a film. Pat,
ever willing to expound his political views, told of a recent encounter at an
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anti-fascist rally during which his expensive Pentax camera was smashed
either by [Colin] Jordan’s thugs or the police — Pat often confused the two.

Everyone started recalling their wartime adventures; with taking pill-
boxes single-handed a firm favourite and screwing frauleins running
second. We left the pub slightly drunk to the strains of the unbowdlerized
version of Colonel Bogey.

The scene shot in the afternoon was to be the background to Pauline
leaving the IAO building depicting a flurry of Teutonic efficiency with
extras rushing around trying not to bump into each other. Kevin took me to
one side and briefed me for my role: “You’re an arrogant Nazi beast, see.
The Sturmbannfiihrer has asked you to come to the parade-ground to
discipline a slovenly private...” Overhearing this, Pat winced,
remembering his previous ordeal.

I was told to take up a position at the top of a flight of stairs and
descend furiously. When the action started; Kevin gave me a large key
telling me to beat the metal handrail rhythmically with it as I came down,
an idea shamelessly lifted from Joseph Losey’s prison film, The Criminal.

As we went through several rehearsals it became apparent Kevin
wasn’t satisfied with the performance, particularly mine. “Your friend has
a curious schizophrenic way of walking,” he told Pat. Nevertheless, he
went for a take, and then another one before calming down. Unlike the
morning session this scene, because it was in long-shot, was filmed silent.
So we did the whole thing over again for post-synchronized sound;
dodging amongst the microphones, trying to make as big a din as possible.
All this effort, I later discovered, was wasted; the scene never appeared in
the completed film — my schizophrenic walk ended up on a cutting-room
floor.

When we left the drill hall after the day’s shooting, Pat became his
wild, excitable Irish self again, urging me to join the crew on location in
Surrey the following weekend.

“It’s the big battle scene with the Americans; we’ve got this crate full
of Schmeissers and...”

“No thanks,” I said, looking forward to a less strenuous weekend.
“Start the liberation without me.”

Pat managed to secure on loan the celebrated newsreel sequence from
It Happened Here for a sneak preview at the following year’s convention
at Peterborough. Ron Bennett sportingly offered to introduce it saying,
with tongue firmly in cheek: “Any fans present who are of the Jewish
persuasion may find certain scenes in our next item offensive....” The
newsreel was a close facsimile of actual Nazi propaganda films made for
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occupied countries; showing that despite the machinations of “certain
international financiers” which resulted in two world wars, Englishmen
and Germans are brothers. The “natural camaraderie” of the two countries
being demonstrated by a film-within-a-film of the Flanders truce of
Christmas 1914 and the football match in no-man’s land. The actual truce
was never filmed, but Kevin’s cleverly faked, sepia tinted sequence, shot
with a 1922 hand-cranked Kodak, effectively captured the atmosphere and
irony of the event. The newsreel also contained a staged reconstruction of
a pre-war Oswald Mosley fascist rally. Mosley was uncannily portrayed by
a young Australian, Barrie Pattison, who after returning to Australia was to
become a major influence on John Baxter’s film education. Barrie became
preoccupied with vampire films and wrote about their history in his 1975
book The Seal of Dracula. He was also involved in the production of
Hammer’s Blood from the Mummy’s Tomb (1971) and the Australian
horror film Zombie Brigade (1986).

The preview was generally well received; but Beryl Henley berated
Pat for associating himself with such a disgraceful film, as: “Every
Englishman would die fighting rather than submit to Alien rule.” No
mention was made of what Englishwomen might have done.

The film was finally completed in May 1964 — eight years after its
conception — and the search for a distributor was begun by hawking the
finished product at the Cork Film Festival, around Wardour Street, and
several press shows. The British newspaper critics’ appraisals were the
usual pompous, smart-ass remarks made by that band of licensed poseurs,
critics who had previously panned Psycho and The Manchurian Candidate
— only Alexander Walker of the Evening Standard saw what the makers’
intentions were and the technical difficulties they had encountered. The
foreign critics were mostly politically motivated in their reactions: the
Russians liked the film but considered it “uncommercial”, whilst the
Germans disliked it intensely because it came uncomfortably close to the
truth; however, individual Europeans who had first hand experience of
German occupation said it was like reliving the whole thing over again. A
major obstacle was erected by The Board of Deputies of British Jews who,
whilst applauding the film’s motives, thought that the six-minute
improvised scene in which the real Nazis (including Frank Bennett)
propounded their views to Pauline might influence immature minds. In
fact in this scene the fascists’ opinions were so self-condemning and
ludicrous that at the Odeon Leicester Square showing the audience burst
into derisive laughter, drowning out Bennett and his cronies who had come
along to applaud. One of the least of Kevin and Andrew’s worries was a
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bill for £360 from a German music publisher who had the copyright on the
Horst Wessel Lied.

United Artists finally offered to promote and distribute the film on
condition the offending six minutes were removed: under protest, but sick
of all the harassment, Kevin and Andrew accepted — they no longer had
any say in how their baby was packaged and marketed.

It Happened Here had its first commercial run at the London Pavilion
—a West End cinema specializing in lurid movies — in May 1966 following
Thunderball; it was an enormous success, running for six weeks before
being transferred to the Gala Royal and then disappearing — almost without
a trace — into the art-house circuit and television. The substantial profits
made by United Artists were swallowed up in promotion costs, claiming
that the trailer cost more than the film itself — or so they said — Kevin,
Andrew, and all others involved in the production got nothing.

For the directors the film became a foot in the door of the movie
industry; Andrew became technical advisor to almost every historical and
war movie made since 1966; you name it and he was there making sure the
swastikas pointed the right way, most recently in Polanski’s The Pianist
and Hirschbiegel’s Downfall. Kevin retained his independence and went
on to direct small budget films like Winstanley, the story of a seventeenth-
century leader of “Diggers” (again with Andrew as his co-director and Pat
in a larger role) and writing several books on the history of the cinema as
well as directing and producing documentaries. The UKA Press have
recently reprinted Kevin’s 1968 book How It Happened Here.

Sebastian Shaw continued his professional career and appeared as
Anakin Skywalker (Darth Vader) in Return of the Jedi in 1983. Both
Sebastian and Pauline Murray died in 1994. No one knows what became
of Frank Bennett. One rumour placed him on the run in Eire with charges
of bigamy hanging over his head: another has him resurfacing in Egypt as
an advisor to anti-Zionist groups.

As for the fans involved; previously when It Happened Here
occasionally resurfaced at the National Film Theatre or on television they
nudged their wives and offspring saying, “Hey. That’s me, that was.”
Now, with the recent release of Brownlow’s original, uncut version in a
new DVD edition, made from a pristine print, they can freeze-frame their
moments of glory.

“Several hundred people gave up their spare time for this film. We cannot
name them all so we can only offer them our deepest gratitude.”
Kevin Brownlow
Andrew Mollo
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18. The Playwright

In Hyphen #24 (March 1960) editor Walt Willis printed a letter of
comment on the previous issue, which had come out five months earlier,
from a newcomer with a flair for the dramatic:

’Twas a cold Saturday morning and yours truly was hard at
work, trying to make the electric blanket yield all its strength to
help me continue my long snooze, when a thought gnawed
through my frozen mind, Mail. Mail. It was time for the mail to
come.

The thought grew in me, a hunger. It swelled until it had to
become real.

I had to get the mail.

It was a hot fire in my mind. It grew until it blotted out all
else. It was an obsession, like tanna leaves. It was something that
had to be done.

I jerked the covers off, lifted my three tentacles clear of the
bed and slowly slithered to the floor. With every glob of strength
I lifted myself upright and oozed forward. Within five minutes,
with ice crystals forming on my eyestalks, I grew aware of the
nearness of the door. In my excitement, I didn’t flow round a
scatter rug and parts of me splattered around the room. But it
was get the mail or freeze trying. I raised a tentacle. “Mail,” I
uttered in my best human scream. “Mail,” my voice
box/translator slobbered. I reached through the door, carelessly
puncturing a mailman. But it was there. The mail. I disintegrated
bills, folders. I crushed boxes, crates. And then I found it.
Hyphen!

I tore it open. There. Hyphen. THE — WHAT? The Saturday
Evening Post? TRICKED!

I went into the past and destroyed Vulcan, slashing it into
asteroids, thereby changing the future. I turned to the rest of the
mail. There was the real Hyphen.

This is the amazing, fantastic, weird and planet-shaking
saga of my first contact with “-”. T hope it will not be the last.

(Willis: Me too. I haven’t seen a letter like this for years. Where
have you been since Planet Stories folded?).

129



This was from Jeff Wanshel, a young fan from Larchmont, New York. Just
how young was revealed in this review by Alan Dodd of the first issue of
his fanzine Fanfaronade a few months later:

On reading through this fanzine you’d get the impression that
despite its delightfully befuzzled format the editor was one of the
older fans, so it comes as a surprise, when the editor himself
fully admits he’s a twelve year old brat. All I can say is they
must be breeding twelve year old fans a lot cleverer these days.
This issue has an article by Mike Deckinger on the girls’ delight
Steve Reeves, John Berry on Irish fandom as always, fanzine
and book reviews and almost no illustrations at all except the
cover. Somehow though despite the crowded material there is a
very endearing air about the whole fanzine. Recommended. [1]

Being that young, Wanshel did make a few missteps, of course. Here’s
Bruce Pelz responding to someone in SAPS:

I am generally in agreement with your objection to judging a
person by their age, but I have come to modify my ideas on the
subject, at least to the point where the age is taken into
consideration though not made the main factor. I was recently
treated to a bitter insight on a particular facet of one of the
better-known young fans. It seems he lives quite near to A.A.
Wyn, publisher of Ace Books, and he has managed to convince
Wyn that he is a typical SF reader, and therefore, since he does
not like sex in SF, the typical reader does not like sex in SF, and
therefore, sex in SF must go. This makes a helluva nuisance for
the editor in having to eviscerate any sex that gets into an Ace
MS, and also can make a mess of the story. I do not know which
books in particular fell under the resulting Wyn verdict, but the
point is that the fan’s age should be taken into account, or else he
is obviously condemnable as a #1 fugghead. The fan in question,
since the recent clamour is to Name Names, is your own
example of a young fan, Jeff Wanshel, and the story is dotdotdot
Wollheim, editor of Ace Books. [2]

This is not the sort of thing one is allowed to forget, nor did fans. Seven
years later, Ruth Berman wrote:

Seems a Eugene O’Neill Memorial Theater Foundation has been
set up in his old home in Waterford, Connecticut (the same home
that is the setting in his play A Long Day’s Journey Into Night),
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and they’ve been holding “Playwright’s Conferences” there.
This summer was the fifth, featuring readings (not fully staged
performances) of 15 new plays. Mike Steele, Mpls Tribune
writer, has a long article in today’s Sunday Trib about the
conference, including this sentence: “Keep your eyes open for
Jeff Wanshel, a 21-year-old Yale Drama School student with a
natural sense of language and an exciting sense of theater, and
Tom Oliver, who writes what might be termed modern muscle
montages.”

Anyone out there remember Jeff Wanshel, neofan? The one
who encouraged A.A. Wyn to keep sex out of Ace books, wasn’t
he? I even published some letters and cartoons of his in my
fanzine. [3]

The trajectory his professional career was taking did not make him forget
his roots, however, and the following year he got in touch with Terry Carr:

In the latest Metanoia, Greg Shaw wonders aloud while talking
about old fanzines, “Does Terry Carr still get phone calls from
Jeff Wanshel?” The answer, I was going to say, was no, but then
the other night he called on the phone from Kennedy Airport,
where he was embarking to London to do whatever comes up
there or in Europe. I hadn’t heard from him in years before that:
see, as every trufan knows, things written on stencils have magic
in them. We quickly got caught up on each other and began
speaking of chemically enhanced experiences. “I was in the
Caribbean islands that way at dawn,” he said, “so I went down to
the beach to watch the sun come up, and it was silent and empty
and beautiful and the sun came up on the other side of the island
but I didn’t care.”

He had a Rockefeller Grant or some such for the play he
wrote that was produced at Lincoln Center earlier this year, so he
has a little money to mess around on this year. He was going to
London on a plane leaving at 10:00, which happened to be the
same time Mike Moorcock was taking a plane back to London
that night, so we told him to look for Mike and frighten him to
death by being a stranger who knew his name. [4]

In 1980 Wanshel wrote the script for a 1981 movie adaptation of James
Thurber’s story “The Greatest Man in the World” (1931). He went on to
have his plays, including such as The Disintegration of James Cherry,
Isadora Duncan Sleeps with the Russian Navy, and Auto-Destruct staged
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at prestigious theatres across the US, on BBC Radio in the UK, and
performed by actors of the calibre of Meryl Streep, Linda Hunt and Tony
Shalhoub. His awards have included two NEA grants, three Rockefeller
Awards in Playwriting, and two grants from The New York State Council
on the Arts.

[1] Bug Eye #5 (October 1960, ed. Helmut
Klemm & Rudiger Gosejacob)

[2] Speleobem #15 (April 1962, ed. Bruce
Pelz for SAPS)

[3] Cry #184 (September 1969, ed. Wally

Weber & Wally Gonser)

[4] Focal Point vol. 2 #15 (October 1970,

ed. Arnie Katz & rich brown)
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19. The Kings of Pornography

Earl Kemp was president of the University of Chicago Science Fiction
Club for almost a decade despite not being a student there. Members
included Ed Wood, Joann Wood, Jon Stopa, Bob Briney, and Sidney
Coleman. Coleman later became a theoretical physicist noted for his
research in high-energy physics, and lectured at Harvard. Nobel laureate
Sheldon Glashow said of him:

He was a giant in a peculiar sense, because he’s not known to the
general populace. He’s not a Stephen Hawking; he has virtually
no visibility outside. But within the community of theoretical
physicists, he’s kind of a major god. He is the physicist’s
physicist. [1]

His lectures on Quantum Field Theory can be found on YouTube.

In 1956, Kemp and the other members of the club founded
Advent:Publishers, a small press focused on SF criticism, history, and
bibliography among whose publications would be All Our Yesterdays,
Harry Warner Jr’s history of 1940s SF fandom. Advent incorporated the
following year, adding George W. Price and Jim O’Meara as additional
partners.

During his time as president of the club, Kemp oversaw the science
fiction lecture series that brought writers such as Heinlein, Kornbluth,
Robert Bloch, and Alfred Bester to campus and resulted in The Science
Fiction Novel: Imaginative and Social Criticism (Advent:Publishers,
1959), which he edited.

Kemp’s first involvement with fanzines seems to have been when he
took over from Jim Bradley as co-editor of Bradley and Malcolm Willet’s
Destiny in 1953, midway through its run. In 1959 he launched his own
zine SaFari, winning the Hugo Award for Best Fanzine in 1961 for the
first SaFari Annual aka Who Killed Science Fiction?.

On the convention front, he led two failed bids to bring the Worldcon
to Chicago in 1959 and 1960, before winning it at the third attempt. He
served as chairman of that 20th Worldcon, Chicon III, which was held in
Chicago in 1962.

Which brings us to pornography.

According to Kemp, in 1959 Robert Silverberg got Harlan Ellison to
suggest to publisher William Hamling that the time might be right to get

133



into throwaway sleazy paperbacks. With his prodigious output, Silverberg
had been looking for new outlets for his writing and had discovered
Bedside Books, an early purveyor of this stuff. He was soon writing novels
for them under the bylines David Challon and Mark Ryan and realized the
potential of this new medium to make then struggling SF writers a lot of
money. Silverberg’s own recollection is that it was actually all Ellison’s
idea. Whatever the case, Hamling saw the potential and in short order had
moved Ellison to Blake Pharmaceuticals in Evanston, Illinois, from where
he published Rogue magazine, to oversee the operation. All three men had
published their own fanzines at various points (Hamling as far back as
1940) as had Frank M. Robinson, Rogue’s first editor. (At the time of
writing Silverberg has been a member of FAPA for 70 years!) Rogue had
been launched in 1956 as a rival to Playboy but featured a wider array of
fiction and science fiction, along with coverage of jazz by Ted White and
others. The first two magazine articles written by Hunter S. Thompson
appeared in Rogue in 1961, and departments were written by Bester,
Bloch, and Fredric Brown.

Getting back to Earl Kemp:

The modern pornography phenomenon in paperback books
began taking shape then. It was spawned for many reasons and
the largest one of all was profit. Evolution and sexual morals had
reached the perfect point in time when mass-market
pornography, in a number of different mediums, was not only
inevitable but in increasing demand. With such a prospect before
them, William Hamling and Scott Meredith made a grand plan to
capture the bulk of that prospective market. Meredith would
provide the raw material and Ellison, under Hamling’s direction,
would produce the final product. The two of them would be
Emperors of a pornographic world that reached beyond the
scope of their imaginations, as they first envisioned it. [2]

Kemp came aboard early on, he and Hamling having been friends since
1952, back when the latter was operating Greenleaf Publications out of the
basement of his home on Greenleaf Street in Evanston. Blake
Pharmaceuticals was an Illinois shell corporation (alive but dormant and
wholly inactive) that Hamling bought for dimes as a shield for Greenleaf.

SF writers were quick to get in on this new action. Those like
Silverberg able to churn it out could produce several manuscripts per
month at up to a thousand bucks a time. This quickly added up to what was
a very substantial income for the early 1960s.
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Various machinations led to Ellison being replaced by A.J. Budrys,
Budrys by Bruce Elliott, and Elliott by Earl Kemp.

Finally, after years of patiently waiting, I inherited the crown of
the King of Pornography by default; I was the only one Bill
Hamling could trust to hang around a while.

I became the fourth King of Pornography at Blake
Pharmaceuticals and I held onto the crown for a full decade,
moving with the Porno Factory in and out of numerous locations
and legally dictated corporate name changes. There is very little
about any part of it that I have ever thought I might want to try
to change were it possible to go back and do so. [2]

In 1964, fed up with all the palms he had to grease to stay in business in
Chicago, Hamling moved the whole operation to San Diego, but if
anything the scrutiny they had been predictably attracting from federal
authorities intensified, all their phones being tapped.

In 1963, when Victor J. Banis wrote his first novel The Affairs of
Gloria, a soft-core faux-lesbian novel aimed at heterosexual men and
published by Brandon House, the last thing he expected was to end up on
trial along with the publisher and several others, but that’s what happened.
One of those others was SF fan Dick Geis, a winner of multiple Hugo
Awards for Best Fanzine and Best Fan Writer, who had also had a soft-
core novel published by Brandon House.

In the end the forces of law and order did let me go, if
reluctantly. I was acquitted but only on a technicality, when the
conspiracy charge, the only one in which I was named, was
tossed by the judge at the end of the trial. The other defendants
were convicted, though those convictions were eventually
overturned on appeal.

“Was justice served?” I wondered aloud.

“Justice was served,” Dick Geis replied. “She was served
her head on a platter.” [3]

After several months of worry and having listened to government
witnesses tell lies about him under oath, Banis was furious and, fired by
righteous anger, decided to write a novel that could really get him into
trouble. Being gay, he decided that novel — The Why Not — would be an
honest depiction of gay male love, and even put his own name on it.
However, while America might be ready for heterosexual porn and faux-
lesbian lust, it wasn’t ready for gay men. Every publisher he submitted it
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to turned it down, until it landed at Greenleaf. Years later, Banis asked
Kemp why he had accepted the book for publication:

[First Reader Bill Moore] brought it directly into my office... the
first time he had ever done any such thing. “I think you need to
look at this manuscript yourself,” he told me.

And I did, and I agreed with Bill and I also recognized it as
something remarkable, timely, and apt to be rather popular. I
bought that manuscript right then without even reading it all the
way through and I’ve never regretted that decision for a moment.

I feel it was a pivotal book that opened doors too-long
closed and one of the major building blocks in Greenleaf’s
ongoing fight for First Amendment realities. [3]

Banis subsequently proposed a spy spoof, in the manner of The Man From
U.N.C.L.E., then playing on television. The Man From C.A.M.P. as by
Don Holliday was published by Kemp in 1966. It became the first in a
long-running series, but it was very different to anything that had come
before and publishing that first volume was not without risk:

the government [...] certainly weren’t going to approve of a book
with happy homosexuals, espousing the gay cause, jumping in
and out of bed, and getting their men in the end. Which is to say,
when he decided to go with The Man From C.A.M.P., Earl knew
full well that he was putting his fanny on the line, and it wasn’t a
chorus line, either. There simply wasn’t another editor in the
business at the time who would have opted to go with this book.

[4]

In this regard Banis took exception to the book Pulp Friction by Michael
Bronski (St. Martins/Griffin Press).

Bronski is unquestionably today’s premier chronicler of gay
culture and gay history, which I feel makes it all the more
unfortunate that his take on the subject is so geographically
lopsided.

Bronski also denounces as a myth the long held view of
pre-Stonewall gay fiction as guilt laden and tragically ended,
without making clear that this becomes a myth only when one
includes the gay material published from the mid-sixties on...
which is to say, mostly the products of the West Coast pulp
publishers, and most of that from Greenleaf Classics.

The difficulty, of course, comes with that “pre-Stonewall”
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point of demarcation. I’ve touched on this subject before and,
really, the dividing line as I’ve already suggested should be
Before Earl Kemp and After Earl Kemp. If you look at these
pulps from that angle, you will find that the earlier novels — and
there were no more than two or three dozen of them — were
indeed crammed with guilt and shame, and with rare exception
did end in tragedy. [5]

In respect of The Man From C.A.M.P. it’s perhaps worth noting that 1966
also saw the publication in the underground press of possibly the first gay
comic The Uncensored Adventures of Harry Chess, that Man From
A.U.N.T.LE. Created by Allen J. Shapiro, the character had first appeared
in a one-off cartoon in November 1964 in Drum magazine. This was,
obviously, another Man From U.N.C.L.E. parody.

In August 1966, the Feds declared several of Greenleaf’s novels
obscene and tried to intimidate Kemp into testifying against Hamling.
When presented with the script they had written for him Kemp laughed in
their faces. The judge eventually declared a mistrial. Nor would this be
their only victory. The following year, as the publisher of Lust Pool and
Shame Agent, Hamling assumed responsibility for author Robert Redrup’s
legal woes, shelling out another $100,000 for legal services in New York
State and through to the U.S. Supreme Court. The decision they handed
down is considered by many legal scholars to be the virtual end of book
censorship in America.

This was far from the only time that pornographers have been the
ones fighting the hardest for freedom of expression and against censorship,
though they’re seldom given the credit they deserve for their achievements
because theirs is a business that makes people uncomfortable. Yet however
much you may decry it and the often sexist attitudes of those involved in
it, those achievements were real. Ironically, in championing this
liberalization Hamling was sounding the death knell for his business
model. The pornography discussed so far had all been literary. Time
moves on though, and I’m reasonably certain the material behind those
lurid covers would be considered comparatively tame by today’s
standards. As Ted White observed in his editorial in the July 1971
Amazing:

In Denmark, where pornography is openly legal, sales to Danes
are sharply waning and only the tourists are buying. A friend of
mine who cranks out pornographic novels with amazing rapidity
tells me that the same thing is beginning to happen here. “You
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can sell only so many badly written books full of cliché
pornography for a buck-ninety-five and up,” he says. “We’ve
broken down all the taboos, one by one, and there just isn’t
anything more daring left. There’s no way out except better
writing.” [6]

Meanwhile, flushed with success, Hamling and Kemp had become cocky.
When, in 1970, The Presidential Report of the Commission on Obscenity
and Pornography was released, they responded by publishing an
illustrated version. You can only tweak the nose of authority so much
before they come down on you hard.

Grand juries in San Diego and Dallas charged them with
interstate shipment of obscene matter and conspiring to send
obscene matter through the mails. The charges were based on a
352-page document, illustrated with colour and black-and-white
photographs showing explicit sexual acts, sold as The Illustrated
Presidential Report of the Commission on Obscenity and
Pornography. Although the text of the illustrated version is
shorter than the official report of the Commission on Obscenity
and Pornography, it costs $7 more. [7]

Hamling and Kemp were duly convicted and spent three months behind
bars.

In re his continuing fannish activity, Kemp was involved in the semi-
serious bid to bring the 1969 Westercon to Tijuana, where he was living at
that point, and was the subject of The Kemp Fund to bring him to Chicon
IV in 1982. In 2002 he returned to fanzine publishing with the online zine
el, which Bill Burns hosted on his website. Most of the above is a hugely
condensed precis of the story told in great detail by Earl Kemp in that zine,
which can be read at https://efanzines.com/EK/. It also includes amusing
incidents such as the time in September 1967 he decided to visit his old
friend Harold Butler, who was then serving in Vietnam. Butler told him he
was nuts and it couldn’t be done, but Kemp got himself accredited as a
reporter with the Los Angeles Free Press, took a commercial flight to
Saigon and then, thanks to the magic of his press pass, a military transport
to the Chu Li airport landing strip:

The Marine Corps barracks at Chu Li were all identical, laid out
in tight rows, like streets, hut after hut. It would have been easy
to get lost.... As it was, I walked directly to the correct barracks
building and right into it, and there was Harold, with shock and
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genuine surprise on his face.
“Well, old buddy,” I said, “here I am....” [8]

A guy who led a fascinating life. And in 2010 I got to meet Earl in
Winchester at that year’s CORFLU, a small convention put on annually in
the US or UK by and for fannish fanzine fans.

There’s an old joke about the difference between pornography and
erotica being that in the latter they drink wine afterwards. However you
choose to demarcate the two, if at all, it remains the case that erotica has
long been a subject of collection and study for academic institutions.
Among these is Cambridge University, whose website acknowledges the
help it has received from:

...the historian of erotic literature, Patrick J. Kearney. Born in
London in 1943 Kearney now lives in California, and over the
last forty years has written several major studies in his primary
field of interest. Chief among these are his 1981 bibliography of
the contents of the British Museum’s Private Case (its equivalent
of Arc), a collection rich in private donations (notably the books
of Henry Spencer Ashbee in 1900) whose contents were until
relatively recently not very easy for readers to see. A general
introduction to four centuries of erotic literature followed with
Macmillan in 1982 (and involved a trip to the University
Library, where a previously unknown copy of an exceedingly
rare late eighteenth-century French work by Restif de la
Bretonne was found), and in 1987 he published a study of the
Olympia Press (founded in 1950s Paris by Maurice Girodias),
which counted Nabokov’s Lolita (1955) among its more well-
known titles, bound in distinctive green paper wrappers. [9]

Those of you who have been reading this work from the beginning rather
than dipping into it will already have encountered Pat Kearney in
connection with the movie It Happened Here (see Chapter 17: The Nazi
Occupation Movie). In the early 1960s he published the fanzines Enfocado
and Goudy and was a member of the BSFA, the Young SF Readers’ Group
and, most notably, the Science Fiction Club of London (see The Compact
Ella Parker*). This was the group that among other things ran the 1965
World Science Fiction Convention (see 1965: The Second UK
Worldcon¥*).

* Both these titles are freely downloadable ebooks in the TAFF
library at taff.org.uk, with the second also being available in trade
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paperback. [Ed.]

Kearney’s collection of Olympia Press books was sold as a single lot
at Christie’s in New York in 2008 for $80,500, and in 2017 he made a
major donation of material to Cambridge University.

[1] Boston Globe, 20 January 2008

[2] el #2 (April 2002, ed. Earl Kemp)

[3] el #6 (January 2003, ed. Earl Kemp)
[4] el #7 (April 2003, ed. Earl Kemp)

[5] el #8 (June 2003, ed. Earl Kemp)

[6] The Amazing Editorials — Ted White
(Ansible Editions, 2023)

[7] New York Times (6 March 1971)

[8] el #16 (October 2004, ed. Earl Kemp)
[9] https://specialcollections-blog.lib.cam.ac.
uk/?p=19711
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20. The CIA Pilot

As was then traditional for those joining an APA, Arthur “Art” Wilson
took the time to tell everyone something about himself in the first issue of
his OMPAzine, Scatalog:

Ron Bennett thinks that fandom might be interested in how I
earn my living. I disagree, but for the record I’'m a commercial
pilot. This means that at various and sundry times, and at the
urging of my ever-loving company, I strap a flying machine to
my ponderous haunches and roar into the murk carrying either
passengers or cargo or a combination thereof. Aside from cutting
drastically into fanac, flying has been described as ninety-nine
per cent utter boredom and one per cent sheer panic. Not sure
anymore whether I drifted into flying because of my laziness or
whether the laziness is a result of eighteen years of flying.
Whichever, my favourite position is horizontal. Second favorite
position, seated.

How do people get all involved with fandom, anyway?
Apparently they start reading that crazy Buck Rogers stuff and
start writing to each other and away we go. In 1952 there was a
splendid pulp available in Swindon’s Book Store on Nathan
Road in Kowloon. (Hi, Mervyn!) This was Startling Stories, and
the editor was very good indeed to fans, printing their vapid and
frequently insulting letters in toto and running pages of fanzine
reviews. Therein I saw a review of Peon in which Charles Lee
Riddle stated that Peon was free to overseas fen. So naturally I
wrote to him. Those of you who remember Peon will recall that
it was immaculate; Lee had justified margins and in general a
sober, sedate and irreproachable tone. I assumed that most
fanzines followed this general format. I had a lot to learn.

Fandom is fun. I’ve never met nicer, friendlier people
anywhere, ever though I’ve yet to meet a fellow fan face-to-face.
This is a condition which I hope will be corrected before this
issue of Scat gets to you all. As this is being dummied (Sept 26,
1960, Year of the Rat) Mervyn Barrett, he of New Zealand
fandom, is sitting in Hong Kong and has been since Aug 12. 1
am at my publishing address of 47A Chung Shan Road, North
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Section III, Taipei, Taiwan, Free China. One may ask; why do I
use Hong Kong as an editorial address when I actually live in
Formosa? It’s a good question and I’m glad it was brought up.
So CAT is busy just now and can’t spare me, therefore the Hong
Kong SF Convention (HongKon) has been temporarily
postponed. So stop whining, Wilson.

Actually the Mystic Orient is loaded with fans. Why,
there’s Mervyn in Hong Kong, me in Taipei, and Helen Wesson
in Yokohama. Helen and I have been, to use her expression,
playing musical chairs about the Orient for several years, all
without ever having actually met. Yet. But by the time you read
this, I piously hope.

Other near misses in fandom, to date, include the West
Coast of the U.S. Every three years, CAT (Civil Air Transport,
that is the Orient’s Own) in their infinite benevolence allow us
types to take three months of what is known for want of a better
expression as “home leave”. These jolly holidays are contingent
upon operational requirements for flat-footed pilots, and therein
is the rub. I generally try to go during June, July and August.

I spent three blissful weeks of beer-drinking torpor in my
father’s house. On Aug 9, all puckered up to meet fandom face-
to-face at long last, I picked up my marbles and proceeded to
San Francisco. On Aug 10 comes a cable from the Orient’s Own
saying in effect, come back to work. And that, my, dear friends,
is how I almost met Jim Caughran, Dick Ellington, and all the
other Bay Area types of fabulous fandom. Why, I even had
scrounged a pass to Los Angeles, to visit those legendary people.
Sob. [1]

Wilson’s bland assertion that as a pilot he carried “passengers or cargo or a
combination thereof” for his “ever-loving company” was true as far as it
went, but that company was actually “the Company” — the Central
Intelligence Agency — and Civil Air Transport/Air America was its air
operation. They had:

flown opium; they’ve flown guns and bombs and ammo; they’ve
dropped spies into China and special units into North Vietnam,
flying so low their wheels are in the foliage most of the way.
They’ve been involved with every sort of kook and weirdo that a
war throws up... [2]

One of those “one per cent sheer panic” occasions that Wilson mentions
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would have been airdropping supplies to the French army at Dien Bien
Phu in May 1954 on the day before the catastrophic defeat that set the
stage for the later Vietnam War. Wilson was piloting one of two planes on
that particular airdrop. Only his returned from it. [3]

Born and raised in China, Art Wilson grew up speaking and writing
the language like a native. In 1943, at the age of 21, he began flying over
the Hump, the Himalayan range separating China from Burma and the
Indian subcontinent, in a Curtiss C-46 transport. He did so with General
Claire Chennault’s Flying Tigers, and it’s quite possible he could have
known Walter Sullivan (see Chapter 3: The Warriors). Remaining in
South-East Asia after the war, he flew in most of its various conflicts up to
and including Vietnam. In 1966 the company discovered that Wilson
didn’t have an official pilot’s licence — they didn’t recognise his Chinese
one. So despite having twenty-five thousand flying hours under his belt he
was shipped to the States to attend a flying school in Louisiana and get his
FAA license. When he headed for a DC-3 Dakota the instructor tried to
steer him towards a Cessna, the starter plane for trainees.

“You’ve got to start on something small,” the young instructor
said patronizingly. “Son,” Wilson said, dumping his pile of
logbooks on the table, “I’ve probably spent more hours in one of
those than you have breathing.” [2]

Wilson had the habit of flying in “shower shoes” (flip-flops), something
that horrified an instructor who visited Vientiane to give the pilots classes
on jungle survival techniques. When asked how long he imagined it would
take him to find his way out of the jungle if he was shot down while
wearing these, Wilson responded:

“Well, let me see.... The last time it took two weeks. Time before
that it was around six.”

He never flew without his carefully packed survival kit — a
plastic case with a plastic zipper containing a sandwich, a can of
beer, and a spare pair of shower shoes. [2]

A starter pack, presumably, with him living off the land after that. Wilson
was with Air America right up to the very end when Saigon fell on the last
day of the Vietnam War.

To close out this chapter here’s a piece by him in which, being the
only fan he then knew in the city, he imagines a night out as a convention:

The first Bangkok SF Convention, henceforth to be known as the
BANGCON, was attended by one fan — namely, me. The
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meeting was called to order in the bar of the New Plaza Hotel.
(The Erawan was full of tourists, so that Samuel Butler can rest
quietly in his grave.) Refreshments were served to each actifan.
After a thoughtful discussion of geo-politics and the relative
merits of Thai, Chinese and American culture, BANGCON HQ
was moved to the bar of the Princess Hotel. More refreshments
were served and a brief but heated panel debate about the rate of
exchange between Yankee dollars and Siamese baht was won by
the bartender. The BANGCON moved along to the Chez Eve
night club. Here, as sometimes happens to the best of SF
conventions, events became a bit confused and a young Siamese
lady joined the BANGCON. Further activities would probably
be of negligible interest to Fandom. [4]

Wilson did eventually get those face-to-face meetings with other fans that
he so desired, writing in 1968 that:

the first fan I met was Helen Wesson while she was still living in
Yokohama, while I was still on the FAPA waitlist. Then one
year I met the Busbys & all in the same house, Greg Calkins and
Wally Weber. Than another year (just last year, come to think on
it) met DAG [Dean A. Grennell], who took me off to LASFS;
met Bruce Pelz et al. Met Willy Rotsler. Went back to Busby’s
house, met Wrai & Carol Ballard. Just this last August, roared
down to Singapore and met Ron Bennett. Goshwow, I’d have to
take off my shoes to count all the fen I’ve met, nose to nose. One
year, like maybe 1969, which will be the year of the pig, I plan
to attend a con (WesterCon, most likely) and meet a whole
bunch more of fans. [5]

Which indeed he did. There is however a curious omission from the above
list....

Dick Eney, who a few years earlier had been in OMPA at the same
time as Wilson, was employed by the US Agency for International
Development (USAID), receiving its Meritorious Honor award in 1972
and the Social Welfare Medal of the Republic of Vietnam in 1970. He was
in Vietnam from 1966 until the early 1970s, stationed in Saigon, in Kien
Phong province, and in Can Tho (in the Mekong River delta). Eney’s
location wasn’t a secret — indeed he published fanzines from Saigon — so
given how Wilson went out of his way to make contact with Helen
Wesson and Ron Bennett, travelling great distances to do so, it seems odd
that he didn’t seek out Eney. Or at least never admitted to doing so. At the
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time there was a wide-spread rumour that Eney was involved in covert
activities, a rumour he thought might have been started by John Boardman
(see Chapter 11: The Political Prisoner). In an issue of his fanzine
Graustark, Boardman apparently described Eney as a warmongering CIA
double agent. Eney visited other places in Southeast Asia besides Vietnam
during the 1960s, and has been credited with publishing the first ever
fanzines mailed from Hong Kong, Macau, and Bangkok. Since Wilson’s
Scatalog mailing address was Hong Kong, that first at least is incorrect.

[1] Scatalog #1 (September 1960, ed. Arthur
Wilson for OMPA)

[2] Air America — Christopher Robbins
(Avon, 1979)

[3] from a CAT website via Steve Johnson
[4] Kiwifan #9 (October 1958, ed. Roger
Horrocks)

[5] Coprofile #1 (November 1968, ed.
Arthur Wilson for N’APA)
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21. The Counterculture

In 1982 I asked Ted White about the connections between fandom and the
sixties counterculture in the US.

Well, I don’t know all of them but here are a few:

Paul Krassner, editor-publisher of The Realist, was a friend
and acquaintance of several fans, myself among them. (Steve
Stiles’s famous cartoon depicting the graffiti, “Hugh Heffner is a
Virgin!” first appeared in The Realist. My first wife, Sylvia, had
poetry published in the magazine. And I contributed several
articles — one of which is yet to be published in the long overdue
Tenth Annish, which, if it had been published on schedule,
would have ensured my immortality by giving the language “55”
as an easy way of alluding to anal sex, in the same way in which
“69” has become a symbol for mutual oral sex. Paul also
attended a few conventions and in 1962 met Walt Willis in New
York City....) The Realist pre-dated the sixties counterculture but
contributed to it, and Paul became a yippie as an inevitable (I
suppose) consequence of tripping with Tim Leary at Milbrook.
Chester Anderson, well-known SF-writer, author of The
Butterfly Kid, et al, was part of The Communications Company,
a fixture in Haight-Ashbury in the 1967 period [and] was a part
of some famous Acid Tests with the Grateful Dead, Kesey, et al.

Pete Stampfel, who was a member of the sixties band The
Holy Modal Rounders (and also The Fugs), and is currently a
member of the Unholy Modal Rounders, was a member of the
last gasp of the Futurians, a late-fifties NYC fanclub, and played
a pivotal if unwitting role in the creation of the Fanoclasts, the
fanclub that dominated NYC fandom in the sixties. Pete still
attends conventions (I saw him at Noreascon II in Boston and at
last year’s Westercon in California) and recently married Don
Wollheim’s daughter Betsy. I’ve known Pete since 1959 or
thereabouts

Paul Williams, founder of Crawdaddy magazine (the first
rock magazine) and author of any number of self-celebrating
books like Apple Bay, Outlaw Blues, Das Energi, Right to Pass,
and Coming, was a fan who put out a fanzine in the early
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sixties.... [1]

Paul Williams launched Crawdaddy in 1966, and Greg Shaw came out
with Mojo navigator (initially co-edited with David Harris) a few months
later, almost certainly the first fanzines devoted to rock music. Crawdaddy
was named after the legendary Crawdaddy Club in Richmond where the
Rolling Stones played their first gig and later became the house band, and
it had its roots in SF fandom, of course. Williams began publishing with
his SF fanzine, Within, in 1962 at the age of 14, which would see four
issues over the following year before folding. Also in 1962, he attended
that year’s Worldcon, CHICON III, which was held in Chicago. The first
issue of Crawdaddy was typed on David G. Hartwell’s typewriter and run
off on his mimeograph by Ted White. It soon moved on from its fanzine
roots, becoming one of the first rock music prozines in the US with
newsstand distribution.

The first fanzine published by SF fan Greg Shaw out of San Bruno,
California, appears to have been Feemwlort, in Spring 1965. This was
followed in June by the first issue of Entmoot, an early Tolkien fanzine
that saw four issues over the following year, the first two co-edited by
David Hall. In his editorial Shaw wrote:

I always wanted to edit a Tolkien fanzine, and even before I had
my mimeograph I had planned how it was to be. Its standard of
quality would be at least equal to that of I Palantir; it would
feature in each issue a major research article, a major analytical
article, some fiction and poetry by people with Very Big Names,
art by fandom’s finest, and impeccable reproduction. However, I
ended up getting together with Dave Hall who takes Tolkien a
little less religiously than I do (who has in fact gone so far at
times as to criticize and satirize Tolkien), and the result is
Entmoot, which should turn out to be a pleasant mixture of
serious scholarship and fun.

Shaw quickly became part of fandom in the San Francisco Bay area and of
its social whirl, which (as he recounts in Chapter 23: The Music Mogul)
was a fascinating place to be in the mid-1960s. As for Mojo Navigator,
according to Mark Plummer it:

...absolutely looked like “our” fanzines, right down to the [Bill]
Rotsler illos and at one point a “Who Sawed Courtney’s Boat?”
interlineation in the middle of a Country Joe and the Fish
interview. [2]
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That must have really confused any non-fannish readers. Mojo Navigator
covered the local alternative music scene in the Bay Area and it saw
fourteen issues between August 1966 and its demise in August 1967.
During that time it put Shaw in touch with Chester Anderson:

We met at the offices of Ramparts magazine, on the occasion of
my second or third visit there. Originally I was invited by Jann
Wenner [later the founder of Rolling Stone magazine], who was
then employed there as Entertainment Editor of the Sunday
Ramparts, a local weekly published, probably as a tax loss, by
Ramparts. I got into the habit of dropping in for a chat whenever
I was in North Beach, and Jann and I spent many a fine
afternoon talking about rock music. At the time, I was presumed
to be an authority of sorts on the subject, in my capacity as
Managing Editor of San Francisco’s leading music publication,
Mojo Navigator....

Chester took a liking to me right away. He seemed to feel
almost paternal toward me; he referred to young people like
myself as “puppies”, a designation I resented, though I suppose
it was pretty much justified. Like most 17-year-olds I was
enthusiastic, brash and thick-headed. Chester seemed to enjoy
playing the role of the all-knowing, wise old mentor for my
benefit. He was in his late thirties but he looked at least ten years
older. His hair was almost grey and his face had an overall
grizzled look.

As we parted that day I invited him to drop by my
apartment for a visit some time. The next morning he showed up
[...] he asked me if I wanted to walk over to Ramparts with him,
I did, and it was about an hour’s walk. On the way he spoke to
me with much enthusiasm of the Communication Company, his
latest creation. What he had done was to purchase, on credit, a
brand new Gestetner mimeo and a Gestefax stencil cutter. The
plan was to publish anything for anybody, free. He wanted to do
news bulletins for the street people, poetry, his own comments
on anything that interested him, artwork, books even. Instant,
disposable literature. Chester was very heavily into McLuhan
and had all sorts of original ideas for making the printed word
meaningful in an electronic age. He was investigating the
possibilities of setting up similar Communication Companies in
other cities (New York eventually did start one) and linking the
Gestefax machines the same way teletype machines are. At that
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time the half dozen or so small underground newspapers in the
country were talking about organizing, and Chester played an
instrumental part in the formation of the Underground Press
Syndicate, when its first organizational meeting was held near
San Francisco.

I gave him a few fanzines to read, and he was impressed,
not having known about fanzines before. In a subsequent
Com/Co essay, one of the last he wrote, he had this to say:

“It furthers a UPS member to gear now to serve the needs
of the peripheral underground. It behooves us to try now to find
and speak with our independent brother undergrounds that most,
of us don’t even know about yet. Science fiction fans, for
example, constitute an enormous invisible underground of our
kind of kids who aren’t heads only because they haven’t been
turned on yet and are amazingly easy to turn on. Their
underground communications network — mimeographed fanzines
— makes the UPS look amateurish, provincial and small. Their
intelligence/energy levels are stratospheric. They are students of
the future. They are fun to be with.” [3]

Anderson later wrote an article about this for the Los Angeles Free Press,
titled “How to Play Communication Company”, that amused the reviewer
John D. Berry (not the Belfast fan John Berry):

Anderson describes how he and a few others set up a free
printing and distributing service in the Haight in 1967, made
possible by their wonderful discovery of the mimeograph. He
explains very well how their operation worked and how to set up
such a project of your own. Now this may come as delightful
news to the hip subculture, but to an sf fan, who has been
reading and publishing mimeographed fanzines for years, it can’t
help but be amusing. Anderson comes on like a goshwow neofan
(not in the tone of his writing, but in his attitude) who has had a
little bit of experience and who triumphantly passes his
newfound knowledge along to those with even less experience
than he. As a fan, I can’t help but gasp and laugh when he
blithely mentions such an extravagance as electrostencilling
even printed pages, rather than typing them directly onto an
ordinary stencil. It’s [still] an interesting article because of the
history given of the Haight in its (if you’ll pardon the
expression) heyday. [4]
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When Shaw told him about the upcoming Westercon, Anderson decided it
would be a great idea to conduct an acid test there, doping the attendees
with LSD!

This was in 1967 remember, and I had been gafiated for awhile,
but I felt that fandom wasn’t the slightest bit hip and just wasn’t
ready to have its collective mind blown on this scale. In 1968, of
course, conventions began featuring rock music, and today there
are more heads in fandom than in a cabbage patch, but looking
back on the whole thing I sometimes wonder just what the effect
would have been. I just don’t know.

I do know, though, that in February 1967, as Chester
Anderson told me his plans for the Westercon, I was stupefied.
Terrified, actually, But I didn’t say anything to Chester about my
fears, because I had a feeling that it would never really happen.
And, as I’m sure you must be aware, I was right.

And fandom will never know what it missed. [3]

The summer in San Francisco that year, in 1967, became famous as The
Summer of Love thanks to press reports of the hippie culture that had
grown there. As with the Beats a decade earlier this had unfortunate
consequences, with waves of naive young people from around the country
heading there with no jobs, nowhere to live, and overwhelming the scene.
Chester Anderson was one of the first to warn this was about to happen,
but his warnings went unheeded. He did what he could, but there were just
too many of those kids pouring in and some inevitably fell prey to the
city’s darker element.

Greg Shaw wrote a three-part account of the months he knew Chester
Anderson for Starling #14-#16. The quotes I’ve pulled have all been taken
from part 1, but the whole thing is well worth reading.

Ted White:

Many fans over the years have lived bohemian lives which
brought them into contact with kindred souls who were involved
in whatever form the counterculture was then taking. A number
of fanartists became involved in underground comics, for
instance, from George Metzger to Dan Steffan and Steve Stiles,
and not forgetting Jay Kinney. Robert Crumb was in EC and
comics fandom in the fifties; I used to see one-of-a-kind comics
done by both him and his brother back in the late fifties. We are
all loosely aligned and in vague contact. We may not know each
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other but we know of each other. Art Kleps, who was part of the
scene with Larry at Milbrook, and wrote the book, Milbrook,
about that experience (I recommend it highly), founded the Neo-
American Church — a church devoted to the psychedelic
sacrament. One of the members of that church is Mark Kearnes,
who is the Bon Vivant of Pennsylvania (the former title was
Primate, but that was too close to a genuine RC church title so it
was changed; the church does not believe in titles that can be
taken seriously). Mark is also a fan and has done much over the
years to bring the sacraments of the Church to SF cons, notably
Nitrous Oxide. (The 1976 Worldcon was heavily Nitrous-Oxided
by the Church.)

During the brief year I edited Heavy Metal, I got into
contact with a number of the writers and artists connected with
the sixties counterculture; unfortunately my time there was too
brief to get most of them into the magazine. I did get Spain* into
the Rock Issue, however. [1]

* Manuel “Spain” Rodriguez was a famous underground comix artist.
The Special Rock Issue of Heavy Metal is dated October 1980. [Ed.]

Jay Kinney:

Just for the record I’ll add to Ted White’s noting of various fans
who were also involved with the counterculture. Besides the
cartoonists Ted mentioned, several others who had earlier
published in fanzines moved on into the Underground press and
comix: Ron Cobb did cartoons for L.A. area zines in the early
’60s I believe; he of course went on to do several years of
outstanding political cartoons for the L.A. Free Press, and has
recently been doing design and art for various SF movies (Alien,
etc.). Jay Lynch, Art Spiegelman, Skip Williamson were all
involved with Satire Fandom — a subfandom halfway between
comics and SF fandom, which only lasted for a couple of years —
in the early ’60s and forged contacts there which led to the
networking of underground comix of ’68 and later. Trina
Robbins was involved with L.A. fandom in the ’50s, did some
art for fanzines then, and has since moved through the
underground press and comix into various slick magazines.
Vaughn Bode took both fandom and undergrounds by storm
about the same time and ended up with the Hugo for fan artist in
1969. Bhob Stewart, a fannish legend of sorts, was briefly editor
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of Gothic Blimp Works — the N.Y. underground comic tabloids,
had comic art in The Realist in the late *60s. So much for
cartoonists (and I may still have forgotten one or two....)

A number of the founders of the first underground papers in
the mid-60s cut their publishing teeth in fandom. Walter Bowart
was a fan in the ’50s (according to Jay Lynch) and went on to
found The East Village Other in N.Y. Harvey Ovchinsky started
The Fifth Estate (Detroit’s underground paper) in 1965 after
having done a fanzine called the Transylvanian Newsletter. [5]

In the mid-1960s, Dick Ellington and his family relocated to the San
Francisco Bay area where he established his own typesetting business. As
well as projects for the IWW including The Industrial Worker, anarchist
periodicals and the like, he also worked on non-anarchist, alternative
publications and poetry books, becoming part of that whole scene too if
only to that extent.

In 1968 the Worldcon came to the Bay Area. Bill Donaho recalls:

...memories of the BayCon, “When we came to Oakland with
flowers in our hair.” Memories like the riots. No one seems to
remember just what riots they were — the big ones complete with
martial law and the National Guard were in 1969 — but there
were a lot of riots in Berkeley in the sixties. The Claremont, the
main hotel, was quite a distance from the scene, so we barely
smelled the tear gas, but one of the alternate hotels where fans
were staying, the Durant, was right in the middle of things. [6]

[1] Epsilon #12 (August 1982, ed. Rob
Hansen)

[2] Email to Hansen.

[3] Starling #14 (May 1970, ed. Hank
Luttrell)

[4] Amazing Stories vol. 44 #5 (January
1971, ed. Ted White)

[5] Epsilon #13 (January 1983, ed. Rob
Hansen)

[6] Habakkuk vol. 3 #1 (1993, ed. Bill
Donaho)
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22. The Musicians

As we’ve already seen, interest in and coverage of music by SF fans goes
back a long way, but what about creating it? Fans who could play musical
instruments are legion; those who got paid for doing so far fewer. Many of
the latter were individuals who were what we might term “semi-pros”,
people who had day jobs but who also gigged with their bands on evenings
and weekends as much for the pleasure of doing so as for the modest sums
they were paid. The earliest fan I know of to whom this might apply is
LASFS member Elmer Perdue who in the 1940s would “sit in” with bands
at various Los Angeles night clubs and play jazz piano. A photo I have
from the same period (see below) shows Liverpool fans John F. Burke
(with clarinet) and Dave Mcllwain (centre) with an unknown non-fan in
what is clearly a performing context of some sort, but I have no idea
whether this was semi-pro or strictly amateur.

John F. Burke, Dave Mcllwain,
unknown.

In the 1950s another Liverpool fan, Pete Daniels, fronted the Merseysippi
Jazz Band. They performed at the 1957 Worldcon in London and
according to Daniels:

I don’t know how the fen liked the night’s music, but I can tell
you that the band was most impressed by the audience. As you
are well aware, jazz musicians are somewhat offtrail herberts
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themselves, and not well used to being understood, as it were.
After a little while at the con, one of our lot leaned over to me
and said, in tones of great wonder: “Hey, Dad, these people are
just like us!” [1]

The next step up from this would be fans who usually only played music
semi-professionally yet nevertheless managed to appear on an album
released by a major label. Which brings us to Graham Charnock. A fan
since the 1960s, he edited the fanzines Phile and Vibrator and became part
of the London pro/fan community during that decade. He and Chris Priest
shared a flat with Felix Dennis, who went on to found the magazine
publishing company that bears his name. Prior to this he co-edited the
issue of the counterculture magazine Oz that fell foul of the Obscene
Publications Act, and so was one of the defendants in the famous court
case. Neither Priest nor Charnock has fond memories of Dennis, though he
did contribute a fair bit of artwork to Phile #5 (April 1968). Falling in with
Mike Moorcock and his New Worlds crowd, Charnock went on to co-edit
an issue of that prozine.

In the 1970s Moorcock collaborated with the band Hawkwind on a
number of occasions, and later they even performed on 28th August 1987
at the fourth UK Worldcon, which was held in Brighton. (Mick Jagger’s
offer to have the Rolling Stones play at an earlier UK Worldcon had been
turned down — see 1965: The Second UK Worldcon.) Released in 1975,
Warrior on the Edge of Time became their highest-charting studio album.
This was loosely based on Moorcock’s Eternal Champion cycle of stories,
and its gatefold double-album cover even opened out into a shield bearing
the eight-arrowed symbol of Chaos from those tales. Moorcock wrote
many of the lyrics and also supplied some vocals for the album.

While this was coming together he was also developing an album
with Charnock and others that was released that same year as New Worlds
Fair by Michael Moorcock and the Deep Fix. The band were named after
Moorcock’s eponymous short story, which had appeared in Science
Fantasy in April 1964. In November 1978, I interviewed Charnock about
his musical career for Licks, the only music zine I ever published. (I later
recycled the title for an unrelated APAzine.) The interview began with me
asking him about his band The Burlingtons, which had played at the 1975
Eastercon:

RH: How long ago was it that you first got into music? Was it during
childhood or did it develop later?

GC: I thought you might say before childhood, probably in the womb,
the boing of the bedsprings as I was conceived giving me a sense of
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musical structure. Actually it all came out of jealousy, sibling rivalry
between me and my brother, who was older and even balder than me; he
got a guitar and learned how to play like Hank Marvin, a big red shiny
guitar that I lusted after. He used to stand before the mirror with this big
red shiny guitar and I thought “I must do it, must do it,” but I couldn’t
afford a guitar ’cos I wasn’t working. He had this old, beat-up, second
guitar which I stole off him when he wasn’t looking. Most kid brothers
would go into their brother’s bedroom and look through his dirty
magazines or try and find where he hid them but I would try and find
where he’d hidden his guitar, which wasn’t hard since it was always under
the bed... under the dirty magazines.

Basically I started playing ’cos I wanted to be better than him; he
wasn’t much good so it wasn’t hard. I learned mostly just by locking
myself in a room and just playing. It’s a lot like science fiction really, the
product of a lonely life. Think of this the next time you see Eric Clapton
on stage, that he really had a deprived childhood, spots and pimples, and
no one talking to him for years and years so all he could do was lock
himself in his room and learn how to be a fantastic guitar player.

RH: What was the first group you played with? Did you get straight
into the Burlingtons or were there earlier groups?

GC: I didn’t get straight into groups. I sort of played around with
friends and we had several sort of folk groups ’cos at the time all we could
afford were cheap acoustic guitars, no rich electric stuff. In school,
y’know, you form groups where two of you have a guitar and you’re
singing Tom Paxton songs, where if you’re lucky you get a lady singer
with a long skirt who fancies the other guy... always the other guy. Did
that for a while; making tapes and playing them back to ourselves and
saying “My god that was shit!” We never got anywhere with that.

Then there was a long hiatus and I was working in the county courts
when my big break came. This was when stardom struck ’cos also working
in the county courts was a guitarist who did Hank Marvin; just like my
brother — and I hated him, ’cos whereas my brother couldn’t play like
Hank Marvin this guy could play better than Hank Marvin. Like Hank
Marvin only better. What’s more he had an even bigger red shiny guitar, a
proper Hank Marvin guitar just like Hank Marvin used, and tape effects
just like Hank Marvin and a proper amplifier just like Hank Marvin used,
and a pair of horn-rimmed glasses... just like Hank Marvin used.

RH: Is it fair to say that Hank Marvin was an early idol?

GC: Of this guy yes, of me... no. I preferred the Ventures, an
American group of the same period who did things like “Walk Don’t
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Run”. They are sort of still going now, just like the Shadows, except
they’re doing sort of disco hits. Whenever there’s a phase or fad the
Ventures jump on the bandwagon. I suppose they’re working on a punk
album now, to disco beats.

Like I say they were my idols back then but this guy was into the
Shadows and, anyway, he had this group called the Burlingtons which had
been going about six years and there were only three of them at the time, a
drummer and two guitarists, which gave a pretty thin sound. Anyway, one
of the guitarists left to get married and this guy I worked with asked if I’d
like to be in the group and I said yes, ’cos I’d always wanted to be a
rock’n’roll star. But I didn’t have a guitar or an amp or anything, so for a
couple of months I had to borrow all his equipment until I could afford to
buy my own, which I did.

RH: What’s the story behind the fact that you’re no longer with the
Burlingtons?

GC: Well, it was a musical diff’rence guv, wannit? I couldn’t stand
playing foxtrots and waltzes. What happened was, this being important
stuff like you’d see in Melody Maker, is that the drummer’s car got stolen
with all his equipment in it and since we only had two cars in the group he
said he’d better leave and they’d get a new drummer — which was just as
well ’cos he was getting old and past it. The new drummer was a good
drummer, with a car, but all you could get in his car was his drums, no
room for anyone else, which left us in dire straits with transport. So I said
that since I had no transport and difficulty in getting to gigs [ would leave
and they could get someone who could get there easily. This is the hard,
mercenary life of showbiz, y’know?

RH: Going back a couple of years, you were involved with Michael
Moorcock and the Deep Fix for an album, the only one the group ever did.

GC: I went into it on a speculative basis hoping it might develop into
something, giving me experience in the rock field and it was nice to do,
nice to mess around in studios and having people doing things with your
music and your voice on a professional basis. It was every street-
musician’s dream.

As for Michael Moorcock:

Part of the reason for my easy entrée into the rock world was
because so many musicians read sf. A lot of them read to ease
the boredom of travelling. My books with their “psychedelic”
covers were especially popular. Living and hanging out where I
did (Ladbroke Grove) meant I met casually a lot of musicians,
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many of whom were keen SF fans.

From skiffling and playing in various unsuccessful bands I
gradually stopped playing until Hawkwind asked me to write for
and perform with them in 1969/70 just after I stopped doing New
Worlds for the first time. At their manager’s suggestion I did a
demo (“Star Cruiser” and “Dodgem Dude”) which led to a
contract with UA to do an LP, New Worlds Fair. Rather than use
musicians already established I decided to use people I knew had
ambitions in music, like Graham. I could easily have drawn from
a pool of experienced people I already knew! The three-record
contract was abandoned by mutual consent because I was
unhappy with UA’s handling of publicity. I said this at the time.
Later, I gave the demo to Flicknife Records who put it out as a
45rpm single and also did “The Brothel in Rosenstrasse”, “Good
Girl, Bad Girl/Victor the Vampire” and commissioned Gloriana
and The Entropy Tango as L.Ps which were done later by Spirits
Burning after I had moved to Texas and pretty much abandoned
the project.

I worked on stage with Ginger Baker when he was
drumming with Hawkwind. I didn’t like him but we had a
mutual respect for each other’s work. I worked many times with
Hawkwind on stage and in the studio and produced many
concepts and songs for them over the years, quietly leaving after
my friend Nick Turner was fired for the second time. My last
live gig with Nick was in Austin. I also did songs for Blue
Oyster Cult. Eric Bloom, their lead singer, was a great
conventioneer, attending many Dragoncons etc. I performed
with Eric once at a DragonCon sometime in the *80s. [2]

Charnock may never have become a full-time professional musician, but
there were fans who did and who achieved international fame. Dave Van
Ronk we’ve already covered, but he wasn’t the only one.

Ted White:

In 1959 my first wife, Sylvia, and I moved to New York City. I
moved there to find and follow a professional career in jazz
writing....

I was always trying to get more of my record reviews
published, since I was paid five bucks a review. I'd turn in a half
dozen reviews, and only three would be published. If I turned in
a dozen, still only half that number were used. It was not only
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frustrating; my unpublished reviews (I kept carbons) were piling
up.

I mentioned this to a 14-year-old New Jersey fan named
Lenny Kaye, and he asked me if he could publish my unused
reviews in his SAPSzine. I said sure, and assembled the reviews
into three columns, with some introductory and explanatory
material added, which Lenny ran in his SAPSzine. [3]

Lenny Kaye:

I’ve been in fandom a year now, complete to this date, May 11,
1961. Fandom has been many things to me, completely different
from what I thought it would be, yet much better. Before I
entered I supposed that fandom was a bunch of SF fans, talking
about SF, writing and reading it. Strangely enough, it’s a hell of
a lot different.

When I received letters from Jack Chalker and Phil Harrell
a year ago, I didn’t know exactly what to expect when I opened
them, but they were pretty much up to my expectations as they
asked me to join a club and described a few things to me. Then I
received TNFF. Talk about surprises!! “Who the hell,” T asked
myself, “are Bjo Wells, Alma Hill and all these others who turn
up in every issue?” Slowly, ever so slowly did the truth emerge.
Art Hayes sent me a bunch of fanzines. N’APA 4th Mailing
proclaimed one, SAPS 51st Mailing read another. “Now what?”
I asked myself. I found out.

In August I considered myself a pretty well-adjusted fan. So
naturally I asked someone who should know, Art Hayes, how to
publish a fanzine, Art gave me info; so did innumerable others.
It wasn’t until November that I actually went through with it. As
contribs trickled in, I fell behind in my mail because of
midterms. This was the first real behind-in-correspondence
attack I had had. I finally got caught up in March. I had never cut
a stencil before, so it was high time I learned. I cut the first
stencil for Obelisk in early April. From April till today, I’ve
managed to stay ahead.

SF fandom is much deeper than I thought. There still is talk
of SF, but that is in the minority. I’ve heard talk on the race
question, whether Caryl Chessman should have been executed,
why R&R is bad, what is God, and various other questions
having no remote connection with SF. Why? Perhaps it’s
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because fen are a certain breed. Fen give a damn about world
affairs, fen want to know about the latest events in the world.
Fen need to know.

This past year I’ve cut my first stencil, I’ve written 600-
plus letters, I’ve contributed to 15 or more fanzines, I’ve written
letters of comment on every zine I’ve received. I’ve had a hell of
a lot of fun. [4]

Kaye wrote for many SF fanzines in the 1960s and later published the “NY
rock tabloid” Changes, which in 1970 included a comics-centred issue.
(His fanzine collection — about 2100 issues — is now housed at the
University of Miami.) He expressed his views on fandom at that point in
time in a letter to Greg Shaw:

Enjoyed Metanoia very much, especially your constant
references to faanish fandom... it’s strange, but when I was
involved in fanzines and conventions and stuff, the thing which I
always got off on was faanish fandom. In fact, when I got
reacquainted with fandom about two years ago, the thing which
disturbed me the most was the sercon nature of everything that
was going down. All the fanzines I happened to run across were
usually photo-offset, published regularly, full of articles about
what was happening in the science-fiction magazines; and worst
of all, all the old writers and fans whom I had known were either
gafiated or busy fulminating over how dull everything was....

But now that I can see that others are thinking what I was
thinking, I wonder if something might be done. Not a
resurrection of faanish thinking (though I think that if you
believe in cycles, which I do, then we’re about due for a
resurgence), which — would be self-conscious and contrived, at
least at this point. But maybe some project — your idea of
preserving the writing of those times is especially relevant here,
and you’re right in emphasizing the importance of
Fancyclopedia II — might be conceived. [5]

Ted White:

Almost twenty years later Lenny told me that he had modelled
his own career on mine, but in rock rather than jazz. By then
he’d been Patty Smith’s guitarist and would be Suzanne Vega’s
producer, etc., etc., and I told him I thought he’d easily
surpassed me. But it’s odd how one’s actions can have those
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kinds of repercussions.

Lenny told me this in the “green room” of a Georgetown
club, The Cellar Door, after introducing me to Patti Smith and
John Cale (who had produced their first album and played bass
with them on the encore that night). I was there as “Dr.
Progresso,” a well-known FM radio deejay in the Washington,
D.C. area, and a columnist for The Unicorn Times, a local
entertainment monthly. [3]

Kaye and Smith first performed together in 1971. In 1973 they got
together again and formed the nucleus of the Patti Smith Group, later
adding Richard Sohl. The trio developed into a full band with the addition
of Ivan Kral and Jay Dee Daugherty. That same year Paul Stanley and
Gene Simmons (formerly of the band Wicked Lester) got together with
Ace Frehley and Peter Criss to form a new band: KISS. It would be 1976
before fandom learned this line-up included one of our number....

Hank Luttrell:

A Starling news flash for those of you who like to follow the
success of fans in the real (?) world. We first started hearing
rumours of this news at the Midwestcon in Cincinnati, where
Brad Balfour had stories about some member of the rock group
KISS who knew about fandom. If Brad had any other details we
must have missed them, because it wasn’t until we heard from
Greg Shaw recently that we learned that KISS leader Gene
Simmons used to be known as Gene Klein. You might check
your files of old St. Louis fanzines, including Starling, for Gene
Klein artwork and letters; perhaps you could sell them for big
bucks to your local KISS fanatics — if you could get them to
believe that Klein is now Simmons. For some supporting
evidence, you can check Who Put the Bomp! #16 — a letter from
Simmons in that issue makes it clear that he was involved in
fandom, although it doesn’t mention either his old name or that
of his fanzine. [6]

Known primarily as a fanartist, Klein nevertheless edited several fanzines,
including Id, Cosmos (which eventually merged with Stiletto to become
Cosmostiletto, and then Faun), Tinderbox, Sci-Fi Showcase, Mantis and
Adventure. As late as 1977, now writing as Simmons, he had a letter
printed in a fanzine:

I haven’t been active [in fandom] for about five years.... By
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1969-70 fanzines were getting boring anyway — politics was
making strong headway, and that left me far behind. Still, Janus
has great personality — I mean a rambling lettercol in 1977!
Wonderful! But what’s all this talk about feminism...!?! I
thought that went out with Afros in 1969. [7]

Janis Ian was a famous musician who went in the opposite direction, as Joe
Siclari remembers:

Janis discovered fandom at her first convention and then
discovered that she had a lot of fans in S-F circles. She went to a
good number of cons, mostly being taken around by professional
writers like Resnick. However she was a bit interested in some
of fandom’s background. She contributed to a few fan
publications. She wrote a piece for us when we were doing the
Noreascon 4 progress reports and seemed to keep in touch with
several fans. [8]

According to Wikipedia:

A long-time reader of the genre, she became involved in science
fiction fandom in 2001 by attending the Millennium Philcon.
Her short stories have been published in anthologies and she co-
edited, with Mike Resnick, the anthology Stars: Original Stories
Based on the Songs of Janis Ian. She continues to occasionally
attend science fiction conventions. Ian performed at the 2009
Nebula Award Conference in Los Angeles, where she sang
“Welcome Home”, a version of her song “At Seventeen” with
the lyrics changed to talk about the acceptance she found by
reading science fiction.

Returning to the 1978 Graham Charnock interview, there’s still the matter
of DIY recording:

RH: Your most highly thought of project to date must be The Astral
Leauge’s Golden Greats. How did that come about?

GC: This is something people don’t understand ’cos they tend to
think: “Oh, you’ve made a record; it must be groovy.” The Astral Leauge
was different because it was something stupid and it was something I liked
doing rather than something I was asked to do. It was fun and I was in total
control musically, which I always like to be. I’m very arrogant musically,
often beyond my capabilities.

With the Astral Leauge I could just let go with a vengeance, taking
the piss out of a lot of things and having fun.
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RH: How long did the tape take to record? How much work was
involved?

GC: About three weeks of intensive six-hours-a-night stuff. It was a
lot like masturbating; very tiring and it’s nice when it ends. Taping is very
frustrating ’cos you have to do things over and over again and if you make
one mistake you have to ditch the whole thing. By the time you’ve done
this for three or four hours you come out of it thinking: “Why am I doing
this? Why am I sitting here in front of a tape recorder singing stupid songs,
inanely, for hour after hour, feeling rather tired and silly, and generally
foolish?”

RH: What governed the choice of songs you parodied? Were they
particular favourites, or the ones best suited to the themes you wanted to
put across, or what?

GC: They were all fairly obvious ones to choose, a lot being things I
used to hack out with the Burlingtons. F’rinstance a country and western
song, which are so easy to parody that the Stones do one every album they
put out anyway; truckin’ songs and, of course, Dylan. There were a few
original tracks, in terms of the tunes being original, some of which I’'m
quite pleased with the final effect of. In fact we’re thinking of putting out a
few more copies. [It turned out to be the first of three tapes, all of which
can be found at [9] below. I drew the cover for The Deaf Lemon Astral
Memorial Album. ]

RH: Yeah, it was a fucking good tape. It’s got a good reputation and a
fair degree of notoriety so you could probably shift a few dozen, easy.

GC: That’s one thing I don’t understand, the notoriety, and Chris
Priest coming up and saying: “I played Bob Shaw your tape the other
night”, and I think, “What! You cretin!! I like Bob Shaw!” And he says:
“Bob Shaw liked it and was rolling about on the floor and he wanted to
hear it again.” This thing has repercussions that one didn’t realize.

RH: Pat, your wife, provided backing vocals on some tracks but apart
from that did anyone else contribute?

GC: No, it was all me. I used multi-tracking and everything, in fact,
but the kitchen sink. There were guitars, flutes, recorders, tambourines,
primitive drums, etc. I developed a good way of doing the bass drum that I
can pass onto anyone who’s interested. I did it by putting a microphone
under the mattress and hitting it with something heavy — a lot like
masturbating in fact. This, believe it or not, is Eno’s principle of
percussion where he’ll hit biscuit tins and then go away and feed the sound
through a synthesizer. I was doing the same thing, before him, without the
synthesizer. Also mouth organ piano.
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RH: In a sense of course, although you did the album on tape, you
were doing the same sort of thing in producing your own music that the
New Wave crowd advocated. In other words putting out your own stuff
without recourse to the big record companies.

GC: That’s true; I hadn’t realized it before. I could be one of the
original punks ’cos it was about the same time as the punk movement.
There was a Sex Pistols rip-off on the tape, the Sex Pistols being the punk
movement then. Gosh, nostalgia about punk already!

I think that ethic about doing it yourself and bringing street music to
the people was a bit phoney in the punk thing. Although it probably started
out sincere it didn’t last more than two months because soon things started
to escalate in the music biz and they had to conform. There is no way you
can remain revolutionary and anarchistic and work within the record

company structure. [10]

[1] Ploy #11 (March 1958, ed. Ron Bennett)
[2] Email to Hansen and Langford, 5
October 2023

[3] Motorway Dreamer #3 (2006, ed. John
Nielsen Hall)

[4] Yandro #102 (July 1971, ed. Buck
Coulson)

[5] Metanoia #7 (October/November 1970,
ed. Greg Shaw)

[6] Starling #35 (December 1976, ed. Hank
Luttrell)

[7] Janus #8 (1977, ed. Janice Bogstad and
Jeanne Gomoll)

[8] Online discussion, 21 August 2023

[9] https://efanzines.com/Cartiledge/astral.ht
ml

[10] Licks #1 (May 1979, ed. Rob Hansen)
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23. The Music Mogul

By 1970, Paul Williams was no longer associated with Crawdaddy:

As for Crawdaddy... No, I’m not “disgusted” to hear that its j.g.
[junior grade] mafioso backers have stopped putting money into
it, if indeed that’s what’s finally happened. “Crawdaddy” to me
is just a word and a history now, an experience I dimly
remember living through (Jon Landau’s reminiscences in a
recent Fusion gave me great pleasure). The demise of one more
rock paper, for whatever reasons, even a paper with the same
name as one I was once involved in, does not tear at my heart
strings. I had a dream the other night in which F&SF, Analog,
and several other prozines (no, Ted, I don’t remember if
Amazing was in there) folded publication simultaneously, with
gala last issues. That did shake me up a little, I think. But only
because I was dreaming, and my defenses were down.

The demise of Crawdaddy (all its demises, not just the
present one) stem from being Big Time, business, distributors, in
a word — money. And for myself, anyway, I’ve learned that I
don’t want to live in that world. If Peter Stafford and Dick
Lupoff and Ted and all have by any chance learned that too, then
I’'m glad of Crawdaddy’s death, because I do care about people,
I care about my friends, I wish them a life free from tension and
full of delight.

By the way, I never sold Crawdaddy. Chester [Anderson]
and Mike made the deal with Fantastic Gate and somehow kept
the old magazine going (for a while), but I was the owner (since
I knew it would be bad karma to saddle Chester with that
burden) and I never signed nothing nor received a penny in
payment. So if somebody wants to put out a journal called
“Crawdaddy” now, a) he’s crazy; b) he should go right ahead. I
don’t think we ever even got around to registering the trademark.
But do it on a mimeograph, please. Or typed, with carbons, like
Dick Lupoff’s first fanzine. Or drawn in the air with a swirl and
a flourish. This is no time to go into business. Never was and
never will be, either.

So as I was saying, I’'m not disgusted. I’m happy, in fact, as
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a pig in shit, and hoping you are the same. [1]

As it happened this was not the end of the story for Crawdaddy, nor of his
involvement with it. Its suspension in 1969 (presumably when this letter
was written) was brief, and it returned as a mass-market publication with
national distribution in 1970. Over the following decade it would feature
contributions from people such as Joseph Heller, John Lennon, Gilda
Radner, Dan Aykroyd, P.J. O’Rourke and Cameron Crowe. At various
times its roster of columnists would include William S. Burroughs, Paul
Krassner, and David G. Hartwell. While on the run from the law, Abbie
Hoffman was Crawdaddy’s travel editor.

Meanwhile, following his move to L.A. in 1970, Greg Shaw returned
to fanzine publishing both with a new musiczine, Who Put the Bomp!, and
with Metanoia, which freely discussed both fannish fandom and music. In
Metanoia #7 he wrote:

Lest you think I’ve been twiddling my thumbs waiting for the
world to beat a path to my door, I’d better tell you what I've
been doing with my small amounts of spare time. I just finished
a big issue of Who Put the Bomp! — but if you’re interested in
that sort of thing you’ve probably got your copy. Anyway,
WPTRB is bringing me into contact with a whole nother fandom,
which I’ve been checking out, writing to the people in it, trying
to get all the major fanzines, and get some idea of what’s
happening. Rock fandom is a lot more extensive than I once
thought, and it’s beginning to come together and achieve some
semblance of self-awareness, just as fandom did in the late 30s.
There’s a lot to be done there, and I look forward to being
involved in it. [1]

and in #8:

Last year’s Metanoia was the product of my circumstances, and
enough changes have occurred since then to make it impossible
to continue in that way. When I began Met, life consisted of
repetitious leather work and boredom the rest of the time. I felt
like recording my thoughts in a modest fanzine, and Met was the
result. It was easy to put out monthly — I could’ve done it weekly
if I wanted — and I had little reason to expect anything to change.
But it did, and as Metanoia grew in size and reputation my extra-
fannish life also grew, making for a tight squeeze.

My re-entry into rock & roll prodom has been chronicled in
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these pages, from my first attempts at record reviews to the
ecstatic reports in #7 of my first sale. Since then I’ve sold more
reviews and articles than I care to count, and the obligation to
produce material for a paying market now occupies a large part
of my mind.

Still another monkey is gibbering on my back in the form of
Who Put the Bomp!. That fanzine was begun early last year at
the request of Louis Morra, for his abortive rock apa, REAP.
When REAP folded I felt like continuing to publish my thoughts
on music, and to my surprise, the magazine has grown in six
months to a position where the top pros in the rock field are
telling me they think it is the most important publication
currently coming out. I’m a sucker for that kind of talk, and to
keep it coming in I’ve been devoting more time to editing
WPTB, and producing some large issues.

I’m not making excuses for Metanoia’s decline — that
would be dumb — but simply trying to show you why I don’t feel
it’s possible to continue it as a monthly. [2]

In 1974, Greg Shaw and his wife Suzy founded Bomp! Records. The label
has featured punk, pop, power pop, garage rock, new wave, old school
rock, and neo-psychedelia among other genres. Its eclectic roster of artists
has included Devo and Iggy Pop.

I’ll finish this with a short extract from Shaw’s interview with Scram
magazine (full interview at the link below), which says it all, really:

To many people, the word “fanzine” describes these teen-
exploitation magazines. It never did, nor was it used for the
movie mags in earlier days. The term was invented by science
fiction fans, who later introduced it to comics and other hobby
groups. It came out of the tradition of self-publishing. Everyone
who was into fandom had their own mimeograph machine, knew
how to cut stencils, how to run it off, and enjoyed doing that. It
was a form of craftsmanship. I came out of that tradition, so did
Paul Williams, Lenny Kaye (I have a zine of his, discussing
music, published in 1960); the people I’m talking about were a
part of what was called “fannish fandom”, as distinct from the
serious book-reviewers, who were read, but not considered cool
at all. Among fannish fans, nobody ever talked about science
fiction.

It was actually about the culture of publishing these
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magazines, and meeting at conventions, and having parties.
From the time that I was fifteen I hardly ever saw my family. On
weekends there’d always be a party in Berkeley at Poul
Anderson’s or Bob Silverberg’s house, and I’d go there and be
surrounded by these older people, beatniks, whatever. Who was
there...? Many people who later got into the rock and roll scene.
Chet Helms, the guy who started the Avalon Ballroom, was the
best friend of Bill Donaho, who was sort of the head of Berkeley
fandom. He also officiated at Chet’s wedding.

You know, the secret connections behind everything always
come down to people you never hear about, who put things
together so other stuff can happen. It’s something I’ve seen over
and over again, yet historians always neglect to mention it!
There was a party I went to at his house around 63, and Dave
Van Ronk was playing guitar and entertaining all of these
serious science fiction writers! It could just as easily have been
Bob Dylan. You’d be at a party with a hundred people in this
little house in Berkeley, everybody’d be drinking, people would
be making out. I was overwhelmed! This was so sophisticated to
me, a fifteen-year-old kid from the suburbs; this was the world I
wanted to belong to. And that was what science fiction meant to
me — it was a social life. It was being surrounded by interesting
people who were involved in all kinds of wild stuff that I wanted
to know more about.

I don’t know of any other subculture that had a DIY
fandom. Comic books, the film critique zines — all of that kind of
grew out of science fiction fans. If you go back to the roots of it,
there was always one person who started in science fiction and
went off and said “Well, I know how to publish fanzines! Let’s
do one for exploitation movies!” or whatever their interest was.
So now people talk about fandom as if it were a universal thing,
the word is even in dictionaries, but it started off with these guys
who read pulp magazines and were writing for the letter column
of Amazing Stories, and ended up writing to each other, and
starting these little magazines. [3]

[1] Metanoia #7 (October/November 1970,
ed. Greg Shaw)

[2] Metanoia #8 (March 1971, ed. Greg
Shaw)

[3] https://www.scrammagazine.com/greg-s
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24. The Punk Promoter

In Beabohema #12 (September 1970, ed. Frank Lunney), Greg Shaw’s
long article “Whither Rock?” sprang from a question:

Dan Goodman brings up an interesting question in Apa-L #266:
“What do you think comes after rock? Something will, you
know. The next bohemian generation will have its own music;
which may be partially derived from rock but will likely bear no
closer resemblance than rock does to jazz or folk.”

It’s a good question and it deserves an answer.

The answer*, of course, was what his old friend and fellow Californian fan
(though born in Australia of British parents) Jonh Ingham saw unfolding in
London, covering it in a letter he wrote to Peter Roberts’s newszine
Checkpoint in January 1977:

* [ know that rap/hip-hop also dates from this period, but I’ve
never found evidence of any crossover with fandom of the sort
described below. [Ed.]

A bit of news worth noting is that there’s been an incredible
spate of fanzines recently in the rock world. Zig Zag is the
granddaddy and there’ve been a few imitators plus the fifties-
collectors zines; but now fans of the new wave bands — or punk
bands, if you will — have been popping them out like a plague.
Eight in two weeks, to be precise. There’s a similarity to some of
them — mostly gushing reviews, which is what fans are about
after all — but a couple of them are pretty hot. The oldest is
Sniffin’ Glue, which first appeared in July and has kept to a
pretty regular schedule. It interviews the new bands and is
generally cynical (“We hate our readers” is their motto) in a
quite witty way. Now there’s Anarchy in the UK, which is
almost all pix, Ripped & Torn and New Wave (from Glasgow
and Newcastle, respectively), 48 Thrills, Bondage (with photos
cut from papers and safety-pinned to the page), Moron, and the
amazing London’s Outrage, which is done by a guy with an
obvious art school background and a very discerning analysis of
the connections between punks and fascism & violence (Fleet St
would have done well to read this before flying off at the mouth
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recently). Most of these fanzines are xeroxed, and most of them
disappear within a couple of weeks because the next one is under
way. I can supply addresses if you’re interested; but most of
these people have never heard of the concept of “the usual”, nor
even of selling fanzines. With my innate fannish superior
intelligence I am attempting to inject such concepts as “the
usual”, mainly by putting my own zine out. This is called
London’s Burning, after a song by the Clash, to whom it’s
devoted. It’s mostly collage & photo-montage, and the only
thing wrong about it is that my first fanzine in four years has
nothing to do with SF fandom. Somehow I can’t envisage
anyone besides Greg Pickersgill being interested in it, and even
he would look at me oddly. [1]

A few months earlier Ingham had drawn the cover for the fourth issue of
Pickersgill’s fannish fanzine Stop Breaking Down, whose title derived
from bluesman Robert Johnson’s “Stop Breaking Down Blues™.

Right from the early days of punk there was a lot of ignorance among
commentators about the origin of fanzines. Writing in Creative Review in
the early 1980s, Graeme Ewins claimed that:

West Coast record collector Greg Shaw, publisher of Who Put
the Bomp!, is credited with coining the word fanzine for mags
which were about single bands or branches of the rock family
tree. Other less specific publications he called genzines.

Actually the word “fanzine” was coined by Louis Russell Chauvenet in
1940 (prior to that they were called fanmags). Genzine had been in
common use in SF fandom too. Oh, and referring to them as zines also has
a long history in SF fandom. John N. Hall published a fanzine titled Zine
in 1969, Ron Bennett referred to “the zine scene” in Skyrack #90 (June
1966), and use of the abbreviation was noted in Fancyclopedia II in 1959.

As for the through line between SF fanzines and punkzines, here’s
one. It was the Fall 1973 issue of Who Put the Bomp!, a “British Invasion”
number, that inspired Brian Hogg of Dunbar in Scotland to launch his
fanzine Bam Balam (14 issues, 1975-1982), whose title probably derives
from the 1975 Ram Jam cover of “Black Betty”. When interviewed about
the genesis of Sniffin’ Glue, editor Mark Perry revealed:

I knew fanzines before that. At the time there was somebody
doing, I believe, a reggae fanzine. There were fanzines — I think
there was an old rockabilly one that I’d seen... because I used to
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go to this shop to buy a lot of my records — I was really into
underground music at the time — and I used to go to a shop called
Rock On records. One of their shops was in Camden, and
another one was in Newport Court in Soho, which is the one I
used to go to. And they used to have a lot of these little
alternative fanzines — rockabilly, reggae, blues, that type of
thing. There was a British one — a guy from Scotland called
Brian Hogg used to do a fanzine called Bam Balam. And that
used to be about sixties bands and that, and he used to have, like,
discographies of bands like the Kinks. So I knew what they
looked like. I knew the form, if you like. I knew the form. And
what really inspired me directly, I think it was Punk magazine,
which was a magazine that came out of New York. I think the
first issue of Punk — I think, you’d have to look it up — was
probably late *74, >75.*

Because the punk scene in New York started a bit earlier
than the UK one. I mean, Patti Smith, her first album come out
in ’75. Then you had the Ramones, Television... So Punk had
already, I think, by the time I did anything, they’d already had
about three or four issues out. Anyway, when I heard about the
Ramones and started getting into what I considered, and other
people were talking about, this new music — punk or whatever —
that was my — because I wasn’t a musician of any sort — that was
just an idea I had. [2]

* Punk #1 was January 1976, ed. John Holmstrom. [Ed.]

Getting back to Ingham, that previous SF fanzine was Twas Ever

Thus, which he had begun while still in California. Its mimeographed first
issue was 36 pages long, the contents consisting of several articles
reprinted from the Los Angeles Free Press and some material by Greg
Shaw reprinted from his own fanzines, as well as Ingham’s editorial,
fanzine reviews, a report on a Grateful Dead concert, and an article on the
possibility of filming The Lord of the Rings. Distributed with TET was
Never Eat a Fanzine #1, a four-page supplement consisting of remarks by
Ingham on the Westercon and rock music. John D. Berry reviewed TET in
the fanzine review column he wrote for Amazing Stories:

Twas Ever Thus is one of the best examples I’ve seen yet of a
relatively new phenomenon in fandom: fanzines produced by
young fans who are thoroughly immersed in the head [cannabis]
culture. That’s a very general statement, but it describes what is

171



an increasingly heavy influence on [American] fandom. The
advantages of this influx are enthusiasm and new angles on old
problems; the disadvantage is people who discover fandom,
mutter “Oh wow!” under their breath, and dash right in
rearranging things while thinking that they know what it’s all
about. [3]

Among the reprints from the Los Angeles Free Press was Chester
Anderson’s article “How to Play Communication Company” (see Chapter
21: The Counterculture), which Ingham seemed to regard as an important
piece:

If nothing else, you may think of this as Twas Ever Thus’s
position paper. It is also included (believe it or not) as a guide
(somewhat) to putting out a fanzine. It isn’t aimed specifically at
fanzines, but it’s close enough. It might also be the catalyst
needed to start a new type of fanzine — a communications
company fanzine.

If all works as intended with TET, you will be miles ahead
of the game if you subscribe. (It will definitely be going up with
#2, and possibly again with #3.) Assuming I don’t go bankrupt
in the process, I want TET coming out at so many different
intervals and in so many different formats that you’re never
going to know what to expect next. One time it may be like a
road map; the next time offset; the next time spiral bound. One
issue may be 100 pages, the next issue 2 pages. You may get 2
or 3, days or weeks apart, then nothing for a couple of months.
In short, I intend printing whenever the mood strikes me, be it to
tell you of the fantastic movie I saw last night, or to reproduce
all the irate letters asking just what the hell is going on. (It would
be helpful to read “How to Play Communication Company”,
since that was the catalyst (somewhat), and is why it is
included.) [4]

As Berry commented:

This is an admirable policy, and I expect it will make for a
fascinating fanzine, but again I question how well Jonh really
knows what he’s fooling around with. Actually, most of this
criticism should not be leveled directly at Twas Ever Thus; it’s a
general sort of criticism, which I think needs saying, but TET
shows enough talent and competence to carry it out of the class
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of an uninformed neofanzine. [3]

In 1972 Ingham moved to the UK to study at the London International
Film School and in 1974 he published the fourth and presumably final
issue of TET. Four issues in four years suggests that his ambitious policy
came to nothing — or was at the very least reconsidered.

By 1976 Ingham was writing for Sounds, one of the weekly papers
devoted to music that was then published in the UK and conducting high-
profile interviews with the Rolling Stones, Jimmy Page, Roxy Music,
Tangerine Dream and Queen. On Sunday 4th April, in a Soho strip club,
he witnessed a raw performance by a group that was like nothing he’d
encountered before. His editor approved an interview with them and a few
days later, in a room above the Cambridge Arms pub on Charing Cross
Road, Ingham recorded the first ever interview with the Sex Pistols to
appear in the music press. This predated their notorious TV interview with
Bill Grundy. He was also the first journalist to publish gig reviews of the
Damned and the Clash. Ingham would later bail out the Sex Pistols
member Sid Vicious after he was arrested by police and beaten up while in
custody. Caroline Coon was arrested at the same time:

On the other side of a room divider she could hear the police
repeatedly taunting Sid, banging his head on a table whenever he
talked back. The next morning he is arraigned in Marlborough
Street Magistrates Court, a high-windowed hall of solemnity and
stained oak. His face is a mass of bruises, with livid yellow-
purple rings around his eyes.

Sid is remanded to a juvenile detention centre. Bail is set at
£1000.

Because of the illegal arrest and brutality I guarantee the
bail. [5]

Incidentally, in 1980 Mike Moorcock wrote a novella, The Great Rock ’n’
Roll Swindle — first published in tabloid newspaper format by Virgin — that
featured the Sex Pistols and his character Jerry Cornelius. Reviewing this
in Ares Magazine #12, Greg Costikyan commented:

There are some amusing moments in Swindle [...] especially
when Bakunin and the Ukrainian anarchist Makhno criticize the
hedonistic decadence of what punkers claim is anarchy.

A revised version later appeared in Moorcock’s Casablanca (Gollancz,
1989) under the title “Gold Diggers of 1977”.
In early 1977, presumably soon after his promised punkzine London’s
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Burning appeared, Ingham retired from professional journalism to become
co-manager of pop-punk band Generation X for a year. After this he
returned to Los Angeles to work in the film industry, but his interest in
music continued. When in 1980 he became the manager of the all-girl
group the Go-Go’s, he made them a leading attraction in L.A.’s local
music scene. This led to them being signed by I.R.S. Records and to global
fame. In 1982 Ingham started the Fake Club, the first of the pop-up
nightclubs that were to be a part of L.A.’s nightlife in the 1980s; he
relocated to Tokyo in 1985 to work in advertising. Having become fluent
in Japanese, he was back in London from 1996 to 1998 as CompuServe’s
Head of Content. In 2000, as Head of Content at the music startup
Worldpop, he created Europe’s first content service for mobile phones. [6]

[1] Checkpoint #78 (January 1977, ed. Peter
Roberts)

[2] We Peaked at Paper (Boatwhistle Books,
2022, ed. Gavin Hogg & Hamish Ironside)
[3] Amazing Stories vol. 44 #5 (January
1971, ed. Ted White)

[4] Twas Ever Thus #1 (1970, ed. Jonh
Ingham)

[5] Spirit of °76: London Punk Eyewitness —
Jonh Ingham (Anthology Editions LLC,
2017)

[6] Info from Ingham’s Wikipedia page
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25. The Senior Civil Servants

The Wilderness Years — Walter A. Willis

Well now, what did happen to Fandom?

I’m not quite sure myself. I was still in touch up to the mid-sixties
paying off the debt of the second trip to Chicago in 1962... the moral
obligation I mean, not the money. Then three things happened. Terry Carr
invited me to write a book about Ireland, I totalled my car (ending up
upside down in a field but unharmed thanks to a safety belt) and it was
uninsured and I needed the money, so I did it. It involved reading or at
least skimming dozens of books and altogether took up about a year,
during which fandom had to be set aside. Then this country began to run
into serious trouble and for the next eight years I devoted to my work all
the energy that used to go into fandom. It didn’t do the country much good
in the end as it turned out, but one by-product is that I ended up as a fairly
important official. In fact in 1974 I was the administrative head of one of
the departments in the power-sharing executive. As you know that was
brought down, and work began to lose its value and interest for me.

I took up with fandom in a small way again, even going to a
convention in Manchester in 1976. I found that generations of fans had
flourished and died in the interim, but that fans were still there who
remembered us and there were others to whom we were revered
mythological figures.

I retired from the NI Government service with a stroke brought on by
stress, part of which was a mental overload which left me unable for a
while to read fiction. My subconscious seemed to have resolved it was a
waste of time, like reading for mere pleasure before a vital examination.
Even now I read remarkably little compared to what I was like before. (I
remember the sense of grievance I felt for years against the Belfast Library
system because they wouldn’t let you change your books the same day you
took them out.) I have recovered to some extent, but the only science
fiction I am so far able to read is firmly based on rational ideas and the real
world. Adventures in imaginary universes seem pointless to me: even the
blurbs make me feel tired. The acceptable spectrum now seems to run
between Sagan’s Contact and Koontz’s Watchers, both of which I loved,
but I can’t define its parameters. Fantasies set in an imaginary world seem
to be right out, so far.
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I was in love with my job, but that was before Direct Rule. When that
happened all us native civil servants were inevitably downgraded in
practice, however tactful the English imports tried to be — and they did try,
many of them very hard. (One notable example was Trevelyan* who later
became head of the prisons in the HO* and is now making a name for
himself in the Civil Service Commission. Watch out for him, he’s going
places. Not only had... has... he intelligence and charm, he could almost be
a fan. Look out for his name: I fancy him for Head of the Civil Service.)

* Dennis Trevelyan; Home Office. [Ed.]

Well, as I was saying, not only were we downgraded by the
movement of power to Westminster and Whitehall leaving us with
responsibility without power, the obverse of the harlot and much worse for
the morale. Another thing was that they did things very differently from
us. The most comprehensible example I can offer of the sort of thing I
mean can be found in Harold Wilson’s autobiography, his account of his
trip to Rhodesia as it then was to sort out the UDI thing. On this day there
had been a long session with the Rhodesian cabinet and their Lord Chief
Justice, which had got nowhere. Wilson went back to his hotel and the
Rhodesians stayed on talking among themselves. New ideas surfaced and
they thought they had the answer, and the Lord Chief Justice hurried over
to Wilson’s hotel room with it written down on a piece of paper. Wilson
wouldn’t even read it. It should be properly typed out, he said, and they
shouldn’t use a Lord Chief Justice as a messenger boy. This has nothing to
do with politics or racial problems or left and right: it is simply an
illustration of the different ways things are done in large countries as
opposed to small countries. Another example was when my assistant at the
time, an agreeable character called Eric Mcllwrath, myself and two
English civil servants were sitting in the officials’ gallery in the House of
Commons when Gerry Fitt came over to thank my Eric for some
information he had given him. (Relations between Stormont civil servants
and Nationalist MPs were cordial because we felt we had to compensate
for the fact that the opposition was unlikely to have the opportunity to
participate in government and thereby learn the ropes.) The conversation
concluded like this:

Fitt. “You remember I promised that when I took over as
Minister of Home Affairs I would make you an Assistant
Secretary?”

Eric. “Oh yes.”

Fitt. “Well, I’ve changed my mind. I’'m going to make you
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Permanent Secretary.”
Eric. “Well thanks, Gerry. See you in the bar?”

The English civil servants were indescribably appalled by this exchange.
You just didn’t talk to MPs like that, or joke about bribery.

Another factor was the nature of the job itself. Technically it was
unknown as Unallocated Legislation, by which was meant legislation on
subjects which weren’t the administrative responsibility of any other
branch in the government, either because there was no administration at all
involved in them or because they were entirely new functions. This
included such things as liquor licensing, gaming, criminal law, race
relations, family law, race and sex discrimination, civil remedies, shop
hours, public holidays, obscene publications, land law and leasehold
reform, criminal injuries and ghod knows what else. Which was great, all
very interesting and varied. But after you’d been doing it for a few years it
was increasingly borne in upon you that you were always struggling uphill.
What I mean is that you were always being faced with the problem of
mastering some new subject to the point where you could hold your own
with people who had been immersed in it for years or actually earned their
living at it. This eventually got to be quite a strain, to the point where I
began to feel a real revulsion against having to absorb fresh packages of
information, and to be fascinated by the problem of excessive information
storage as experienced by people with eidetic memories. Cf. the professor
of ichthyology who every time he remembered the name of a student,
forgot the name of a fish.

So maybe you can see how though I liked my job, it was a great relief
to get away from it.

I came out of my mild stroke in November 1978 practically
unscathed, but my doctor was prepared to certify me as disabled for my
work, on the reasoning that I shouldn’t be exposed to too much stress and
the nature of my job in the Northern Ireland Office was stress, so I was
eligible for the Job Release Scheme. So I came out at the age of 60 and a
bit. That was in March 1980 and I haven’t regretted it for a second. I find I
have a real vocation for retirement.

The only thing is that I don’t seem to have enough time for all that I
want to do, and I have this block I mentioned against typing. I think it’s
partly a reaction against all those years I wrote because I had to without
wanting to, and now I don’t have to do anything I just damn well don’t.
I’m coming out of it gradually but I think sometimes I’'m like an old watch
you come across in a drawer. You shake it and the hands move fitfully and
it goes tic tic and you think maybe this ol’ watch is still working... but in
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fact all you’ve done is briefly stimulate the hairspring to tremulous life.
The mainspring is gone.

— Letters, 1981 and 1990

But not permanently, as it turned out: Willis resumed his
fanwriting a few years later. Almost the entirety of his writing
for fanzines is now available as TAFF ebook editions.

Incidentally, in 1969 Willis was the first to give a name to
the concept of Nudgism, a term usually credited to Richard
Thaler and Cass Sunstein as a result of their 2008 book Nudge:
Improving Decisions about Health, Wealth, and Happiness (Yale
University Press). Here’s the Willis formulation:

Privately I think of it as Nudgism, the theory that people can be induced
voluntarily to do things you couldn’t force them to do. [...] The Nudgist
solution was employed the other day by a building contractor in Northern
Ireland who had found it was impossible to keep children off areas in front
of buildings where he had sown grass seed. This time he gave a grass-
sowing party for all the local children, entrusted the infant lawn to them,
and promised another party when the grass was three inches high. At the
grass-mowing party there was not a single footprint on the lawn, and the
cost of the two parties was far less than the cost of a fence. [1]

Another fan to become a senior civil servant was Leroy Kettle,
whose fanzine writing has also been collected in a TAFF ebook
edition (see True Rat: The Beast of Leroy Kettle, also available
in paperback). A noted fan humorist, Kettle got in trouble with
his minister at the time when he altered a poster for the
departmental film club’s showing of Raid on Entebbe to read
Raid on Entebbit. The minister was Norman Tebbit.

When not engaging in such japery, Kettle was heavily
involved in the work of the department and among many other
achievements, was one of the principal architects of the
Disability Discrimination Act 1995. His work on this earned him
an OBE in the Queen’s Honours List for 2006 and the nickname
“Lord Kettle” among his fellow fans.

[1] Warhoon 26 (February 1969, ed. Richard
Bergeron)
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26. The Anti-Nuclear Activists

Since the anti-nuclear protests of the late 1950s the belief had grown that
these weapons were too terrible to ever be used. This was encapsulated in
the acronym MAD — Mutual Assured Destruction — a doctrine which held
that, to quote Wikipedia:

...a full-scale use of nuclear weapons by an attacker on a nuclear-
armed defender with second-strike capabilities would cause the
complete annihilation of both the attacker and the defender. It is
based on the theory of rational deterrence, which holds that the
threat of using strong weapons against the enemy prevents the
enemy’s use of those same weapons. The strategy is a form of
Nash equilibrium in which, once armed, neither side has any
incentive to initiate a conflict or to disarm.

The term “mutual assured destruction”, commonly
abbreviated “MAD”, was coined by Donald Brennan, a strategist
working in Herman Kahn’s Hudson Institute in 1962. However,
Brennan came up with this acronym ironically, spelling out the
English word “mad” to argue that holding weapons capable of
destroying society was irrational.

All good and well, but what happens when a US President starts talking
about “winnable” nuclear war? It upends the consensus on MAD (a
grudging consensus in many quarters, it’s true) and causes a huge
resurgence in CND is what. It’s certainly what got me worried back then.

On 5 September 1981 a Welsh group, Women for Life on Earth,
arrived at Greenham Common from my native Cardiff to protest against
the decision of the British government to allow cruise missiles to be stored
there. This was the start of the Greenham Common Women’s Peace Camp.
The following month 250,000 people joined an anti-nuclear demonstration
in London. CND’s demonstration on the eve of cruise missile deployment
in October 1983 was one of the largest in British history, with 300,000
taking part in London as three million protested across Europe. [1] New
CND branches formed across the UK and fans joined up, of course.
Inevitably, with their fanzine experience, they often ended up producing
the newsletter and other publications for their local branches.

Joseph Nicholas and Judith Hanna met at a science fiction convention
in Sydney, Australia in 1981. The following year she moved to be with
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Joseph in London: the pair married in 1983, just in time for the CND
resurgence. Joining Pimlico CND, they naturally took over responsibility
for publications. Most local newssheets were called something anodyne
like The (name of branch) Newsletter, but Nicholas liked the titles of
publications he was associated with to pack more of a punch. When he
took over the British Science Fiction Association’s reviewszine Paperback
Parlour he renamed it Paperback Inferno to reflect the more, ah, “robust”
reviewing style he favoured, and when he later co-edited the fanzine FTT
with Hanna (and, initially, others), for the first nine issues those letters
stood for Fuck the Tories.

And fans aren’t political? Yeah, right.

So instead of Pimlico CND Newsletter you had Ground Zero News.
Hanna also became PA to the general secretary and chair of CND (then
Bruce Kent and Joan Ruddock) during the mid-1980s, and later organized
the CND Express campaign bus in the run-up to the 1987 general election.

Another London fan who got involved was Malcolm Edwards, whose
fanzines I was running off on my Gestetner during this period and who
was then an SF editor at Victor Gollancz:

I was a committee member of the publishers’ CND group BAND
(Book Action for Nuclear Disarmament) and when we decided
to produce a newsletter it quickly became clear that among these
eminent folk (one or two legendary editors, and the man who at
the time was the editor of the trade magazine, The Bookseller) 1
was the only one who had a clue how to set about producing and
printing an eight-page A5 newsletter, which as you know is
child’s play to anyone who has produced a fanzine or a
convention progress report. [2]

Nicholas and Hanna weren’t the only ones who got together during this
period. My own girlfriend Avedon Carol came over from the US with her
friend Lucy Huntzinger to spend the summer with me in 1984. On a trip to
Camden town we stumbled across the group Madness filming a music
video, to Lucy’s delight. This is one of the other things we did:

On June the 9th I did it again. Once again I found myself on a
CND march, this time in the company of Avedon Carol and
Martin Tudor. We started off by meeting outside Forbidden
Planet and originally there were supposed to be four of us... only
Lucy “I’ll march by myself if no-one else turns up” Huntzinger
didn’t show. Had some wimpy excuse about having ate too
much meat, smoked too much dope, drunk too much (about two
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pints), and overslept.

The march set off from Hyde Park and as usual there was
the problem of which banner to march behind. Last time the
Pickersgills and I had marched behind Scottish CND (Lord
knows why....) but this time we were looking for something
more appropriate. So naturally enough we ended up in the Welsh
CND section, only for some inexplicable reason Avedon and
Martin didn’t seem terribly enthralled by this choice. After a
while of having to put up with Avedon’s cracks about “...lousy
Welsh cooks...” (don’t ask) I was about to ask her just-who-she-
wanted-to-march-behind-and-it-didn’t-matter-to-me anyway-as-
all-I-wanted-was-a-bit-of-peace-and-quiet when the answer
presented itself. Marching up through the columns waiting to
leave the park area came a small group carrying a banner that
read: EMBARRASSED AMERICANS AGAINST REAGAN.

A sour note was struck by a steward who said through her
megaphone, “You couldn’t die of embarrassment, could you?” —
her knee-jerk anti-Americanism being more important to her
than remembering we were all there for the same reason. There’s
always one arsehole. Fortunately her cretinous behaviour was
more than compensated for by the warm applause from most
everyone else when they saw the banner.

“Them!” said Avedon, “I wanna march with them.”

This was fine with Martin and me (it was a cool banner
after all) so we wormed our way up to where they were starting
from and fell-in with the banner carriers. As if to prove the
theory that there really are only a few thousand people in the
world (the rest being cardboard cut-outs), one of them turned out
to have been a student at the same Washington DC college
where Avedon had learned sign language (not that Avedon is
deaf, y’understand, but she wanted to learn how to easily
communicate with deaf friends) and in no time at all their hands
were flashing about, making the sort of arcane gestures not
usually seen outside the pages of a Dr. Strange comicbook.
Since the only two signs I know are used to tell someone to
“fuck off” or to indicate that the person next to me is a wanker I
didn’t play too large a part in this conversation.

The really neat thing about marching under
EMBARRASSED AMERICANS AGAINST REAGAN was
watching the reactions of the bystanders. For the most part they

181



seemed delighted by the banner and either burst into applause or
cheered or both, but some didn’t. Certain elderly people, who
looked like American tourists, watched stone-faced as we
marched on by. This aside the response of the spectators was
heady wine and the Americans around us, as well as those
marching under AMERICANS AGAINST AMERICAN
NUCLEAR IMPERIALISM, were all in favour of splitting off
from the main body and marching on the American Embassy
until it was pointed out to them that this sort of thing could result
in them being deported.

In spite of her multiple nameless ailments Avedon held up
pretty well through most of the march but by the time we all
assembled in Trafalgar Square she was beginning to flag and
was in dire need of a Coke, so there was only one thing for it:
McDonalds.

An evening around at the Pickersgills spent mocking Lucy,
sitting drinking beer on the balcony, watching Concorde fly
over... seemed the perfect end to the day. Although travelling
home on the tube and not encountering Nazis (as we had the
night before) seemed pretty good as well. [3]
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Avedon Carol on CND march, 1984.

I went on several marches back in the day, including one protesting the
government’s homophobic Section 28/Clause 28, but they’re only as
effective as the coverage they’re given by the press. After the BBC’s
shameful coverage of the Poll Tax riot I lost any faith I had in them to
report political events honestly.

Something that happened in March 1985 gives some indication of the
extent to which CND fervour had spread in UK fandom:

Monthly BSFA pub meetings developed a hiccup when the
formerly hospitable King of Diamonds pub announced without
prior warning that the society was to be banned for filthy
practices, such as mentioning CND. Mighty organizer Judith
Hanna issued a “shocked” press release, spurring City Limits
mag to interview the KoD landlord: “It’s not political,” he
wailed, “they don’t spend enough. And they have things from
Greenpeace and Save the Seals which isn’t science fiction.” Like
listening to the old Norwich lot saying “It’s not right, you drink
and have fun, which isn’t SF....” [4]
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Two months later, Avedon Carol moved to the UK permanently and we
got married. That was 38 years ago and we’re still together. As for the
London BSFA meetings:

Friday 20th September 1985: Until Avedon, in her mad
determination to sample all the many delights London’s
sprawling and kaleidoscopic fannish social scene has to offer,
dragged me along to the September BSFA meeting I hadn’t been
to one in months. It lost a lot of its popularity when it was
switched from its Holborn location to the less easily accessible
Coopers Arms in Chelsea’s Flood Street, a move necessitated by
the landlord of The King of Diamonds throwing us out for being
too opposed to nuclear weapons, and attendance figures had
fallen accordingly. [5]

That reference to “London’s sprawling and kaleidoscopic fannish social
scene” wasn’t just hyperbole, by the way. To me in the 1980s that fan/pro
scene with its regular round of parties and pub meetings was as wonderful
as the one Greg Shaw described finding in the Bay Area of early 1960s
America.

[1] Wikipedia

[2] Email to Hansen, 3 July 2017

[3] Fish Helmet #6 (July 1984, ed. Rob
Hansen for FRANK’S APA)

[4] Ansible #42 (March 1985, ed. Dave
Langford)

[5] Crank #1 (September 1985, ed. Rob
Hansen & Ted White)
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27. The Government Minister

Race Mathews was Minister for the Arts of the State of Victoria
legislature when, in 1985, he gave the Opening Address in
Melbourne at Aussiecon Two, that year’s Worldcon. This was
held over August 22-26 in the Southern Cross, Victoria, and
Sheraton Hotels. What follows is a short excerpt from that
address.

The five of us — Bob McCubbin, Mervyn Binns, Dick Jenssen, Lee
Harding and myself — made up the nucleus of the Melbourne Science
Fiction Group. The Group met for the first time in 1952. I had just turned
17. Along with a further newcomer — Ian Crozier — we established a
publishing firm of our own under the name Amateur Fantasy Publications
of Australia.

A.F.P.A. was located in the garage of Mervyn’s home. The assets
consisted of a second-hand Roneo 500 duplicator, together with our stocks
of stencils, paper and ink. The publications were Lee Harding’s Perhaps,
Ian Crozier’s Question Mark, my own Bacchanalia, and the newszine
Etherline. Etherline established what may well be an all-time record by
appearing at fortnightly intervals for 100 issues, between 1953 and 1958.
In time, the Melbourne Science Fiction Group felt sufficiently assertive to
take over from Sydney the role of organizing most of Australia’s science
fiction conventions.

Melbourne’s first national science fiction convention — the
Olympicon — was held in 1956 to coincide with the Melbourne Olympic
games. Australia’s first world science fiction convention — Aussiecon One
— followed nineteen years later, in 1975.

The Melbourne Science Fiction Group and Amateur Fantasy
Publications of Australia exemplified the unfractious face of Australian
fandom. Meetings revolved around talk, letters, publishing, bartering and
chess. Puritanism, too, was pervasive. At an early date, our proceedings
were removed from the living room at my home, in favour of a Swanston
Street cafe called Val’s. Shock and horror prevailed when Val’s turned out
also to be a meeting place for some of the courageous Lesbians whose
coming-out from the closet was just getting underway. Bob McCubbin
wrote boldly in Etherline that “Extroverts and introverts we may be, but
perverts never.” Given that our membership at that stage was exclusively
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male, such risks as Val’s clientele may have presented were remote. Had
an invitation been issued, it probably would not have been understood.
Nevertheless, future meetings were held in the austerely asexual
surroundings of the Latrobe Street Manchester United Oddfellows Hall, in
comforting proximity to the Russell Street Police headquarters.

The episode illustrated a further quirk of [Australian] fandom.
Women were not only mostly absent but mostly unsought.

When Bob McCubbin’s wife was asked how she felt about science
fiction, she replied quite seriously that it kept Bob away from chasing
other women. If Bob harboured any such inclination it was a well-kept
secret. When Rosemary Simmons applied for membership of the Futurian
Society of Sydney in 1952, her application was rejected on the grounds
that, in Vol Molesworth’s words, “the admission of women had caused
trouble in the pre-war days of the club”. The poet Lex Banning intervened
with the query, “Are we Futurians or are we Victorians?”, but the
Society’s all-male membership went ahead to vote down Ms. Simmons by
a two-thirds majority. My own practice of bringing my fiancée with me to
meetings of the Melbourne Science Fiction Group was sufficiently unusual
for her appearances to be reported regularly in the secretary’s notes which
appeared regularly in Etherline.

The unreported fact was that my courtship was being funded largely
by selling off my science fiction collection, meeting by meeting over the
best part of two years. The school library and parliamentary society had
already fanned my long-standing interest in politics, and the lectures at
Toorak Teachers’ College were further developing my liking for music
and theatre. My marriage in early 1955 marked the point where I had
moved on irrevocably from the world of science fiction to the
preoccupations which subsequently have shaped my life. The ties which
held together our little circle of friends were likewise loosening. Bob
McCubbin died before his time, while Dick Jenssen had his time taken up
increasingly by work in the Science Faculty at Melbourne University. It
remained for Lee Harding to become the author of a series of outstanding
science fiction novels which includes Displaced Person and Future
Sanctuary, and for Mervyn Binns to establish Melbourne’s Space Age
Bookshop. Along with millions like us, virtually in every country on earth,
we are all indebted deeply to science fiction for the new pleasures to which
it introduced us, the new friendships it has enabled us to establish and the
additional edge which it has imparted to our curiosity, imagination and
hunger for ideas.

Intellectually, the Campbell Revolution of the *40s instated serious
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speculation in the “hard sciences” — engineering, physics and chemistry —
at the heart of science fiction. Currently, science fiction is become in
addition a vehicle for the serious examination of anthropological,
sociological and overtly political ideas. To an immense extent, the change
has been brought about by the work and influence of women science
fiction writers and — increasingly — women critics. Feminism and the
women’s movement, as ideas whose time has come, are reshaping the
whole way in which humanity sees itself, and, in the process, science
fiction, too, has changed. It is not only that women increasingly are setting
major science fiction agendas through the incisive analysis of issues of
special relevance to themselves. The best of them have introduced new
benchmarks for insight, sensitivity and good writing which apply now
equally to male writers and the traditional preoccupations of mainstream
science fiction.

Bob Shaw:

The Australian Minister of the Arts — the Rt. Hon. Race Mathews —
gave a wonderful opening address in which he detailed his experiences as
a fanzine publisher in the early ’50s. Afterwards I told him I had
particularly enjoyed it because I was going through identical experiences
in Belfast at exactly the same time, and the first thing he said was, “And
how is Walt Willis these days?”... What a web we have woven! I looked
up the antique card index and sure enough there he was, Race Mathews,
exchange for Bacchanalia. Wish I could find a copy of that; I’d write him
aloc. [1]

Mathews joined the Labour Party in 1956 and served as chief of
staff to Prime Minister Gough Whitlam and Labour leaders in
the Parliament of Victoria before his election to the House of
Representatives.

From 1972 to 1975, Mathews was the Federal Member for
Casey, where he served as the chairman of the House of
Representatives Select Committee on Specific Learning
Difficulties (1974-1975), and the chairman of the Government
Members’ Committee on Urban and Regional Development.
From 1979 to 1992, Mathews served as the State Member for
Oakleigh in the Victorian Legislative Assembly during the Cain
Government. In this capacity, Mathews served as the chairman
of the Ministerial Advisory Committee on Co-operatives, the
Minister for Community Services from 1987 to 1988, and
Minister for Police and Emergency Services and Minister for the
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Arts 1982-1987. [2]

[1] File 770 #57 & #58 (January & April
1986, ed. Mike Glyer)
[2] Wikipedia
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28. The Trans Icon

The earlier Chapter 4: The Lesbian Pioneer featured Edythe Eyde, the only
LGBT figure to emerge from fandom covered in this work to this point.
Even though it’s likely there were as many queer folk in fandom in
decades past as there are now, the laws of their time prevented them from
being open about such things, and certainly not in print. As a result of this,
most didn’t leave any evidence behind of their true selves. There were
exceptions, however, such as Arthur C. Clarke who, despite never coming
out publicly, was open about his sexuality within SF pro/fan circles.
Which is why something he did in the early 1950s, presumably in the
name of “respectability”, caused some surprise among his friends, as Sam
Youd (John Christopher) explained:

Arthur made no secret of his sexual orientation, and when,
during his first tour of the USA, news reached us that he had
married and had also grown a beard we thought it must be a
joke, and organized a counter-jest. Ted Carnell procured false
beards which we solemnly wore at the White Horse on the
Thursday evening he was due back. Arthur duly turned up with
bride on his arm... and clean-shaven. I don’t think our Marx
Brothers moment was the main factor in determining the brevity
of the marriage, but it can’t have helped. [1]

Within the Los Angeles fandom of the 1940s there was supposedly a group
of gay fans who called themselves the Bixel Street Irregulars. Little is
known about this group except that they were led by James Kepner.
Despite the laws of the period Kepner was entirely open about being gay,
which was either incredibly brave or incredibly foolhardy, possibly both.
Others such as 1950s Liverpool fan John Roles only confided in trusted
friends, his secret not coming out until after his death.

Fortunately times change, but usually only because courageous
people force them to. And some of those people are fans.

Involved in the Gay Liberation Front since its earliest days, Roz
Kaveney contacted the group on moving to London in 1971 and asked
what they were doing concerning trans issues. It turned out these were
being handled by a small group coordinated by Rachel Pollack. Kaveney
went to see her that same day, the pair later being largely responsible for
the first trans manifesto. This was published in the GLF’s newsletter in
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1972 and titled “Don’t Call Me Mister, You Fucking Beast”. Kaveney also
took part in the country’s first Gay Pride march in London in July 1972.
Today, Pride is a big party, a cultural event that even attracts corporate
sponsors and the endorsement of major politicians, but back then it was an
act of defiance, a demand to be seen — something that you might be risking
your job and social ostracism for participating in.

The first SF convention Kaveney attended was SKYCON in 1978.
That year’s Eastercon, it was held at the Heathrow Hotel, adjacent to the
airport (Dave Langford was a member of the organizing committee). She
has been attending them off and on ever since, both here and in America.
Now a published poet and author of both fiction and non-fiction, she is
often a featured speaker.

In 1979 she launched New River Blues with co-editor Abigail Frost, a
fanzine that lasted until the mid-1980s. As for her personal journey:

In 1973 I went to this musical I’d heard about that had just
transferred from the Royal Court to a semi-derelict cinema. It
was a strange year — I was trying to finish my B. Litt. thesis and
was starting to think that I wasn’t a very good poet. (In 1973 this
was true — made worse by the fact that my ex-flatmate Chris
Reid clearly was very good indeed. I have told elsewhere the
story of how my thesis became someone else’s significant novel
and a rather good article of mine but also led to my leaving
academia for good.) I’d been hanging out with the trans woman
community in Manchester for years — at Oxford I had had the
serious talking to by a senior feminist academic about how
transsexuality was a False Consciousness and had made the
mistake of listening to her.

But on the other hand, it was the year I got obsessed with
Cabaret the movie and with Bowie — it was the year I saw the
Stardust tour. And in that cinema the third high-heeled shoe
dropped because I saw the Rocky Horror Show for the first time.
Can you imagine? I was unhappy and dysphoric and full of self-
doubt. And here were Richard O’Brien and Tim Curry and Nell
Campbell and Pat Quinn and the others all telling me it was OK
—don’t dream it, be it.

I was, I guess, one of the first kids — OK I was 24, but still —
to feel able to normalize my gender socially among my actual
friends by just saying Sally Bowles, Frank’n’Furter, Ziggy and
flicking a black boa at them. It was a cowardly short-term
compromise but I had guilt and fear and was not quite prepared

190



to commit by taking black-market hormones. [The] Charing
Cross [Gender Identity Clinic] was John Randall and all his
demands for hetero and cis normativity and I was young and
wanted to have fun... [2]

In August 1979, when I definitively transitioned, I made a
decision to be entirely open about being trans. This was not
particularly about being virtuous — I reasoned that at 6 ft 4 I was
always liable to be read and that if I wanted to write and review
and write reports on novels and television scripts, I was always
liable to run into people who had known me at Oxford or at

Y orkshire Television.

It also meant that I could write about being trans — this
became almost immediately relevant because of the publication
of Janice Raymond’s book [Transsexual Empire].

It was consistent with the liberationist politics I had held
during my GLF days and with how some of my older friends like
Rachel Pollack had chosen to live their lives.

I did not intend it as a rebuke to those of my friends who
wanted to live in stealth or who had been chivvied into stealth by
their GICs; I was lucky to have a psychiatrist who accepted that
my reasoning about my career was valid.

I have never regretted being either trans or visible.
Generally, I have the level of acceptance as a woman who
happens to be trans that I am comfortable with — occasional
idiocies aside... [3]

One such “idiocy” occurred in June 1981 when Kaveney was returning
home after attending the first-Thursday of the month meeting of SF fans in
London, which at the time was held in the One Tun pub in Farringdon — a
successor to the White Horse and the Globe. She was accosted by a gang
of young thugs who beat her up, a sadly all too common occurrence if
you’re trans and not the first time she had been the victim of such an
assault. However, on this occasion she was told the “comprehensive, but
not severe” (her words) beating she had just received was only a warning,
and that if she didn’t move out of the area they would kill her. She moved.
[4]

In 1989, in response to a resolution by the annual general meeting of
the National Council for Civil Liberties condemning pornography,
Kaveney founded Feminists Against Censorship (FAC) with Linda Semple
(Avedon Carol was an early recruit.) Meetings of feminists were organized
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in London to begin producing documents and speaking up for the feminist
position in support of free expression. Giving any government greater
powers to curb freedom of expression is rarely a good idea and often
results in them being used against people and organizations that those in
favour of the government having those powers did not intend. As FAC’s
Wikipedia page states:

FAC is unfunded and has no paid staff or offices. Individual
members write submissions to government bodies, letters, and
other publications. FAC and its members have produced several
books presenting research reviews, analysis, and personal
experiences related to censorship and pornography. They are
also available to speak to the public and have joined university
debates as well as appearing on television and participating in
radio discussions.

Needless to say, Kaveney took part in those discussions and appeared on
TV as well, unfazed by the intellectual heavyweights she sometimes found
herself facing and more than capable of holding her own against them.

While her views did not always align with the establishment — she
was kicked out of the Labour Party — Kaveney has continued to campaign
over the decades for liberal causes in general and trans rights in particular,
becoming a mentor figure to generations of young transwomen in the
process. In recent years she has discovered that her personal history in re
being trans is more complicated than the quotes above suggest, something
she may cover elsewhere.

Confession time. Roz has been a friend of mine for more than forty
years. She’s almost frighteningly well-read but has never once made me
feel dumb for being considerably less so. I doubt she’d describe herself as
an icon, but I would. In fact I just did. I think it’s warranted.

[1] Relapse #17 (Spring 2010, ed. Peter
Weston)

[2] RozK LiveJournal (18 September 2015)
[3] RozK LiveJournal (31 March 2016)

[4] New River Blues #5 (July/August 1981,
ed. Abi Frost & Roz Kaveney)
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29. The Political Scientist

Unlike most newcomers, Rainer Eisfeld made quite a splash when he first
arrived on the international fannish scene. The occasion was the 1957
Worldcon in the King’s Court Hotel, London, the first to be held outside
North America, and John W. Campbell was the Guest of Honour. As for
why the youngster made such an impression, here’s Forrest J Ackerman:

A highpoint of the Convention (all agreed) was the personal
triumph of a New Personality. A 16-year-old superboy from
Germany scored a great individual success. His name — and one
to conjure with in the future of World Fandom — Rainer Eisfeld.
Only 16. I couldn’t get over it. I thought of myself at 22, six
years older than he and in my native land, going to my first
convention, a trembling mass of scared green jello, afraid of the
sound of my own voice, almost inarticulate and terrified that I
would be so much as called upon to stand and be recognized....
And here was young Rainer, a mere teenager, his first time
in this (to him) foreign land of England, speaking a language not
his own, and delivering a personally written and translated
speech so well from memory that very few persons present, I’'m
sure, suspected it was other than extemporaneous, so great was
Eisfeld’s command of the language and of himself. [1]

And Walt Willis:

This 16-year-old boy, speaking in a strange language in a
country he was visiting for the first time, spoke so fluently,
interestingly and sincerely that in fact he received a louder
ovation than any of his predecessors, even Campbell himself. [2]

Active in German fandom until 1960, Eisfeld then moved on to other
things, gaining an economics degree from the University of Saarbriicken in
1966 and in 1971 his PhD in political science from Frankfurt’s Goethe
University, becoming an assistant professor there for the following two
years. His longest academic association was with the University of
Osnabriick, where he was professor of political science from 1974 to 2006
(and emeritus professor following his retirement). International
appointments included visiting scholarships at the University of Arizona
and at UCLA. He also taught at the latter as a visiting professor in 2002.
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According to Wikipedia, from which most of the information in this
paragraph derives, he currently serves:

as reviewer for Political Studies, International Political Science
Review, European Political Science, and as member of the
Polish Political Science Yearbook’s Editorial Board. First
appointed in 1994, he also continues to serve on the Board of
Trustees of Concentration Camp Memorials Buchenwald and
Mittelbau-Dora (State of Thuringia, Germany).

Eisfeld authored many political science books on subjects that include
among other things the problems of participatory democracy, the transition
from dictatorship to democracy, and scientists’ compliance during the Nazi
regime. In 1997 the journal Bild der Wissenschaft selected his book
Mondstichtig (“Moonstruck”), about Wernher von Braun’s involvement in
the Nazi slave labour programme, as one of their Year’s Outstanding
Books on Science. And following his retirement, Eisfeld turned his
attention back to fandom:

I had resolved that, after retiring in 2006, the first thing I’d do
would be writing a brief history of the first five years of
Gerfandom, hopefully detached and a bit ironic. This led to Die
Zukunft in der Tasche (“The Future in Your Pocket™), which
reviewers have indeed credited with sounding detached and a bit
ironic. [3]

* Subtitled “Science Fiction und SF-Fandom in der Bundesrepublik.
Die Pionierjahre 1955-1960”, which hardly needs translation. [Ed.]

On the SF front he co-authored, with Wolfgang Jeschke, a lavishly
illustrated coffee-table book titled Marsfieber — Aufbruch zum roten
Planeten: Phantasie und Wirklichkeit (“Mars Fever — Leaving for the Red
Planet: Fantasy and Reality”), and in 2022 he published Rock’n’Roll und
Science Fiction — Wie Die Bundesrepublik modern wurde (“Rock’n’Roll
and Science Fiction — How the Federal Republic Evolved into
Modernity”). This includes a reference to the Brunner/CND activities
described in the present book’s Chapter 10: The Aldermaston Marcher, to
the extent of quoting a few lines from Brunner’s protest song “Don’t You
Hear the H-Bombs’ Thunder” both in English and in Eisfeld’s translation
into German. It also includes a page on the 1957 Worldcon, whose
importance to him Eisfeld explained in a recent email:

I was already historically interested and knew about the German
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“blitz” and its effects on London. Consequently, I was very
uncertain how I would be received, and that uncertainty
deepened when I could not but observe the still-existing after-
effects of the German attacks on the city and the country.

But what I encountered in fact, first at the “Globe” and
subsequently at the King’s Court, was an amicable, even cordial
acceptance that immediately reassured me. In fact, it did much
more. When, twenty years later, as an aspiring political scientist,
I was offered the option of engaging in the International Political
Science Association, I remembered the British fans, remembered
London, and I felt that of course I should accept the offer.

I never regretted my international engagement, which
resulted in so many rewarding contacts — even cooperations —
with colleagues, primarily, from the UK, Canada, and the US
(and, in the end, six years on the IPSA Executive). I continue to
feel certain that, without the 1957 event’s enriching imprint on a
(luckily) still very susceptible young mind I might not have
recognized the chance. [4]

[1] Imaginative Tales (Vol 5 #2, March
1958)

[2] Science Fiction Parade #6 (Fall 1957,
ed. Len Moffatt)

[3] Email to Hansen, 30 September 2010
[4] Email to Hansen, 25 November 2023
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30. The Pope’s Astronomer

The first issue of Twilight Zine, the clubzine of the Massachusetts Institute
of Technology Science Fiction Society (MITSFS — pronounced, inevitably,
“misfits™) appeared in October 1961, the name being a play on that of The
Twilight Zone, an SF anthology series then airing on national television.
There have often been long gaps between issues, so the latest online at
fanac.org having been published more than a decade ago doesn’t
necessarily mean it’s dead. In 1974, a year having passed since the
previous issue, a keen young MITSFSan named Guy Consolmagno
decided they should do another. As his co-editor J. Henry “Jack” Stevens
explained:

This issue is due partly to a burst of fatal enthusiasm on the part
of Mr. Consolmagno. But all of the credit ard-blame cannot be
laid at his doorstep. No, indeed; the grant committee of MIT’s
Independent Activities Period must accept its share. It funded an
intersession activity called “Science Fiction Without Guilt”
specifically to put out this issue of the magazine. The activity
was designed to “give people a chance, to read all of the science
fiction they ever wanted in one of the largest collections in the
world — that of the MIT Science Fiction Society — without
feeling guilty about not doing homework”. [1]

Squeezed in at the bottom of a page, Consolmagno wrote:

And this little nonsense leaves me just enough space to warn you
about this issue. Warning 1: I typed the whole damn thing on
paper offset plates (which allow no corrections) using a
typewriter which has no ampersand or exclamation points and
where the numerals six and seven don’t work. Warning 2: All
the artwork is stuff we found in a drawer. We don’t know where
it came from or even who the artists are. If it turns out it’s yours
and you didn’t want it printed, tough rocks. Warning 3: This
entire issue, was thrown together in one week. It shows.
Warning 4: The contents following are, in my opinion, the best
material to have seen light of day in a TZ since Cory Seidman
and Leslie Turek left. You may actually enjoy some of this stuff
and get the wrong idea about the society, because: Warning 5:
We’re not fans, we just read the stuff. [1]
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This last is an oft-repeated claim of MITSFS but I note that their zine was
“available for locs, contributions, fanzines in trade 25¢ (or more) in coin,
or for actions above and beyond what is called for in civilized society”.
Sure sounds like fandom to me. Consolmagno also contributed to
APALOOSA, a 1970s APA that apparently did not make it into the 1980s.
Among the conventions he attended was the 1980 Worldcon
NOREASCON 2, held in Boston over the 29 August — 1 September
weekend. The chairman was Leslie Turek. Bill Higgins remembers:

I saw Guy only three times during the Eighties. We met in
Boston, during Worldcon. Some years later, a bunch of us drove
across northern Illinois to see him in Mount Carroll, where the
Peace Corps was training him for work in Kenya. Still later, in
Houston, I looked him up at a conference of solar-system
scientists. No question, this was a fellow who got around.

And that was before he became a Jesuit. [2]

In 1983 he joined the US Peace Corps, serving in Kenya for two years
where he taught astronomy and physics. On his return he took a position as
Assistant Professor at Lafayette College in Easton, Pennsylvania, and in
1989 he entered the Society of Jesus, and took vows as a brother in 1991.
[3] According to Higgins:

He kept in touch with friends by apazine during his travels in
Africa, his years teaching in Pennsylvania, and his journey
through the Jesuit order. [2]

Joining a religious order is unusual in fandom, which has traditionally
tended more towards atheism than religious belief (raises hand), but on
entry into the order Consolmagno — now Brother Consolmagno — was
assigned as an astronomer to the Vatican Observatory. Since then he has
written many books, been a guest speaker at many SF conventions, had an
asteroid named after him by the International Astronomical Union in 2000
and — in September 2015 — became the Director of the Vatican
Observatory.

On his LiveJournal in August 2012, Brother Consolmagno wrote:

At the end of the month, over the course of two days I hope to be
meeting up with a couple of more recent friends who, by
coincidence, I found out today have both been nominated for
Hugos this year. Forty years ago, when I first got involved with
science fiction fandom, I would never have expected to be able
to say that. It’s not because I didn’t have the ambition to meet
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famous and wonderful people; certainly I hoped to be famous
and wonderful myself, by the time I was 60! But rather, I think I
would have been surprised to learn that I was still involved in
fandom, something that at that time I dismissed as a passing
fancy of youth. Shows what kids know. [4]

An addendum from Geri Sullivan:

This part of Guy’s story dates to this century, but it’s because of
his fannish connections that a rosary named “The God of the
Burgess Shale” made by Teresa Nielsen Hayden is on display
with the meteorites and other items at the Vatican Observatory.
(It’s under their moon rock!) It’s made of fossils and a meteorite.

In 2010, Teresa displayed the recently-made rosary in the
Boskone art show, where Lis Riba and her husband bought it as
a gift for Brother Guy. [5]

[1] Twilight Zine #28 (1974, ed. Jack
Stevens, Michael T. Timmreck, Ala Lapu
Mimn, and Guy Consolmagno)

[2] Journey Planet #32 (December 2016, ed.
Erin Underwood)

[3] Wikipedia

[4] https://brotherguy.livejournal.com/57127
html

[5] Online post, September 2023

See also “A Letter to Me at Age 20”: https://brotherguy.livejournal.com/76
398.html.
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31. The Professor of Law

Probably the first SF fan to be involved with the law as other than a
defendant was 1930s fan Jack Speer, a lawyer who eventually became a
judge, but the one who almost certainly attained the greatest eminence in
that field is Lilian Edwards. At the time of writing Edwards is Professor of
Law, Innovation and Society at Newcastle Law School at Newcastle
University and is considered a leading academic in the field of Internet
law. As for the rest of her academic career, it’s easier if I just quote her
Wikipedia page. Much of this took place in the twenty-first century but, as
with the Pope’s Astronomer, her long march to her current position began
in the twentieth, hence her inclusion in this volume:

She has taught information technology law, e-commerce law,
privacy law and Internet law at undergraduate and postgraduate
level since 1996 and been involved with law and artificial
intelligence (AI) since 1985.

She worked at the University of Strathclyde from 1986 to
1988 and the University of Edinburgh from 1989 to 2006. She
became Chair of Internet Law at the University of Southampton
from 2006 to 2008, and then Professor of Internet Law at the
University of Sheffield until late 2010, when she returned to
Scotland to become Professor of E-Governance at the University
of Strathclyde, while retaining close links with the renamed
SCRIPT (AHRC Centre) at the University of Edinburgh. She
resigned from that role in 2018 to take up a new Chair in Law,
Innovation and Society at Newcastle University. She was part
seconded for 2021-2022 to the Ada Lovelace Institute to lead
their work on the proposed EU AI Regulation.

She has co-edited (both with Charlotte Waelde and alone)
four editions of a textbook, Law and the Internet (later Law,
Policy and the Internet); the fourth edition appeared in 2018.
She won the Barbara Wellberry Memorial Prize in 2004 for
work on online privacy and data trusts. A collection of her
essays, The New Legal Framework for E-Commerce in Europe,
was published in 2005. She is Associate Director, and was co-
founder, of the Arts and Humanities Research Council (AHRC)
Centre for IP and Technology Law (now SCRIPT). Edwards has
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consulted for the EU Commission, the OECD, and WIPO.

Edwards co-chairs GiklII, an annual series of international
workshops on the intersections between law, technology and
popular culture.

Edwards’s previous roles include Deputy Director of
CREATe, the Centre for Creativity, Regulation, Enterprise and
Technology, a Research Councils UK research centre about
copyright and business models.

All genuinely impressive, but I first encountered Lilian Edwards in the
letter columns of a comics fanzine circa 1981. This was before she
transitioned to SF fandom and thus it occurs to me that I may be the first
SF fan to become aware of her. She joined the Glasgow SF fan group
FOKT (Friends of Kilgore Trout), remaining a member after her eventual
move to Edinburgh.

She and fellow fan Christina Lake were known by the collective
nickname “the 6 year old twins” and co-edited a number of fanzines
together beginning with This Never Happens (1982-1991, 12 issues),
followed by Squelsh (1986, 1 issue), and The Caprician (1988-1989, 4
issues). For the 1995 Worldcon — the fourth to be held in the UK, and the
first in Scotland, the pair co-edited Time Bytes, a fanthology collecting
“evocative ‘timebinding’ fragments about Significant Things in UK
fandom since 1987 [i.e. the previous UK worldcon]. [1]

Other collaborations were No Previous Convictions (1986, with Ian
Sorensen), Meep! (1987, with Simon Ounsley), Gloss (2000-2001, with
Victor Gonzalez, 3 issues). Her solo fanzines were The Wrong Leggings
(1994-2000, 5 issues) and the substantial Floss! (3 issues, 2001-2002).
This list is complete up to 2002. As for conrunning, she was on the
committees of the Leeds CORFLU in 1998, and those of several Glasgow
regionals.

In 1988 Edwards and Lake won the 1988 TAFF (Trans-Atlantic Fan
Fund) race and attended that year’s Worldcon, NOLACON II, which was
held in New Orleans. The newsletter they put out during their TAFF
administration was called Two Times TAFF. Their joint trip report was
never completed, but the fourth issue (of five) carried the first instalment
by Christina, which began thus:

Joint candidacy for TAFF certainly is a liability when the two
people in question live at opposite ends of the country. As joint
candidates, Lilian and I were quite adamant that we wanted to
arrive in America at the same time, and as slightly nervous
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travellers, we preferred to do so from the same plane. In my
southern-centric way, I rather assumed that we would fly from
London, but Lilian, after some astute conferences with her travel
agents, came up with the irrefutable facts that Glasgow is nearer
America than London, and that the plane fares were cheaper
(unless we were prepared to fly Kuwait Air, which even at the
time didn’t seem that good an idea). So, the programme that
confronted me as I trundled my brand new extra-large suitcase
into Bristol coach station went as follows:

Tuesday 6 hours from Bristol to Glasgow by coach

Wednesday 5% hours from Prestwick to JFK New York

Thursday 5 hours from JFK to Seattle-Tacoma

Somehow, it was comforting to know that the relatively
familiar Bristol-Glasgow coach journey would be the longest
stint of the three. [2]

Such considerations would cease to be an issue later when her professional
career would take Edwards all over the world and so give her the
opportunity to combine business with pleasure by meeting up with local
fans. For example:

2002-2003 saw me shaking my Internet law boogie thing at
conferences and seminars in Boston, New York, Oslo and
Lisbon — plus a few one-day stands in London, Reading and
Edinburgh. Even I am now officially sick of e-commerce, trust
and privacy on-line (only a year after the rest of world.) Ah well,
it’s an ill dot.com wind that butters no credit cards. Or
something a bit like that!

April 2003. Tuesday. New York, New York.

Lunch has been organised with miraculous efficiency by
local fan Moshe Feder, last glimpsed probably at Seattle Corflu
in 2000, who has not only tracked me down to my hotel without
many clues, but also already surveyed all the restaurants within a
mile of my hotel and decided on the only even vaguely
acceptable one: which does soul food (man). I also get to meet
up with Kate Yule and David Levine of Bento fame who are
swinging through NY, seeing mostly free theatre, it appears,
with Moshe’s partner Lise. Rather worryingly, K and D
recognize me in the lobby despite the fact I’ve never met them
before in real life. Surely I don’t look like a fan? What me — with
my impeccable taste in dress, no beer belly, no beard and a
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decent hair cut?

“Well, maybe it was that you looked European,” says Kate,
kindly.

Soul food turns out to be a bit like the kind of stuff
Christina and I ate lots of in New Orleans in ’88. I opt safely for
meat loaf with cornbread and black eyed peas and rice (feeling
ever so slightly Scarlett O’Hara), and don’t quite dare try to find
out what grits really ARE.

Wednesday.

Things really get going at the conference — there are urns of
free coffee and soda everywhere, the unmistakable spoor trails of
the nerd at home. The Americans attending CFP all look
disconcertingly like SF fans (many or most are, of course) but
are not as weird as I half-expected. Apparently things were
stranger in Berkeley/the old days. Few really hilarious t-shirts
and a surprising number of jackets and ties. I am in lawyer drag
(skirt and jacket) but plan to, and indeed do, gracefully degrade
to combat trousers and interesting ear rings over the next few
days. [3]

[1] Ansible #90 (January 1995, ed. Dave
Langford)

[2] Two Times TAFF #4 (November 1990,
ed. Lilian Edwards & Christina Lake)

[3] Littlebrook #4 (January 2005, ed. Jerry
Kaufman & Suzanne Tompkins)
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Afterword

The photo I chose for the cover was taken at the 1957 London Worldcon
and shows Liverpool fan Norman Shorrock behind a camera brought along
by a BBC unit from Tonight. This was an evening news programme hosted
by famed TV reporter Alan Whicker, who was also present. You’ll note
that Shorrock is wearing a badge reading “MAD”, which stood for Mersey
And Deeside productions, the name under which the Liverpool group
filmed various amateur productions (none of which survive), hence his
interest in the technology. But seeing that image calls to mind another
fan....

In the mid-1960s, Dicky Howett published fanzines, contributed
cartoons to many others, attended conventions, and was generally an active
member of London fandom. He started cartooning professionally around
1970. During this period he was also working for the BBC and took an
interest in old cameras and other obsolete broadcast equipment they were
then scrapping, acquiring and refurbishing many items. This led eventually
to him hooking up with a couple of others who shared that interest and the
formation of Golden Age TV LLP who are today the leading UK supplier
of period broadcasting equipment for film and TV dramas. He wasn’t
featured in this book because that refurbishment and the business in
general is essentially engineering and I deliberately excluded engineers
and scientists (along with SF authors, editors and publishers, of course) as
being professions fans would be expected to gravitate towards. Howett is
not the only one who could have been included if that were not the case.

For example, there’s the fan who brokers commercial satellite
launches and befriended many cosmonauts; the fan with hundreds of
patents to her name who often appears on lists of the smartest people of all
time; or possibly the author, former government scientist and ex-nuclear
physicist who published this book along with many others. Hi, Dave! 1
made a couple of exceptions for what I hope, are obvious reasons.
Astronomy being another of those areas that fans would be expected to
gravitate towards, Brother Consolmagno gets in because of the highly
unusual situation of combining this with joining the Jesuits and working at
the Vatican. And Chan Davis is included not for his work in mathematics
but for being a victim of the McCarthy era witch hunts.

My first visit to the regular first-Thursday meetings of London fans
occurred during their heyday in the late 1970s — sadly, they’re now a pale
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shadow of what they once were. I was still living in Wales then, and timed
my trip so as to make that visit possible. Among those I got talking to at
the One Tun that night was a member of the House of Lords. So far as I'm
aware his activity in fandom didn’t extend much beyond attending those
gatherings, though he did once invite Dave and wife Hazel to a garden
party at his London house.

There are long chains of connection and coincidence tying us together
running through this volume. For example, lesbian pioneer Tigrina was a
member of LASFS during its Bixel Street years as was Art Saha who was
one of those responsible for SF fan hangout the Dive where Dave Van
Ronk met his first wife Terri Thal who managed both Bob Dylan and the
Holy Modal Rounders whose co-founder Pete Stampfel married Betsy
Wollheim whose father and 1930s fan Don Wollheim was a secret cross-
dresser* whose pseudonymous book on the subject of cross-dressing and
gender expression was one of the earliest works read by Roz Kaveney
when coming to terms with her own gender identity, and so on.

* Betsy Wollheim revealed her father’s cross-dressing in Casa
Susanna, an American-French documentary film released in 2022 and
taking its title from the New York State bungalow camp which in the
early 1960s was a haven for cross-dressers and trans women. [Ed.]

Thinking about all this, I can’t help remembering a line used by the
hacker collective Anonymous: We Are Everywhere. This will come as a
surprise to non-fans, and to most actual fans as no surprise at all.
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Dave Langford and Rob Hansen, 1983.
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Appendix: As Others See Us

Being a selection from the long-running Ansible newsletter
department as exhumed from the vaults by Dave Langford.

“Thus the science pulps. What’s to be made of them? It is easy enough to
classify these exhibits in paranoid phantasies connected to trivial fiction
for the titillation of tired, dull, or weak minds.” (Bernard De Voto, “Doom
Beyond Jupiter”, Harper’s Magazine, October 1939)

“I’ve had absolutely nothing to do with fans, and I think they’re a
great handicap to science fiction and always have been.” (J.G. Ballard,
interview, Speculation #21, February 1969)

“You may say you can’t read this stuff without laughing, but
hundreds of thousands of teen-agers can, as well as half a million adult
illiterates who defend, with a kind of locker-room machismo, what Harlan
Ellison pretends is a ‘revolution’ in science fiction today.” (Peter S.
Prescott reviewing sf in Newsweek, 29 November 1971)

John Wain noted that C.S. Lewis “developed in later years a telltale
interest in science fiction, which is usually a reliable sign of imaginative
bankruptcy.” (“A Great Clerke” in C.S. Lewis at the Breakfast Table ed.
James T. Como, 1979)

Which damning point about a convicted murderer needs to be
mentioned first: “Science fiction fanatic Christopher Hunnisett drowned
the Rev Ronald Glazebrook in his bath before dismembering his body with
an axe and saw.” (Daily Mail, June 2002)

“Most fantasy writing is aimed at airheads with little, if any,
knowledge of the past.” (Mark Harris, Toronto Globe & Mail, 6 March
2004)

“Penguin books quizzed 1000 females about the holiday reads they
would look for in a mate. / They found fantasy fiction like JK Rowling’s
series, JRR Tolkien’s Lord Of The Rings and Terry Pratchett’s Discworld
novels put girls off [because] men escaping into alternative realities
appear to have less grip on the real world.” (The Daily Record, circa
August 2004)

“[1 can] confidently predict that come next August, when the 83rd
[actually the 63rd] World Science-Fiction Convention opens its doors in
Glasgow, there will not be an anorak, a roll of tin foil or an anal probe to
be had this side of the Cairngorms. [...] According to excited tourism
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officials, the planet’s biggest sci-fi bash will bring 6000 visitors and £4m
to the city. What the mad fools fail to appreciate is the risk involved in
rolling out the red carpet to people who are, to a man — and they are all
men — wired directly to Mars. [...] what’s the betting bin Laden has a well-
worn DVD of Plan Nine from Outer Space in his cave or a natty pair of
mail order Vulcan ears?” (Alison Rowat, The [Glasgow] Herald, circa
August 2004)

From a William Shatner interview: “Lord knows, over nearly 40
years, how many times he’s been forced to endure one of those dreadful
conventions where men wear pointy ears and order halves of shandy in
Klingon.” (Jeff Dawson, Radio Times circa June 2005)

“[Buckminster] Fuller’s schemes often had the hallucinatory quality
associated with science fiction (or mental hospitals).” (Elizabeth Kolbert,
“Dymaxion Man”, The New Yorker, 2 June 2008)

“I always think of ‘As Others See Us’ when I listen to the otherwise
marvellous Radio 7, a great fund of drama and comedy. For the twice-
daily science fiction and fantasy slot, The 7th Dimension, the assumed
intelligence quota of the audience suddenly plummets. Host Nick Briggs
puts on a creepy voice and addresses the listeners as if we are all eight-
year olds, promising not to exterminate us, referring to his arrival in a
flying saucer and so forth.” (Bryan Talbot, letter, Ansible 274, May 2010)

“The show [Red Dwarf X] has an obsessive fan base, which
stereotype would suggest is mainly men in their thirties and forties with a
penchant for sci-fi and gaming — see how I’m subtly avoiding the
provocative words ‘nerd’, ‘geek’ or ‘unsuccessful with women’ here?”
(Michael Hogan, The Telegraph, 4 October 2012)

On David Bowie’s 1976-1979 album covers: “Their harsh visual
bleakness was irresistible to a generation of NME-reading sad young men
(and they generally were young men) whose imaginative parameters were
sketched out by the novels of J.G. Ballard, the music of Kraftwerk and the
films of Nicolas Roeg.” (V&A Museum David Bowie exhibition
catalogue, 2013)

A speechwriter for the 1980 US Libertarian Party campaign explained
the choice of corporate lawyer Edward Clark as presidential candidate: “to
try to run somebody who looked like an actual politician, a normal person,
not your typical Star Trek convention wannabe like most party members
were.” (New York Times, 18 May 2014)

Philip Pullman said he’d been put off all modern SF by going to a
convention and finding “all those young men sitting around and speaking
Klingon.” (Brian Aldiss memorial panel, Oxford Literary Festival, 20
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March 2018)

Michael Moorcock was interviewed for the Shakespeare & Co (Paris)
website by Hari Kunzru, who began by explaining that before Mike
arrived on the scene the science fiction field consisted of “gentlemen in
sports jackets with slide rules.” (5 July 2018)

“Hell of course will have a library, but one stocked exclusively with
science fiction, six-hundred-odd page novels by men whose first name is
Jonathan, and books extolling the 1960s.” (Joseph Epstein, First Things
magazine, November 2018)

“According to the statistics on display in Helen Taylor’s lavishly
publicized new study [Why Women Read Fiction]/, women bought 76
percent of the general fiction sold in the UK in 2017 and blokes a paltry 24
percent. Even when it came to the classics, women were still ahead (52 to
48) and it was only when you reached questionable sub-genres such as
horror (46/54) and sci-fi (25/75) that the guys really came into their own.”
(Private Eye, 7 February 2020)

Karen Joy Fowler remembered her publisher’s alarm when she
switched genres with The Jane Austen Book Club: “‘She thought that a lot
of women — and men — who liked Jane Austen wouldn’t pick up a book
about her if they knew it was written by a science-fiction writer.” On the
day of publication, she happened to win a big sci-fi award. ‘And my
publisher said: “Oh f**k, is there any way we can keep that information
from coming out?”’” (Interview, i newspaper, 19 March 2022)

On a nonfiction pandemic tome by Matt Ridley and Alina Chan:
“Much of Viral will leave most readers exhausted. In places the effect is
rather like being seated at a wedding next to a distant relative breathlessly
explaining the details of their Game of Thrones fan fiction.” (Washington
Post, 14 November 2021)

“The nerds have taken over Hollywood, America and the world. It
wasn’t just superheroes either. Zombies, androids, vampires, wizards,
aliens, werewolves, intergalactic sagas, Lego, H.P. Lovecraft, Tolkien,
board games based on TV shows — though these things were never
unpopular per se, they always belonged to children, or to people at the
lonelier fringes of the culture. Now they are the culture. President Obama
praised the trend: / ‘I think America’s a nerdier country than it used to be
when I was a kid — and that’s a good thing!’ / Obama, with typical
glibness, had forgotten a crucial general point about nerds: they are not
happy people. There were good reasons why there was a stigma around
being a nerd; those who loved stories about dragons and superheroes into
adulthood tended to be nebbish, poorly-tailored and sexually inadequate.
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They needed to escape into fantasy worlds because the real world was
brutal, cruel and completely uninterested in playing tabletop wargames.”
(Will Lloyd, “How nerds smothered American culture”, Spectator USA, 7
March 2019)

“Will there be a lot of single men?” “It’s a science fiction fan club
event. They’ll be single but they’ll be disgusting.” (Dialogue from episode
2 of the ITV gay sitcom Vicious, 6 May 2013)

Mike Moorcock comments:

Ballard stayed longer than he said at the 1957 con — only one of two
he attended — the other was at the Randolph, Oxford, but it’s true his first
impression was a guy in a propeller beanie pointing a water-pistol at him
and shouting “You’re zapped”. He told me he had imagined he would
meet a bunch of intellectuals interested in surrealism and absurdism and it
was a shock to him. He would have been happier with the sercon
movement of later years. He could never understand why Brian [Aldiss]
and I enjoyed cons. I did believe that parts of fandom (probably ones I
contributed to!) didn’t do SF any favours when trying to be taken
seriously. That part has really been hived off into Cosplay cons, which are
great fun. Hari Kunzru is a huge SF fan, as is Michael Chabon for
instance, and they have both worked on SF projects, so his reference to
slide rules was not meant to diminish fandom, just an assumption that SF
fans were scientists and engineers before the “new-wave” turned them into
artists and intellectuals (?). That “before Moorcock and Co it was all ray-
guns and BEMs” is a nonsense I constantly try to contradict! In the last
Whitefriars book I talk about how the likes of Pohl/Kornbluth, Bester and
others created the present and predicted our current world. Also, by the
’60s and ’70s there were many more journalists who were “secret” SF
fans, as interested in having SF taken seriously as anyone else. Those are
the ones who started interviewing the likes of me, Brian and Ballard for
The Sunday Times and so on. The current separation into gaming, cosplay
and SF cons — as well as media cons — is noticeable. I was somewhat
shocked at the last big con I attended to be asked how much I was
charging for my autograph! Luckily there were still enough old-time fans
to make it possible to enjoy a con within the larger, commercial con! [1]

[1] Email to Hansen and Langford, 5
October 2023

The End
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